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ALL VIBRATIONS TO THE EAR FUNCTION WITH a 
STATISTICAL PRECISION determined by 

ATOMS OF PURE 


Merzbow 

Merzbox Sampler 

AUSTRALIA, EXTREME (SPECIAL 
EDITIONS) XLTD003 CD (1997) 

For those of us who are physically, 
psychologically, spiritually, morally or just 
financially unable to go the full 50 rounds 
with Merzbox. Extreme has graciously 
deigned to release Merzbox Sampler which 
consists of 1 0 tracks 


Tokyo need to rock'n'roll after coughing 
fireballs at buildings! Another enjoyable track 
is the wonderfully disorienting and sculptural 
'Extract 4' - when you hear this, you’ll swear 
off rollercoaster rides ... forever! 

'Autopussy Go No Go' bridges this batch of 
3 with the last 3 tracks which are the familiar 
head-cleaning slabs of sonic concrete. In the 
case of 'Silver Scintillator (extract)' - you'll 
thank your personal choice of Supreme 


Deity that no track on this CD 
exceeds 8 minutes - the music 
relentlessly pummels your ears until 
your brain turns into quivering 
protoplasmic mush, and then it 
pulverises you some more until the 
rest of your body follows suit. Oh 
heck, I ain't much good at describing 
the Merzbow Experience - best to 
leave it to those far more expert than I 
at stretching the English language into 
new extremes of expression - you 
know, 'one billion suns going 
supernova in your head' and 'opposing 
tectonic plates slam into each other, 
causing mountain ranges to spurt and 
volcanoes to belch hot white lava in 
simultaneous orgasmic frenzy’, yeah, 
yeah. Ill just say that Merzbox Sampler 
is an excellent introduction for 
Merz-virgins to the Universe of Him in 
Whose Presence otherwise sane men and 
women turn into whimpering, blathering 
idiots. Pity them not for they have 
experienced Sheer Genius! And if after 
hearing nearly 60 minutes of Merzbox 
Sampler non-stop, you're still standing and 
able to speak (gasp!), I reckon you really are 
up to the full Merzbox set. 

JENNIFER HOR 


from the set itself, 
spanning the period from 
1979 to 1997. 

The first 3 tracks date 
back to The Man’s 
formative period when, 
informed by his 
university art studies in 
Dada and Surrealism and 
his interest in musique 
concrete, early Industrial 
and Kosmische Musik 
(Amon Duul II, Faust, 
Can), he began creating 
tape collages with cut-up 
tapes, tape loops and 
samples of sounds from 
sources musical and 
non-musical. These 
tracks thus seem 
relatively harmless and 
not all that aggressive 
compared to his later 
works - Tape Dada' In 
particular gives no 
indication of the Finely 
Honed Machine that was 
to come. 

The fun really starts with 
track 4, 'Swamp Metal', 
succeeded by the aptly 
named 'Helga’s Death 
Disco', a melange of 
whiplash beats, the 
screaming of the 
damned, some cheesy 
sound effects and the 
asthmatic snuffling of a 
giant mole culminating in 
a monster disco 
pounding beat! Who said 
our Man doesn't create 
dance music? Even 
monsters attacking 



Merzbow 

Collapse 12 
Floors 

NORWAY, OHM 
RECORDS 0.4 OHM 
CD (2000) 

Our Man's gone digital!!! 
On this aptly titled CD 
(not often you see an 
artist acknowledging the 
effect of his/her music 
on listeners' 

environments). Merzbow 
employs a used Apple 
computer and a 
theremin in addition to 
his trusty noise 
electronix kit. Now I’ve 
heard theremins before 
on other people’s 
recordings and movie 
soundtracks and I've 
even played with one 
myself at an art museum 
(you wave your arms 
within the electric field 
generated by the 
instrument - left arm 
controls for volume, 
right arm controls for 
pitch) but Merzbow sure 
doesn't use theremins 
the way we ordinary 
people use them. 
Knowing him, he has 
only to lift his little finger 
a fraction of a 
centimetre and the 
hapless instrument jerks 
about in unnatural 
spasms of sound, innards 
frying and falling apart. 
How many theremins 
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will Merzbow 
be through 
before he calls 
it a day! 

There are 3 
tracks to this 
CD. 'Wa 
30.25' is 
basically 
Business As 
Usual, very 
streamlined, 
terse and 
no-nonsense; 
it’s the other 2 
tracks that 
contain the 
surprises. 

'Kareha' can 
be fairly quiet 
at times. 

Quiet! Not 
quiet as in the 
music playing 
at maximum 
sound levels 
when it 
normally plays 
at super- 
maximum 
sound levels 
but quiet as in 
at a level that 
might almost 
do the 
GUnters and 
Lopezes of this 
world proud. 

Snatches of 
kitschy 
melodies 
weave around 
the trademark 
sonic 

sandstorm and 
water-hose 
blasts which 
themselves 

suddenly squeeze into sinuous capillaries of 
minuscule grit travelling under enormous 
pressure at lightning speeds to mutate again 
into blocks of solid granite. Yes, Merzbow is 
revelling in a new-found plasticity; we have 
no choice but to follow. 

The title track is no less protean but what 
really distinguishes it is the almost 
three-dimensional quality of the sound. Now 
you're not just hearing out-of-control 
jackhammers or high-pressure hoses bursting 
with endless torrents of toxic liquid or 
concrete foundations shattering into a tiny 
thousand million fragments but the damn 
things are lurching out of the speakers and 
entering your brain to recreate themselves, 
in the process performing major cellular 
reconstruction beyond neural damage. A 
guitar screams in desolation somewhere and 
liquid mercury trickles out from mountains 
glowing radioactive pink into streams and 
rivers that end up in boiling silver seas. 

Such is The Man’s output in quantity and 
quality that he must have exhausted all the 
known independent music labels by now. As 
Norwegian artists like Lasse Marhaug ase 
beginning to make an impression on the 
noise and avant-music scene, it seems fitting 


that Collapse 12 Floors has come out on a 
Norwegian label I and probably you have 
never heard of. 

JENNIFER HOR 

OHM Records. 

Pontoppidangate 9A, N-0462, 

Oslo. Norway 

Merzbow/Genesis 

P-Orridge 

A Perfect Pain 

UNITED KINGDOM, COLD SPRING 
CSR23 CD (1998) 

When Japanese super hero Merzbow teams 
up with psychkk warrior priest king Genesis 
P-Orridge, the result is intense, controlled 
music filled with cold fury and poisonous 
lyrics delivered in that calm, coldly clinical 
voice that only Mr P-Orridge manages so 
well. What a team! 

I haven't followed Genesis P-Orridge’s 
various psychick projects since Throbbing 
Gristle broke up so I have little idea of how 
relevant or irrelevant he's been though the 


scraps of print I have 
seen haven't exactly 
fired me up with any 
enthusiasm to go 
nosing through the 
man's back catalogue. 
Last thing I heard 
about him before this 
collaboration, he was 
into TV screen 
scrying. Basic idea is 
to turn the TV set on 
late at night when 
you're almost in the 
arms of Morpheus, 
switch to an empty 
channel, turn the 
brightness and 
contrast all the way 
up, turn off all other 
light sources, get 
close to the screen 
and stare at it, 
focussing on all the 
visual static. I haven't 
tried this myself but if 
someone has achieved 
enlightenment or 
discovers something 
worthwhile in this 
activity, even if it’s 
just scantily dad 
dancing men and 
women, let us know, 
thanks. 

The stand-out track is 
‘Source Are Rare' on 
which P-Orridge's 
treated voice sneers 
at those who 
compromise their 
beliefs, ideals and 
ultimately themselves 
to gain influence with 
powerful people who 
have done likewise 
before. The lyrics are 
longer on this track 
than the others (there are 5 tracks 
altogether) but P-Orridge gets them out of 
the way efficiently enough to let Merzbow 
take over with showers of molten metal, 
high-pitched chainsaw squealing, foreboding 
rhythms and bursts of toxic liquid under high 
pressure, delivered in a more restrained and 
low-key way than we are accustomed to 
hearing from Merzbow. Yet, the music if 
anything is even more ferocious when it's 
under a tight leash. 

The other track worthy of mention is 'All 
Beauty Is Our Enemy’ in which P-Orridge 
rails against belief in an orderly, just and 
moral universe and exposes life as a series of 
blind accidents. The music is punctuated 
throughout with metallic explosions 
expressing intense anger and repressed 
violence against the unseen Blind 
Watchmaker. 

The entire recording is distinguished by a 
slightly blurry production that gives the 
music a cold, distant fury and which renders 
P-Orridge’s voice in a such a way that it 
fairly drips with malice and disgust (as well it 
may be) at corruption in places of power, 
influence and authority and of loathing for 
human behaviour when driven by pettiness 
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and fear. P-Orridge's experiences over the 
last 1 0 years or so (forced to leave the UK 
to live in self-exile with his family after 
government authorities attempted to seize 
his children when some fanatical 
fundamentalist Christians viewed an old TG 
video and predictably decided it showed 
paedophilk acts) and how these changed his 
attitude towards others certainly lend the 
proceedings extra venom. Now I hear Mr 
P-Orridge has decided to stop his musical 
activities so this recording is, musically and 
lyrically, a fitting if rather negative end to a 
long career. 

JENNIFER HOR 

Cold Spring. 8 Well spring, 

Biisworth, Northants, NN7 

3EH. England. UK 


Aufgehoben No 
Process 

Cool Tastes In Heavy 
Sounds 

UNITED KINGDOM, JUNIOR MEAT 
RECORDS JMREC003 CD (2000) 

This could easily be dismissed as nothing 
more than the sum of Its influences - 
Cosmic Kurushi Monsters, Merzbow’s 
Door Open at 8am, Autechre's Tri 
Repeats - but behind the artwank 
pretension and pseudo-intellectual 
statement of intent (as evinced at their 
website) they retain just enough 
idiosyncratic bend sinister to make this 
album as entertaining and 'zeitgeist-defining' 
as Death In Vegas' Conti no Sessions, Primal 
Scream's XTRMNTR and David Holmes' 

Bow Down To The Exit Sign. In many ways 
this album condenses the more challenging 
elements of those three albums into six 
tracks that veer from drone rock to 
electronic pulses to bleeding raw psychedelic 
wigouts with a verve that you rarely see in 
these days of 'detached cool*. 

A remix of the second track, 'Brief Blank', 
could chart. It’s got a jungle drum beat, angry 
fuzzouts and Stuka divebomb guitars - 
everything the dark corner of the dancefloor 
needs in the year 2000. 'Rolling Sovatto' is 
the logical extension to 'Kowalski' - louder, 
uglier, less narco, more nitro. 'Mondo Cult 
T rip' lives up to the promise of its title as 
the ideal backbeat to liven up Jim Jones' 
death disco. Imagine Sigue Sigue Sputnik 
with 2 1 st century production values and 
no Martin Degville to get in the way, it 
would sound like this - and that's a good 
thing, really. It goes a bit 'dub' at the end 
but there's a good 5 minutes of source 
material for Armand Van Helden to 
'appropriate' and churn into a one-week- 
wonder hit. 

'Happening and Formless' lurches wildly 
between Merzbow's Ecobondage and 
1930 before suddenly falling off a cliff to 
find itself in a dark place with only 
Bernhard Gunter for company. This is 
'Enemy of the Best', the epic eight-minute 
closer. The tape clicks and shuffles really 
are the calm before the storm, 'cos when 
the guitars kick in it's time for the High 
Rise / Musica Transonic / Acid Mothers 


Temple pastiche. Admittedly the riff 
structure is more Western, and while it’s 
nothing we haven't heard before, it works 
simply because it doesn't fuck around. They 
want to make artnoise and they want to do 
it now. 

Cool Tastes in Heavy Sounds is perhaps too 
enamoured of its title and its screamingly 
obvious influences but if it's this or T ravis. I'll 
stick with the artfarts any day. 

RIK RAWLING 10/7/2000 

43 Richmond Heights, John 
Street, Brighton, BN2 2JP 
wwwaufgehoben. freeserve. 
co.uk 





tire daaage begins At the south. 


Vo I vox 

The Damage Begins at The 
Mouth 

AUSTRALIA, DUAL PLOVER FEJ-781 
CD (2000) 

My comprehension of Dual Plover's The 
Rebirth Of Fool compilation was almost non 
existent until after meeting Lucas Abeia and 
realising more where he's coming from. This 
is another of the label's works and I have to 
confess I’m back to square one, up shit creek 
without a paddle. Or a canoe. Volvox were 
some sort of supergroup comprising three 
members, all called Reg Egg. and all veterans 
of enticingly name combos such as Pork. The 
Beavers, and King Carbon And The Enemies 
Of Algebra. The sound of Volvox suggests 



that just as the cover blurb claims, they were 
very much a performance orientated entity. 
Performance as in someone pouring custard 
over a guitar whilst another terrorises the 
audience with a boxing glove on the end of a 
long pole, and the third guy shouts excerpts 
from a telephone directory. 

No-one out there Is likely to remember The 
Black Tape by The Desolate Accountants, 
this ninety minute masterpiece became 
something of a legend amongst those who 
had heard it, that is myself, the two who 
made it, and my other pal Eggie. Closer 
inspection of this legend reveals that it is 
actually a real time recording of my boyhood 
chums Pete and Grez arsing about one night 
when Grez's folks were out The sound of 
Bad Manners and Leighton Buzzards singles 
being played at 78 rpm and then thrown 
across the room, whilst Pete makes funny 
noises, still gives me goosebumps, even 
though I wasn't there, having gone to see 
Hazel O'Connor in Breaking Glass that 
evening. I suspect even seriously dumb 
things become somehow more profound if 
you're fifteen, so I won't be offended if I 
don't get letters pouring into this mag 
demanding the CD rights to this long 
overlooked masterpi... erm... thing. 

Anyway, I sort of doubt that Volvox could 
get anything more out of The Black Tape 
than I can from their album, despite certain 
parallels between the sound quality, high 
level of spontaneity, and the suggestion that 
the music is only a small component of the 
whole experience. It's all fairly chaotic and 
apeshrt, and at least uncluttered enough to 
allow the listener to understand what is 
going on, if not actually why. I can usually tell 
if something's rubbish or not, I hope, by 
virtue of the gap between what seems to be 
intended and what actually results. I suspect 
this does what it was made to do, so it 
probably could be called a good album. 
Except through it's being completely outside 
the range of my comprehension, probably by 
virtue of my not knowing Reg. Reg, or Reg, 
and not having seen them perform as 
Volvox, I just can't tell. Make of that what 
you will, or send for the album and find out. 
but only if you're feeling unusually brave. 

WAR ARROW 

PO Box 983, Darlinghurst, 

NSW, Australia 1300. 
www. dualplover, com 
lucas@ebom. org 
Spill, GPO Box 2637, 

Melbourne 3001, Australia 
or spill_label@hotmail.com 


Lasse Marhaug / The 
Violet Grind 

Split 7" 

GERMANY, DISASTER AREA DA 
0057" SINGLE (1999) 

Two violent and cruel cuts of brutaiism; 
imagine the impact of a concrete block 
crushing your skull, only spread out over 
several painful minutes. The intense 
feedback and amplifier hum noise of this 
record, all treated heavily with studio 
echo, would probably cause less damage 
to your fragile bean. Not a healthy record. 
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but its 'presence' Is undeniable. Norwegian 
Marhaug remixes source material by 
Americans Violet Grind, and vice versa; it's a 
mutual self-assured destruction project 
between these two countries, in a hostile 
takeover bid to unseat the current ruling 
superpower of noise, Japan. A doomed 
attempt, if you ask me. These two sides are 
virtually indistinguishable, although Lasse's 
side is more like complex factory machinery 
than the simple atom blast of the other. 

ED PINSENT 

Tweehoemweg 61, D 26316 
Varel. Germany. 
disaster_area@t-online.de 



Angst Hase Pfeffer 
Nase 

Beatings with Gimpy 
Flighted Wings Entrapped 
by Post-Fence of 
Garish-Land 

USA, MENLO PARK RECORDINGS 
MPK 7017 VINYL LP (1999) 

Completely loopy noise from start to finish, 
a nasty and intrusive noise, a scribbly and 
scrabbly messy, gestural noise. This unholy 
mess is produced by a trio of New Yorkers 
who use a combination of amplified 
electronic-gadget abuse and demented live 
tapework. They create aural Chow Mein; 
you get oodles of rich feedback sauce 
floating around the spare ribs of their 
improvised clattering. Although this isn't a 
particularly loud record, it is fairly intensive 
and probably isn't for the hint-hearted - it 
will eventually become irritating if you're 
unprepared to succumb to its dubious 
charms. I think that's because of its very 
narrowness - its insane gibbering, its restless 
skittering about, and relentless insistence on 
inhabiting its own cracked universe. 

The elaborate title should give you a due. 
Imagine a species of particularly malevolent 
insect, a cross between a preying mantis and 
a wild hornet, trapped inside your toaster, 
beating its spiny forelegs against the coils and 
biting through the wiring with its shiny black 
mandibles. Under the circumstances, could 
you face eating breakfast? I know there have 
been lots of young people attempting this 


sort of angry bedroom noise for many years, 
as there have been thousands of unsung 
photocopier geniuses running their pointless 
squlggles through a Canon laser copier to 
produce reams of superimposed rubbishy 
images. In fact. I could be describing the 
hand-made sleeve of this LP when I say that. 
You may even wonder why I bother to write 
about this record when there probably are 
hundreds more of the same, if not better, 
quality. But somebody bothered to press it 
in vinyl; and this LP, along with its absurdist 
track titles like "Schematic for the First Deer 
State', somehow rises above the herd - it's 
an abrasive document of frenetic, 
masturbatory energy. 

ED PINSENT 

PO Box 1652, Cooper Station, 

New York NY 10276-1652. 

www.menioparkrecordings.com 

Green Monkey 

The Lotus Flower will no 
Longer Blossom Upon Your 
Island 

UNITED KINGDOM, BETLEY 
WELCOMES CAREFUL DRIVERS 
BWCD 008 CD (2000) 

Heavy, intrusive noisy experimental punk 
rock from Phil Todd and his two cronies 
Doog and Joy on drums and five-string bass. 
This short and intense CD is edited 
highlights taken from a suite of much longer 
improvised sessions, capturing only the most 
violent and obnoxious segments of their 
strenuous efforts, for the delectation of 
your ears. The edits, cutting in at the most 
exciting moments, are sequenced to give the 
impression of more aggression than they are 
perhaps capable of. With everything turned 
up to the same extreme volume level, these 
guitar-bass-drum noisefests lurch around 
incoherently for a few minutes, occasionally 
indulging in a semi-capable attempt at heavy 
rock or speed metal, then slam-edit violently 
into the next equally abrasive cut. It can be 
turgid, but there are moments of 
unrestrained madness that make it 
worthwhile; for example when Phil Todd 
puts down his guitar and plugs in his ancient 
moog, and starts plunking aimlessly with 
primitive one-note statements of superb, 
manic Intensity that would make Morton 
Subotnick blanche. Recorded, as if it 
mattered, at maximum distortion level, with 
as much feedback and raw edges left on the 
tape as possible. Gorgeous slabs of dirty, 
obnoxious, retrogressive din. 

ED PINSENT 

7 Woodside, Madeiey, Crewe, 

Cheshire CW3 9HA 


Astro 

Bio-Galaxy 

GERMANY, TOCHNIT ALEPH TA027 
CD (2000) 

Japanese noiseidan hero Hiroshi Hasegawa 
turns in another solo cosmic trip on this fine 
CD of excessive echo and needless volume 
levels, which I heartily recommend. 


Generated from little more than waves of 
controlled feedback, this Bio-Galactic 
exploration develops into sheets of 
cascading, splintered frequencies, pulsing and 
vibrating with all the vitality of the combined 
wildlife of the entire Amazonian jungle. 

Played at the correct volume (ie excessive), 
this is the kind of trance-record that induces 
delirium, enables psychedelic acid- trips 
through your mind's inner space. As it 
moves along, it grows inexorably in volume 
and density, the high frequencies finally 
collapsing under the tidal wave of an onrush 
of booming bass notes. Then the whole 
structure builds up again and repeats itself, 
with increasing ferocity. You begin to feel 
the cosmic weight of an imploding dark star, 
growing inside your chest cavity until you 
can't even raise your body to hit the 
amplifier switch to the off position. Over an 
hour's worth of throbbing, electronic bliss - I 
sincerely doubt if you will manage to listen 
to the very end, because it simply becomes 
too intense to bear. A fine synthesiser-driven 
tribute to the moog-work of Sun Ra perhaps, 
who is also honoured in words by the 
cosmic title. 

ED PINSENT 

Kopenhagener Strasse Id, 

Berlin. 10437 Germany. 

tochnitaieph@anti-sociai. com 



DJ Smallcock 

Yinyue 

AUSTRALIA, DUAL PLOVER NO 
NUMBER CD (2000) 

A solo record of Lucas Abela, whom we 
interviewed in issue six. working under his 
DJ Smallcock alias, a name which Otomo 
YoshihkJe finds highly amusing. This may be 
because Japanese men are, I believe, 
generally kind of hung up about the size of 
their cocks - in which case your present 
writer would feel very much at home in the 
Tokyo environment! As to Lucas Abela, 
being an egregious and outgoing Australian, I 
doubt sincerely if he has any complexes 
about the size of his penis, and merely uses 
this stage-name to entertain and amuse the 
international audiences of freaks who 
willingly travel vast distances for the privilege 
of hearing him perform. I assumed (wrongly) 
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this CD was a document of his 'mouthwork' 
noise, where he inserts a phonographic 
cartridge into his mouth and plays back the 
results through assorted distortion effects. 
The cartridge is on the end of a turkey 
skewer, and he looks like he's cleaning his 
teeth with an absurdist electric toothbrush 
when he's doing it, besides being in danger of 
piercing the wall of his cheek - so there's 
clearly a cannibalistic, self-destructive 
action-art aspect to this performance of his, 
an intellectualisation which Abeia himself 
would deny fiercely. 

In fact, this CD derives from several hours’ 
worth of radio feedback which Abeia 
recorded on New Years' Eve 1 999, when he 
found himself in Beijing. He edited down the 
flood of raw material using mysterious, 
intuitive methods. Believe it or not, he 
intends these utterly non-musical noises as 
some form of warped entertainment. I'm 
with him one hundred percent, but the rest 
of the world may have some catching up to 
do before they can even stand to listen to a 
record like this in for more than 30 seconds 
without wanting to strangle themselves with 
a loop of piano wire. Yinyue treads its 
narrow path remorselessly for a very long 
time, and never expands into another 
dimension. And why the hell should it? 

ED PINSENT 

PO Box 983. Dar/inghurst, 

NSW. Australia 1300. 
www.dualplover.com 
!ucas@ebom. org 


Smell & Quim 

Your Enemy's Balls 

UNITED KINGDOM, RED STREAM 
RSR0107 CD (ND) 

No clues as to when this may date from, 
other than at least later than 1994, unless 
they somehow managed to include a track 
before the date of its being recorded. 
Anyway, It seems to be a compilation of 
sorts, if the presence of 'Shaft Of A Goad 
/ Lurve' from The English Method cassette 
is anything to go by. This is actually a fine 
example of why Smell & Quim are one of the 
few noise merchant types about whom it is 
unwise to make too many assumptions. They 
change direction every now and again. Just 
when you think you have them down as set 
breakfast, two sugars, no slice - they storm 
into the caff demanding hard boiled eggs and 
nuts. They try to make things 
i-n-t-e-r-e-s-t-i-n-g for the listener. Well, 
maybe they don't, but that's the impression I 
get. As you'd expect, there’s a healthy 
quantity of raging feedback and swearing 
going on, but neither relentlessly or to the 
point of monotony. Furthermore, there are 
tape loops, speak 'n' spell machines cussing 
their little silicon bollocks off, and even a few 
rhythms mixed in with all the other crazy 
shit splattered pointilistically onto tape. 

For me the highlight is without doubt, the 
previously mentioned 'Shaft Of A Goad / 
Lurve' - a track already known to me and 
which I’d always hoped would one day find 
it’s way onto CD. It sounds like a drum 
machine recorded underwater, over which 
slowed down and sped up tape collages 
Impart gems like 'I've got a virus, And you're 


a Nazi' (pronounced nat-zee); 'He had < 
luurrve > tattooed under his 
foreforeforeforeforeskin', oh and something 
about buttocks (pronounced byew-tocks). 
Smell & Quim evidently have a peculiar sense 
of humour, but to their credit, don't make a 
big deal out of it. Titles like 'Incontinence 
Pants Are Go' or "Honey I Butt-Fucked A 
Pig' are delivered with the solemnity of 
Michael Glra reading excerpts from De Sade 
to Lydia Lunch during rag week. 

Lesser groups can stick to their death camp 
symphonies, or obvious comedic industrial 
japery, the contrivance of which is invariably 
revealed by a comedy turn to camera, but 

Smell & Quim just soldier on poker-faced 
with nary a twitch of the lips as they unleash 
one luminous day-glo monstrosity after 
another. The laughter turns to screams, both 
at the same time. Awesome. 

WAR ARROW 

Available from: Bede y 
Welcomes Careful Drivers, 7, 
Woodside. Madetey, Crewe. 

Cheshire. CW3 9HA, UK 
www.freenoiseorg/BWCD 



journey we encounter screwy Honolulu 
beach musk, Stewart Home phoning a loose 
woman in order to find someone willing to 
have sex in a nuclear power station, bits of 
ELO and The Hollies being shafted by 
George Formby from Bizarro Earth, and, my 
favourite, an all too brief passage of banging 
techno accompanied by a chorus of slavering 
Tom & Jerry style 'yeah-yeah-yeah's and 
cartoon poo-squelch noises. The titles 
include 'Fannies And Priests', 'Master Testkle 
In The Knickers Of Time', 'I Like It 'Cos It's 
Good' and 'Ready Steady Fuck' but it's a bit 
of a lottery as to which sets of noises these 
might refer. 

There's nothing technically big or clever here 
that you won't have heard before, but on the 
other hand, this is put together with more 
than a touch of genius, showing other noise 
collage artists up for the sulky spoilt little 
tosspots they are. Listen to this stupid piece 
of shit enough times and I suspect you might 
unwittingly find the answers to those 
ultimate questions of the universe. Possibly 
the finest album ever made. 

WAR ARROW 


Mental Guru, Flat 5. 9, Runcorn 
Avenue, Bispham. FY2 OPS, UK 
Or available from: Bedey 
Welcomes Careful Drivers, 7 
Woodside, Made/ey Crewe, 
Cheshire, CW3 9HA, UK 
www.freenoise. org/BWCD 

Smell & Quim 

Porn Again 

USA, SOLIPSISM 19 CD (ND) 


Smell & Quim 

Spaceshit 

UNITED KINGDOM, MENTAL GURU 
MG006 CD (ND) 

Who remembers that great album of The 
Residents covering Whrtehouse covering 
Captain Beefheart? Or even the sequence 
from The Man Who Fell To Earth where 
Hawaiian Elvis watches Hal Roach comedies. 
Gone With The Wind, and hard pom 
masterpiece Just Married (which I can 
recommend highly, right guys?) 
simultaneously on a bank of TVs, breaking up 
the calmer moments with a spot of much 
needed clarinet practice? Well, if your 
memory needs refreshing, one listen to this 
should do the trick 

Smell & Quim seem to have made what is, at 
least by their standards, a prog-rock concept 
album, and with hardly a chainsaw or 
feedback barrage to be heard. There are fifty 
listed tracks, all interpreted as one lengthy 
collage by the player, which is fair enough as 
Spaceshit should definitely be enjoyed, and I 
do mean enjoyed, in it's entirety. On the 


I just can't figure out why this lot have so 
much going for them, what it is that sets 
them apart from the massed herds of grey 
droning parent offenders. Porn Again, 
unlike Spaceshit and Your Enemy's Balls, is 
more in line with how you might expect 
Smell & Quim to sound: distorted noise 
and feedback with enough grunting and 
groaning to make those early Throbbing 
Gristle tapes sound like Rogers and 
Hammerstein. Thousands have been here 
before, and thousands yet unborn will 
probably be doing this well into the new 
century. Smell & Quim just seem to do it 
right, with the visceral dynamics to make it 
convincing, and just enough imagination to 
keep me interested, but not so much that it 
divorces itself from reality in the name of 
innovation, disappearing up its own arse and 
becoming a heartless exercise. 

Despite it’s all being, in some ways, much of 
a muchness, no two tracks actually sound 
the same, although this could perhaps be due 
to strongly visual titles which do much to 
superimpose graffiti storylines onto the walls 
of sound. Tampax Woman' and Vaginal 
C lackers Will Drive You Crackers' are 
particularly memorable examples of this, but 
perhaps the most unnecessarily vivid is 'A 
Soldering Iron Down The Urethra' which 
sounds like the Vocals' were supplied by 
Kenny from South Park. Perhaps it is that 
Smell & Quim take such evident joy in their 
pursuit of stomach churning porno-horror, 
doing it for a laff, and because they can, 
rather than as some comment upon societal 
conventions of normality as indicated by blah 
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blah blah. Yep. from the cover proudly 
sporting photographs of what at least some 
of our grandparents may have gotten up to 
in the days before phrases like 'blow job' and 
'spit roast' were common currency, right 
down to the last dribble of poo stained 
electronic feedback, these folks seem to be 
just doing stuff they know they'd like to see 
on the shelves of Our Price, because nobody 
else is. It's indulgent, but only in the sense of 
tapping into a sense of humour, if that's the 
right word, that at least a few of us share. 
That old adage about punk being appealing 
because 'anybody could do it' is rather 
misleading. Not everybody could do it, at 
least not well. What I think was meant is 
more that its audience were as much a part 
of the shared experience as the performers, 
that there was no strong divide between 
stage and beer soaked hall. This seems to 
apply equally well here. Although I'll admit 
I've yet to take part in all of the er.. .activities 
to which Smell & Quim compose their sonic 
odes, this feels closer to a conversation, or 
the memory of a particularly enjoyable 
bodily function, than something which 
involves the unveiling of a curtain followed 
by a series of manifestos. Truly Smell & 

Quim are the people's power electronics 
group. You could probably take them for a 
pie and a pint at the local, just don't go back 
to theirs for coffee. 

WAR ARROW 

Solipsism. 26 S. Main # 227, 

Concord. NH. 03301. USA 
Or available from: Bedey 
Welcomes Careful Drivers. 7, 
Woodside, Madeley, Crewe, 

Cheshire, CW3 9HA, UK 
www.freenoise.org/BWCD 

Runzelstim and 
Gurgelstock 

Asshole / Snail Dilemma 

GERMANY, TOCHNIT ALEPH TA025 
CD (2000) 

Now I enjoy vile cover artwork as much as 
the next man, but this really is unnecessary. 
While Smell & Quim have perpetrated at 
least two covers that were too revolting 
even for my sense of humour (Scum Grief 
and Jesus Christ), there is something worth 
listening to behind the gross imagery. Here, 
there is an unnecessary close up of wrinkled 
fatty skin with tufts of coarse black hair 
protruding rudely from the obscene folds. If 
it's a woman's area, which I don't think it is, 
then praise Jesus it's like none I've ever seen. 
Elsewhere we get a string of turd-like 
sausages, and strands of real hair sandwiched 
in the snap together portion of the jewel 
case. All of which I might accept if the CD 
were in some way listenable. 

The recordings are all segued into what the 
player registers as one single track, which is 
actually one track more than seems strictly 
necessary. It opens with a live recording of 
what sounds like a string quartet, over which 
a woman screams and wails in generally 
incoherent fashion. After what seems like 
about a month of this, we then get a lengthy 
passage of burping noises, interspersed with 
long gaps of silence. Then more of that 


Rainbow style 'straight and curly' stuff. Then 
someone plays a piano with their arse. Surely 
you get the general impression by now. Of 
this kind of thing, it is probably questionable 
as to whether one can truly prescribe words 
like 'good' or 'bad'. Whatever rules apply 
seem so vague that it must surely be just a 
matter of taste. All I can say for certain is 
that somehow Nurse With Wound, Smell & 
Quim, and others, manage to do this stuff in 
a way that holds my attention. 

Whereas Runzelstim and Gurgelstock 
render their own brand of apeshit noise 
collage in a way which just makes me glad to 
know about global warming, the statistics 
regarding potentially deadly meteor impacts 
upon the earth, and the fact that the current 
rate of extinction far exceeds that which 
wiped out 95% of life on land and in the sea 
at the close of 
the Permian 
period some 250 
million years ago 

- all of which 
suggest that one 
day there may 
be an end to the 
perpetration of 
this kind of 
pointless 
bollocks. 

Runzelstim and 
Gurgelstock are 
doubtlessly 
amongst the 
more 

adventurous of 
avant-garde 
pioneers in the 
field of 

experimental music. I however, work for a 
living, doing a back breaking soul destroying 
job which doesn't pay enough for me to go 
on frequent foreign holidays, update my hi-fi 
equipment on a regular basis, or put out 
CDs. While I try to maintain an open mind 
with regards to the more ludicrous excesses 
of useless art, I cannot help but regard the 
fact that someone did this, and released it, 
and presumably expects someone else to 
buy it, in the same way that 1 8th century 
Parisians did Marie Antoinette. 

WAR ARROW 

Kopenhagener Scrasse 14, 

Berlin, 10437 Germany. 

cochnitaleph@anti-social. com 

Senssunround 

Orchestra 

Mort Aux Vaches: Meltdown 
Of Control 

NETHERLANDS, STAALPLAAT NO 
NUMBER CD (2000) 

This one's a document of Zbigniew 
Karkowski's master-plan from two years ago 

- with the help of the Dutch electronics 
artist Edwin van der Heide, he planned to 
overthrow the earth using noise. A crack 
squadron was recruited from the ranks of 
the finest noiseicians from around the globe, 
and live arenas were booked for this army of 
blast-merchants to unleash sonic mayhem 


upon the unsuspecting world. Needless to 
say, the whole thing fell pretty flat I was 
present at one of the events at the South 
Bank in 1 998, and it turned out to be more 
like the retreat from Leningrad than the 
bombing of Dresden. I was tempted into the 
arena by the prospect of seeing Merzbow 
once again, and I passed a dismal, lonely hour 
spent in lugubrious surroundings. The stage 
was in near darkness apart from a steely blue 
glow, and nobody seemed to know what was 
happening in the fumbling chaos on stage. 

The event was poorly managed, lacking in 
stagecraft. Each racket-merchant stumbled 
on. plugged in and did their thing for about 
1 5 minutes, only to be succeeded relay-style 
by the next Gormless Goon of Grim 
Grindery. For some reason it became 
virtually impossible to distinguish one murky, 
feedback-strewn brand of noise from the 

other. I began to 
feel physically 
sick, though the 
ghastly canned 
beer on offer that 
night probably 
accounts for that. 
When one 
bloated buffoon (I 
think somebody 
quite famous in 
his field) took the 
stage and started 
plucking an 
enormous bass 
guitar to produce 
nauseating 
ove ramped thuds, 
the audience were 
screaming for the 
whole thing to 
stop - and making very appropriate Spinal 
Tap quotes. Yes, it was a Heavy Metal 
nightmare, dressed up as avant-garde 
experimentation! The only sounds which 
stood out at all were the serene and 
refreshing beauty of C.C.C.C., and of course 
the steely perfection of Merzbow, Masami 
Akita joined by partner Reiko A. His beauty 
was deliberate. There are too many socalled 
Noise Artist and Band,' Masami told this 
magazine in 1999. 'I play as music at 
Meltdown Control 1, cause I want to state 
Merzbow is far from others'. 

Just how far can be gauged from this rather 
dreary little CD. Compiled from not one but 
all three of the Meltdown of Control events 
at Berlin, Tokyo and London, it's been 
re-edited by Zbigniew to form some kind of 
coherent listening experience. What with 
the opening 

passages of screaming feedback, clashing 
metal and siren-like wails, it's intended to 
convey an apocalyptic vision of disaster and 
doom, but you'll soon find yourself tuning 
out, and it's as indifferent as the sound of a 
train going by. A very long train. This is 
partly because I think it's technically difficult 
to translate the sheer presence of loud noise 
onto CD successfully - the frequencies start 
blending into each other very quickly and 
can end up as a thick mulch of chicken 
gumbo on the tape. Among the guilty men, 
the Japanese contingent are well represented 
- besides Merzbow, there's Aube, the mighty 
axeman KK Null, Hiroshi Hasegawa. Tetsuo 
Furudate and many others; Europe's finest 
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included Peter Rehberg from MEGO, 

Pneuma, Kasper T Toeplitz and Bastiaan 
Maris; our own Russell Haswell joined in on 
the London leg. The CD has its merits, and It 
isn't so bad an experience as the full 
ghastliness of being there, but it's some way 
from realising the vision of unrestrained, 
dystopian wildness that the instigators must 
have had in mind. 

ED PINSENT 

PO Box H4S3, 1001 CL 
Amsterdam, The Netherlands 

Donald Miller 

Little Treatise on Morals 

USA, AUDIBLE HISS 002 VINYL 2 x 
LP(1995) 

A minor masterpiece spread over four sides 
of vinyl. I can't remember ever hearing guitar 
noise being rendered in such a wonderfully 
spastic, spasmodic and incoherent fashion. 
The fact that its creator, the gnomus barbu 
Donald Miller, is a semi-magickal streetwise 
genius makes it all the more compelling - he 
is deliberately playing out a psycho-drama of 
forced primitivism, a sage playing the fool, a 


rich man dressed in tatters. These treated 
guitar sounds, originally released on a 
cassette format and later reissued in vinyl, 
have been force- fed through the narrow 
funnels of processes and distortion that 
shred, torture and mutilate the original 
sources; the traces of remaining sound are 
like the whimpers of a willing slave accepting 
a whipping from his-her Grand Master, 
chained to the brass bedpost with manacles 
and leather bonds. Middle-class highbrow 
wimps have always spumed heavy metal's 
maltreatment of the guitar since the days of 
Hendrix onwards, for the same prissy 
reasons that they object to the rape scene in 
A Clockwork Orange. They assume that the 
guitar is a woman, basing that glib 
assumption on the curves of a solid -body 
electric resembling those of a woman's 
torso, and reckon that Pete Townsend's 
climactic smashing of the axe amounted to 
cheap sexual pyrotechnics. Pathetic 
mealy-mouthed fools! They ignore the 
possibilities of mind-expanding freedom that 
are attainable through sexual excess, De 
Sadean pursuits, and lack real knowledge of 
the erotic-magic systems subscribed to by 
Harry Smith (he used to bottle his own 
congealed sperm and keep it in the fridge), 


who copied it from Aleister Crowley. To be 
truthful I'm not speaking from experience, 
but you can sense the same intense, 
single-minded devotion has fed into creating 
these solo guitar works. If you're expecting 
high volume screechy feedback, by the way. 
forget that - these Moral T reatises grind you 
down by a different method, that of sheer 
persistence - nagging away quietly but 
endlessly, frotttage- masturbation style, until a 
dry orgasm is achieved. 

Donald Miller, as he himself will delight in 
informing you, is the guitarist-feedback part 
of the Borbetomagus act, who have been 
unleashing their Iron-John styled free jazz 
electronic mayhem on the unwilling ears of 
the world since 1979. It's about time that 
Miller, an exceptionally well-read master of 
the esoteric arts, got himself a look-in as a 
soloist. Decorated with a sleeve collage of 
the artist's own making that merely 
reinforces all the above sentiments and 
images. 

ED PINSENT 

PO Box 1242, Cooper Station, 

New York, NY 10276, USA 
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Who SAYS THE WORLD Ls a dark 
globe, devoid of spirituality? Well, it 
is • we're starving for it, we need 
vital sustenance for our souls, and it 
comes from music. In this time of 
excessive free choice, we're just 
surrounded with too many 
distractions anyway, none of us can 
resist and all of us have 
succumbed. To those of us who 
feel we’re fighting in a war zone of 
television, alcohol, sex lives, 
crowds of ugly people, public 
transport, the Internet and all tile 
other banes of modem life, the 
music of my ‘Holy Minimalists' is 
like a Red Cross parcel from the UN. 
At least one of the CDs below darn 
near led to a personal epiphany for 
this listener over tlx- Easter 2000 
weekend. I'd like more of them, 
perception-changing, mystical 
episodes, but it isn't easy. Anyway, 
I'm sad and lonely and I'm just 
jealous of all you other happy 
people with your interesting lives. 
Ascetic music fits my ascetic life. 

Each of our friends below is one 
way or another loosely associated 
with a 1960s New Yoik 'scftool' of 
music, some of whose team 


players embraced use of 
electronics, total simplicity, and 
above all extremely long duration in 
its compositions. Ttiis led to one 
critic calling them minimalists, a 
term which had already been 
applied to certain visual artists in the 
same country and at the same time. 
More of their work Ls coming to light 
now (probably ever since the 
American Alan Licht published Ns 
•top ten' stopping list of Minimalist 
records in Halana magazine years 
ago), and as we discover it we see 
tow the variety of their activities 
was remarkable - it wasn't all 
serialism and static repetition! 

Some of these musicians have 
found a pathway to God through 
the drone. La Monte Young has 
high-blown claims to it; if you don't 
hear God when you hear his music, 
he’s failed. Like Terry Riley, he 
followed lite Indian Sufu singer 
Pandit Pran Nath as a personal 
spiritual gum. Angus Maclise found 
enlightenment via the Nppie route 
to Kathmandu. Charlemagne 
Palestine ignored them all and 
remained tme to his Jewish roots, 


and developed a Nghly eccentric 
and personal devotional method of 
perfonning from it. They may not 
store religion or even told religious 
beliefs, but it's interesting to me 
how in the handful of records 
reviewed below, there's this linking 
strand in their histories - a church 
keeps recurring as a significant 
building where these artists have 
met, performed, or lived. 

Some, like Richard Maxlield, fiave 
now achieved ‘legendary’ status 
due to his low visibility and scant 
remaining works, which stowed 
tremendous promise, but he 
committed suicide in 1969. Others, 
like La Monte Young, appear to 
have become slightly isolated. Most, 
however, have remained true to the 
ideal of lengthy duration, and when 
we're faced with these recordings I 
feel we owe it to them and 
ourselves to make time to listen to 
the whole tiling (in one sitting if 
possible). So don’t come whining to 
me about the daunting prospect of a 
two-CD set of interminable drones - 
if you want spiritual enlightenment, 
get on with it! (ED PINSENT) 


Charlemagne Palestine 

Karenina 

UNITED KINGDOM, DURTRO 052, 2 x CD (2000) 

Charlemagne Palestine 

Schlingen-Bldngen 

USA, NEW WORLD RECORDS NEW WORLD 
80578-2 CD (1999) 

Pan Sonic and Charlemagne 
Palestine 

Mort Aux Vaches 

NETHERLANDS, STAALPLAAT NO NUMBER CD 
(2000) 

Three excellent new recordings here by Charlemagne 
Palestine, this eccentric New York Russian Jew who 
after years of silence since his early experiments in the 
1 970s and dwelling in the 'wilderness' of the art gallery 
with his paintings and sculptures, now roars like a lion in 
the world of music once again. 

He is now proving more than a 
match for any of his more 
famous contemporaries, such 
as Philip Glass or Terry Riley, 
who both have their 
impressive back catalogue of 
large scale holy works behind 
them. The advantage we must 
accord Charlemagne, in all of 
these minimal monotone 
monuments, is his humanity - 
he isn't simply relying on 
mathematical systems, or 
prepared structures, or loop- 
delay machines, or strings of 
endlessly repeated arpeggios 
on a piano. The music comes 
directly from him, it is 
composed of him as much as 
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composed by him. ‘I am the living incarnation of my work!’ is his justified boast. 

Since nobody can play or perform his own works in quite the same way as he, you 
might be forgiven for thinking that the appeal of Charlemagne lies In his charismatic 
personality - making him more like a rock god than an experimental musician / 
composer. But then, not even the combined sexual drive and larger-than-life 
personalities of Morrison, Hendrix and Joplin could muster the power of 
Schlingen-BUngen. If you’ve ever seen Palestine play on the grand piano and 
thought 'here be a monster', then just wait till you hear him unleashed on the 
church organ! Letting the full sonorities of that antiquated construct blast forth, he 
turns it into a roaring behemoth without equal. Sculpting with the clouds, moulding 
the light and sunshine, as though he were creating a new world and the struggle for 
the souls of millions were in the balance, while he wrestles the devil with his day- 
covered mitts. How I love organ music! But Bach is quite airless somehow, the 
baroque cerebral mathematics of it (though sublime) gets in the way of enjoyment. 
Messiaen - well's he's just plain eerie (especially playing his own compositions), a 
warped sensibility deeply contemplating the Catholic mysteries through music. 

With Charlemagne Palestine's approach to the organ - one simple chord, explored 
for a very long time in all its richness - it may be rugged and unsophisticated if you 
wanna compare it to Handel, but at least the listener can BREATH. Air is 
everywhere in this recording, you can hear it and you can feel it coursing through 
the very organ pipes. And in the music - hits of pure oxygen, of the kind that can 
sustain your heart and mind and lungs. 

This particular com|>osition, stemming one suspects 
from a very simple written prose instruction that will 
allow the performer as much leeway as possible in 
its interpretation, began its organic life in Holland in 
1 979 at the suggestion of a festival promoter 
Leendert van Lagestcin, who knew of Palestine's 
early experiments with long tones and performances 
in churches in New York. He arranged for a 
performance at a tiny village near his festival in 
Groningen, which had the best church organ in the 
vicinity. This CD is not that performance, but 
another one from 1 988 when the team returned to 
the exact same church and recorded the music with 
better equipment. The work grows progressively 
louder and bigger over its 70 minute duration as the 
player floors it’ with the bass pedals, lets the 
enormous bass notes swell, and finally brings this 
mother in for a landing. After this Wagnerian 
'climax', you are bathed in a glorious coda of 
cascading water and cool sunlight as the cool 
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breezes blow across your face. This pyramid structure 
to the piece may be bask, but it’s all down to the 
intuition of the artist playing the work as to how long it 
can reasonably be sustained before boredom sets in. But 
boredom is the last thing you’re faced with when playing 
this golden disc. Issued with extensive sleeve notes by 
Ingram Marshall, friend of Palestine and composer, 
whose excellent work is represented this issue in 
another section. 

Charlemagne has expressed a slight envy of other more 
famous muskians of his school and generation who not 
only enjoy more success and fame than he, but also 
boast the more visible manifestation of same - ie lots of 
CDs available in the marketplace, betokening a 
satisfactory record deal and corporate sponsorship. 

Now finally his own visibility and catalogue is growing, 
and with respectable releases like these on ‘streetwise’ 
independent labels, he surety has an edge on Philip Glass 
with his comfortable CBS deal and overblown opera 
commissions. David Tibet put out Karenina on the basis 
of his own interest in the musk and life of Charlemagne 
Palestine. The artists met at a private party at the house 
of Edwin Pouncey, where Charlemagne performed a 
highly theatrical ‘naming’ ceremony for the ‘Oozah’ 
painting Pouncey had bought - complete with chants, 
musk and strange costume from its creator. Thereafter. 
Tibet knew no rest until he had secured an original vinyl 
copy of Strumming Music on the Shandar label, and soon 
agreed to release a recent-ish work of Palestine's from 
1 997, recorded to accompany a retrospective exhibition 
of his sculptures and photographs. Karenina is 
astonishing, a very emotional 2*disc weepie, which was 
recorded using an Indian harmonium and Palestine's own 
intoning voice, in the falsetto range. This voice harks 
back to Charlemagne's youth, when he sang in the 
Synagogue; the Cantor only uses this range for ‘the most 
sincere and sacred declarations’. They don’t come more 
sincere than this. With its incredibly limited range of 
notes, and the excruciating breathy whine that emerges 
from Palestine's vox, it’s a challenging listen. Close 
friends of Palestine have confessed that he can work 
himself into a self-pitying state where his own personal 
heartache becomes the centre of the world. This is 
nearly the sound that's on the record, as he moans and 
worries away at the irresolvable problem before him. 

On this occasion, it was the death of a beloved black 
Labrador dog , but to hear this it could be the universal 
burden of man’s sins, or any great criminal waste of 
human life. The shame, the pity of it Art transcends 
specific emotions, details of life, and makes them 
universal - transforming a petty problem into a pattern 
that we can all share and learn from. On Karenina, 
Palestine performs the artist’s job with a devotional duty, 
making it a sacred rite. (Not unlike NYC cartoonist Art 
Spiegelman's father, who, on the sukide of Art’s mother. 


made them both spend the night on the hard fk>or...’an old Jewish custom. I guess’). 
Rubbing his own sore heart until he can bear the pain no longer, yet carrying on. 
You need the emotional stamina of a Hercules to perform this! 

The new piece with Pan Sonk is another great one, amply demonstrating 
Palestine’s fluency with the electronk mode and wiping the floor with the young 
Finnish upstarts. He is a past master of making musk by twisting and tweaking the 
electronk circuits, having worked with an early version of the Buchla system in the 
1970s. Reportedly. Mika Vanio and his gang felt like ‘three tins of sardines' by the 
time Palestine had gotten through with them. Recorded at the VPRO studios for 
Dutch radio in January 1999; it was followed by a live performance at the Roxy 
club in Amsterdam, which was unfortunately not recorded. On this studio disc (a 
limited edition only available from the Staalplaat website), Charlemagne starts off 
solo to be joined by musical interpolations from Pan Sonk. To pull it apart it’s a 
long piece where Palestine’s airy small-organ drone does battle with some 
mechanical, brutalist machine-like throbs and beats from the reliable Pan Sonk 
team. The long sustained chords have all the wrong, mixed notes - generating a 
near-unbearable tension which many civilians will find dismaying, but you troopers 
will be rewarded if you stay the course. 

ED PINSENT 

Durtro via World Serpent: www.worfdserpent.com 

New World Records: 701 Seventh Avenue, New York, NY 

10036-1596, USA newworldrecords@erols. com 

Staalplaat: PO Box / 1453, 1001 GL Amsterdam, The Netherlands 


Terry Riley 

Reed Streams 

L'lnffonie 

In C (Mantra) 

USA, ORGAN OF 
CORTI 2 CD (1998) 

This one's a spilt CD, half 
of which is 1966 Riley 
archival tapes rescued by 
our good friends in 
California, constituting 
another chapter in the 
Terry Riley reissue 
programme. There were 
a few items that surfaced 
in 1 998, but I believe this 
is about the most 
desirable of them in 
terms of sound quality 
and musical value. Reed Streams was the debut recording of Riley's which was 
issued as a private press LP on his own label. Here, it’s remastered from the 
original tapes. Two long pieces, ‘Untitled Organ' and 'Dorian Reeds', both 
recorded in Riley's New York studio in 1966. At this time he was playing in his loft, 
working with a simple delay effect on his soprano saxophone. Later, he started 
doing it live at a venue called the Electric Circus. If you know and enjoy Riley's 
work, this one is a must. I don’t know why, but there are always these appealing 
rough edges on pioneering early work; here, you can hear the keys of the organ 
clacking! 



L'lnfonte were a crazy band of loons in Montreal who, picking up on the spirit of 
the times, wound up recording an anarchic version of In C Their up-tempo, 
syncopated take on this classic of modem composition has to be heard to be 
believed, but don't let it be mistaken for anarchic frivolity - in fact it's very much in 
keeping with the democratic free-for-all spirit of the piece. They were a mixture of 
rock, jazz and classical musicians, and their big band here consists of reed players, 
trumpeters, trombonists, with piano, guitars bass and drums. Imagine a kind of 
real-life Muppet Show band crossed with a low-rent Arkestra. They're all wearing 
paper crowns and robes in the pictures, an intriguing image which is not 
disappointed by their music. Pretty indispensable really! 

ED PINSENT 

The Cortical Foundation, PO Box 6016, Point Dume, Malibu, CA 

90264, USA. coni@cortical.org 
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Jon Gibson 

Visitations I and II / Thirties 

ITALY, NEW TONE NT 6747 2 CD (1996) 

Jon Gibson 

Two Solo Pieces 

ITALY, NEW TONE NT 6756 2 CD (1996) 

If the name is new to you, it was to me too until about a 
year ago - Gibson is, I think, one of the second bananas 
of the New York bunch, who performed works by Riley, 
Reich and Glass - in fact he was an original member of 
the Philip Glass Ensemble. He also performed works by 
many other 'big guys’, including La Monte Young, 
Christian Wolff, Alvin Curran and others. Plus there’s no 
end of international appearances, collaborations with 
dancers, theatre work, improvisations, and releases on 
many record labels. If that's not enough for you. then 
brother, I give up - yet he also found time to work as a 
visual artist and one of his splendid grid-style abstracts 
adorns the sleeve of Two Solo Pieces. 


He presumably has only remained in relative obscurity 
due to rarity of his records which like Philip Glass’s 
were originally released on the Chatham Square label - 
now tough-to-find on vinyl. His music as represented on 
these CDs (works from the 1 970s) is frankly excellent 
and In fact seems so varied and powerfully original as to 
bear none of the cliched hallmarks of minimal music that 
lazy critics are so quick to seize upon. Meanwhile the 
music of his confrere Philip Glass, once you’d figured it 
out has developed into rather predictable and safe 
background noise. 



On the two astonishing ’Visitation' compositions from 1973, we have unearthly 
synthesiser, flute and vocal drones, plenty of soft percussion like gongs, bells and 
maracas, alongside field recordings of the ocean. It moves slowly, staying in one 
divine place for a long time, and never slips its composure to sound like anything 
less than the soundtrack for a picnic on the moon. Like being offered a glass of 
quicksilver to drink, then gradually finding your entire body is changing into a new 
material. Mostly performed by Gibson using overdubs, this paean to nature was 
mixed by technicians from the Bird Call Cornell University Laboratory of 
Ornithology! These ‘Visitation’ works were part of a series of ‘Multi-Textured 
Environmental Sound scapes', partly inspired by the works of Carlos Castaneda and 
nature Itself in equal measures. For a more recent experiment along similar lines, 
check out Michael Prime’s L-Fields 

On Two Solo Pieces you will find ‘Cycles’, an absolutely gorgeous solo church 
organ performance from 1975, where at least a vestige of structural composition 
governing the improvisation is barely audible (it is a ’constantly shifting seven-note 
melodic progression in four part harmony) and a trace of Terry Riley’s influence 
might be discernible. But rather than a series of choppy phrases, the chords all 
swell together with the variations sliding and overlapping neatly together - all the 
‘bones' are removed, leaving a floating mass of sound that buoys up the listener as 
he ascends slowly to the roof of the nave. Additional enjoyment can be derived 
from the great photo of Gibson playing this piece at the organ in Washington 
Square Church. Don't forget Charlemagne Palestine met Tony Conrad in a church 
in New York. 

Many more expressive delights and astonishing long pieces await the happy listener 
who locates and listens to these fine discs. 

ED PINSENT 

Sereda RoncagUa 16, 15040 San Germano ( AL ), Italy, droll@lnrere.it 

Angus MacLise 

The Invasion of Thunderbolt Pagoda 

USA, SILTBREEZE SB-78 CD (1999) 

John Cale, Tony Conrad, Angus MacLise, 

La Monte Young, Marian Zazeela 

Inside The Dream Syndicate Volume 1: Day Of 
Niagara (1965) 

USA. TABLE OF THE ELEMENTS TOE-CD-74 CD (2000) 

Some genuinely historical works here, and I’m grateful for them - for too long 
examples of this material has been out of the reach of all but the most seasoned 
(and richest) elite record collectors of the world. After all the talking about the 
Theatre of Eternal Music I wondered if we would ever have a chance to hear some 
of this music? Amazingly, it lives up to the promise too. 

The Angus MacLise disc is if anything the more obscure of the two - MacLise, the 
musician, poet and calligrapher - a marginal outsider character who seems to have 
been around in the company of humans for such a brief period it’s a wonder he 
managed to leave any recordings behind at all. He stuck around on the planet long 
enough at least to migrate from The Dream Syndicate band to appear in an early 
incarnation of The Velvet Underground, although according to John Cale this alone 
was enough of a miracle. MacLise was the sort of bohemian wildman who can’t 
even comprehend the point of turning up to a gig or a rehearsal on time. Perhaps 
his life is the dream of all men who want to be free. Free enough at least to travel 
to exotic locales, live with strange people, paint your body green, and never care 
about such bourgeois concerns as mortgages, life insurance, or preparing breakfast 
the next day. The sleevenote (and perhaps more importantly the stunning 
photographs) here by the psychedelic photographer and poet Ira Cohen do 
nothing to dispel the myth of MacLise. Cohen knew him, and with remarkable 
economy he plunges the reader into a bizarre world of ancient religions, 
shamanism, lost texts, Dreamweapons, powerful drugs, trance music, and 
underground movies - a world peopled with such luminaries as John Cale, Tony 
Conrad, movie maker Jack Smith, Terry Jennings, and Brion Gysin. 

The long title track is the best one. Although it betrays the Dream Syndicate 
influence, it’s also much friendlier - a Jam session between friends and family, but 
performed with a frightening intensity. Angus on the hand drum is joined by wife 
Hetty MacLise on the organ, along with friends on flute, guitar, dulcimer and 
voices. Invasion of the Thunderbolt Pagoda was recorded as the soundtrack to a 
film made in 1 968. but more than this - a film inspired by a druggy, shamanistic, 
holy trip experienced by all those involved in the scene. The cosmic trip brought 
visions and awareness that they all apparently shared, and were compelled to mark 
the occasion by playing this music live at the screening of the film in St Mark's 
Church of the Epiphany. This is the recording you will hear. 
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The tiny shreds of recorded < 

history that MacLise managed to N gM IMf l 

leave behind between the years 

1 968 and 1972, here struggling Tjjfc 

bravely through layers of A 

decaying oxide, amount to more 

than mere effluvia - they actually t 3£ fJm 

suggest the dimensions of an 

unholy portal to another life, one * 'i 

whose threshold I do not dare to ami M 

cross. These scraps were \[ & 

previously the preserve of a small --TO 

band of tape- trading obsessives. * ■ 

Now that everyone's ‘into' weird - 

stuff, it seems the world can only .» 

improve through the opening of wf v ' 
this skylight into the brain of a 
man so possessed of unearthly 

visions. v 

Day Of Niagara is a flawed I 

document of the work of the 

Theatre of Eternal Music in a 

snapshot from New York City 25 j 

April 1 965 - and despite the | \ 

flaws, it’s as stunningly beautiful 

as everyone says it always would be. There are ragged 
edges, uncertain strokes of the bow, and moments 
where everyone gets lost. Delirious beauty! Have you 
ever seen a Mondrian painting up close and admired the 
rough edges where his brushes couldn't quite make a 
straight line, where the surfaces of pure white were 
slightly uneven? That makes it even better. Human beings 
are making this music not Gods from another planet. 
However, these imperfections might result from the tape 
quality rather than the performance itself. 

La Monte Young has tried to suppress this release, 
claiming it’s unauthorised and that it gives the wrong 
impression of his music; Day of Niagra (in its correct 
spelling, according to the calendar of Angus MacLise) is 
an extract from one of his larger ongoing compositions, 
and this TOTE ‘bootleg’ issue is not only ripped out of 
context but it’s also of inferior sound quality to his 
master recordings. John Cale pushes a slightly different 
picture. According to his view, he and Tony Conrad 
formed the Dream Syndicate - a small ‘splinter group’ - 
working in tandem with the Theatre of Eternal Music 
soon after his arrival in New York in 1963. He went to 
pay his respects to La Monte Young who he later 
reckoned as a major influence on his music The TOEM 
was already established by 
then, with Young, Zazeela. l 

Conrad, Terry Riley, Angus 
MacLise and the j 

mathematician Dennis 
Johnson. Calc and Conrad's I? 

Dream Syndicate was | I I I l a m2 

formed on the idea of [• 

holding sustained notes for 

about two hours at a time. i 1 1 H I 

Accordingly, on this short r 

(34 minute) disc, what you 

hear is mostly the amplified R ; : Hjj If * H ] 1 I 
violin (with metal strings?) of t 

Conrad and the amplified j 

viola of Cale, scraping and , Y 1 1 1 Jill. 

delicious droning in exactly K! rS'-f UJjlJLfclJjJJ 

the right keys; and very 1 

occasionally the intoning I 

voices of Young and Zazeela K 

adding their harmonies to I 

the collective effort. The * 

reason their voices don’t 

show up so well (according to Young) is because this 
mix is so bad, and poorly mastered. MacLise I can’t quite 
make out on first hearing, and for the ‘same reasons; he 
only plays for the first nine minutes, but he’s there in 
spirit. But it’s still amazing! The sheer power in the 


dashing notes of these stringed instruments, relentlessly 
sawin 8 awa X Into oblivion, simply makes the listener sick. 
Conrad had been supplying the scientific-mathematical side 
Jft I of the project with his theories about intervals; and you 

can feel the manic glee that is taking in demolishing 
, j^^B I everything that has been held dear within the system of 

Wcstcrn musical notation, as he reaches harmonics that 
Zi&EKf Hra l have never been heard before. Cale too, seems to be 
AMIH I delighting in his usual black nihilism and destruction, 

dreaming of pianos pushed down mineshafts and future 
fjfW ’ ffS ltd scenarios of pulverising buildings through sound. ‘The 
/ 1 <B Indians use the drone also,’ wrote Cale,’ but they use a 

& j j totally different tuning system and though they attempt a 

j scientific approach, they don’t really have it buttoned down 
the way we did.’ 

No wonder they loved making music like this, and just 
carried on playing for hours for the sheer excitement of 
- I making it together. For the first 1 8 months from 1 962, it 

.. . . seems they rehearsed every day for at least an hour and a 

^ * « ' “ ' half. ^ ou 0310 ^ >e * ieve now that to i ns 'd e the heart of a 

v * JL/y massed drone would improve your life and health and spirit 

. , ! j and mental outlook on everything. It bursts with an intense 

fruity life! No wonder that Young took it further and 
^ T ^ + decided to build the Dream House where the correct 

vibrating tones would be playing constantly, and he and his 
partner would live inside the drone, dreaming and sleeping with its overtones 
bombarding them constantly, like benign cosmic rays. 

Also no wonder that the Dream didn’t last for very long. This recording hints at 
the darker powers of a drone, of a harshness and intensity that would keep idle 
dabblers at bay. Once immersed inside its constricting coils for several hours, the 
delirium could turn to agony as it painfully shreds your eardrums and massages 
your brain - whether you want it to stop or not. And the personality clashes 
between these five intense, intelligent and highly articulate creators must have been 
horrendous. The basic antipathy of the five players here is so palpable you can 
almost taste it, it bounces straight off the record in the first five seconds - and it 
ain't just the poor recording quality I’m talking about here. 

There are allegedly hours’ worth of recording as good as or better than this, in La 
Monte Young’s collection, to which we are denied access. He regards himself as a 
very important composer - so much that he insists on being seen as the sole 
composer of every note played by the Theatre of Eternal Music, which he 
continues to regard as ‘his’ band. Young had already established himself into this 
composer position by 1 958, and into the early 1 960s through his association with 
the Fluxus artists, who taught him the value of presenting his work as a simple 
verbal score. ‘Young seemed obsessed with the possibility of producing 
unforeseeable effects through a single command,’ reports Ina Blom. ‘I am not 
interested in good,’ asserted the younger Young, meaning that if we all liked art 
that was ‘good’ we would always end up liking the same good things, and there 
would be no progress. ‘I am interested in new, even if this includes the possibility 
of its being evil’. It’s strange, but his desire for control (causing him to lapse into 

a I pettifogging legalese when discussing matters of art) has 
now become like one of his own minimal compositions; 
whatever he declared then is still having unforeseeable 
consequences today. Ian Nagoski writes, very tellingly: 
‘Obviously La Monte Young and Tony Conrad are 
brilliant guys. It's too bad their music has become the 
soundtrack to a soap opera. It really has the power to 
transform people.’ 

This recording filtered down via Arnold Dreyblatt, who 
was there at the time and took one cassette for his 
personal archive, and thought nothing more of it until 
he loaned it to one of his students. Then the trouble 
started; an unauthorised release, a package and cover 
design many regard as very poor, and more fuel to a 
long-standing feud. Anyway, if you can still find a copy, I 
would recommend you listen nonetheless. 

Siltbreeze : 727 South 7th Street, Philadelphia PA 

Table of the Elements: 
www. tableoftheelements. com 
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Jack Smith 

Les Evenings Gowns Damnees: 56 
Ludlow Street 1962-1964, Volume 1 

USA, AUDIO ARTKIVE 01 CD (1997) 

This one - and Its ‘sister’ CD, Silent Shadows on 
Cinemanoc Island - you will need just to add another 
piece to the jigsaw puzzle. Part of Tony Conrad's Audio 
Artkive series, it's a set of film soundtracks and 
associated recordings that he worked on the early 
1 960s, centred around the work of jack Smith. There 
are musical contributions from Conrad, John Cale and 
Angus MacLise, along with other New Yorker freaks. To 
be honest, the mixture of music and dialogue here is an 
acquired taste, and it's not the sort of thing you’ll want 
to play very frequently, but a very useful reference work 
if you’re familiar with the astonishing films, photographs, 
stories and flamboyant life of Jack Smith. If you’re not, 
read the book Flaming Creature which I wholeheartedly 
recommend. If you can't read it, just look at the pictures 
and then see if you’re satisfied watching yet another 
boring action adventure movie on BBC I ever again. 

If you want to improve on that, try and seek out any one 
of his films and see how far you get finding an arthouse 
cinema that has the guts to screen them. Flaming 
Creatures, reckoned to be one of his peaks of 
achievement, is an outlandish, utterly bonkers and 
supremely charming piece of underground film-making. It 
simply features his friends and other weirdos dressed up 
in bizarre garb (one of them is La Monte Young in drag - 
bet he wishes he could live that down!), engaging in a 
very stylised, staged sex orgy, set to the accompaniment 
of jack Smith’s favourite old dance 78s. Then an 
earthquake strikes and the ceiling falls on top of their 
writhing bodies. It* s filmed in gorgeous black and white, 
looks beautiful, and there is nothing on this earth like it 
You could have made it too, but your life is not as 
interesting. 

Jack Smith doesn’t belong in this section, being neither 
Holy nor a Minimalist. His life was wracked with despair 
- 'why bother to shave when I can't even think of a 
reason to get up in the morningf goes a line from 
Blonde Cobra (a film by Ken Jacobs which he appeared 
in and provided the soundtrack for), and he amused 
himself with pornography in between creating his 
artworks. These artworks were far from minimal; every 
frame of Flaming Creatures is alive with detail, 
movement light and shade, and sumptuous decadent 
beauty bursting out of the frame. 

ED PINSENT 


was an important pioneer and tremendously influential on some very famous 
composers. He left only a handful of recordings behind, all quite extraordinary 
compositions sounding like nothing else on God’s earth. As you will hear - when 
you tune into the first half of this split CD. 1 960’s 'Amazing Grace’, for example, a 
deliciously unsettling tape loop piece which mixes the voice of a revivalist preacher 
with fragments of an opera which Maxfield had prepared two years earlier. This 
was one year before Terry Riley’s 'Mescalin Mix', one of the earliest important 
minimalist works based on repetition; and S years before Steve Reich's famous 
tape-loop piece ‘It’s Gonna Rain’ which also used the voice of a revivalist preacher. 
’Piano Concert for David Tudor’ from 1961 uses a single source recording to 
generate an entire panoply of bizarre noises, and deploys it against David Tudor's 
prepared piano. Never mind the sheer industrial capability of this composition 
which wipes the floor with arty ‘metal’ band of the 1 980s; it also beats Stockhausen 
to the punch. He wouldn't realise 'Microphonie I’, working with a single sound 
source (a gong or tam-tam) until three years later. 

Getting there firstest with the mostest isn't everything, though. One of my 
favourite works here is ’Bacchanale' from 1963, which I don’t think has really been 
matched or equalled in the field of tapework composition. It’s a mixture of many 
diverse elements - Korean folk music, and live jazz from a venue in Greenwich 
Village, over which Edward Fields narrates his classically-tinged text of Olympian 
heroes. It also mixes in live playing by Fahrad Machkat on violin, Robert Bock and 
Terry Jennings on violin and saxophone, and an ’underwater clarinet' played by the 
composer Nicholas Roussakis. According to La Monte Young, Maxfield would 
prepare a tape collage by cutting up tape sections and fishing them at random out 
of glass bowls. But, unlike John Cage, he was never satisfied with pure chance 
results, and reserved the right to continue modifying the work until it pleased him. 
Now there’s a real creator - not letting determinism govern his natural intuition! 
David Toop wrote about ’Bacchanale’, and the David Tudor piece, in 1983: ’Both 
use improvisation as source material at a time when electronic composers would 
have happily suffered the plague rather than have their work infiltrated by 
improvisers.' In any other hands, this could end up an indigestible and pretentious 
mess; but ‘Bacchanale’ is one of the most gorgeous works ever committed to tape. 
Delicate, strange, arrestingly beautiful; like a very lucid and peculiar dream. 

Maxfield moved to New York from his home town of Seattle, having studied with 
important European composers. He held classes at The New School in NYC; Toop 
reckons he was the first teacher of electronic music in America. Even though he 
took over teaching the same course from John Cage. Maxfield was the first to 
proclaim the value of working with electronic sounds for their own sake, and not 
simply reprocessed tapes of 'naturar noises. His pupils included La Monte Young 
(who assisted him with the realisation of some works), and Joseph Byrd, who later 
formed the psychedelic electronic band The United States of America. Byrd 
provided sleevenotes for the 1 969 LP of Richard Maxfield’s work, issued on the 
Advance Recordings label, now remastered from the original tapes in accordance 
with the composers' specifications - and reissued at last. Do not miss this one! Be 
sure to look out for 'Night Music’, another of Maxfield’s somewhat more well- 
known compositions, though now out of print it was for a time available on the 
Odyssey label. That one at least is reckoned as a minimalist composition, or a 
contribution towards the ’movement’. These four pieces however are just pure 
originality, highly significant in their ground-breaking advances, and a sheer delight 
to hear. 

We'll give Harold Budd his due next time around, folks. 


www. tableoftheelements. com 


ED PINSENT 

70! Seventh Avenue, New York NY I00J6-/S96. USA 


Richard Maxfield 
/ Harold Budd 

The Oak of the 
Golden Dreams 

USA, NEW WORLD 
RECORDS 80555-2 CD 
(1999) 

Richard Maxfield leapt out of a 
window in Los Angeles to his 
death in 1 969. He was aged 42 
and we're given to understand it 
was a drug-related death; in this 
he joins Terry Jennings and 
Angus MacLise as tragic victims 
of the darker side of 1 960s 
counter-culture 
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newworldrecords@erols.com 

Further Reading / Sources 

John Cale and Victor Bockris, What 's Welsh for Zen: The 
Autobiography of John Cale London, Bloomsbury 
Publishing, 1 999. 

Ken Friedman, editor, The Fluxus Reader. West Sussex, 
Academy Editions, 1 998. 

Ian Nagoski, interview with La Monte Young and Marian 
Zazeela. in Halana magazine number one. Pennsylvania. 

1995. 

David Toop, ‘Audiodrome’. In Collusion magazine number 
5, September 1983. London. MusioContext. 1983. 

Edward Leffingwell (et al). Flaming Creature. Jack Smith: His 
Amazing Life and Times . Co-published by The Institute for 
Contemporary Arts P.S.I. Museum and Serpent’s Tail 1997 


The work of Maxfield - again, not really a Minimalist - 
has been slowly coming to light. It’s emerging that he 




15 



The Sound Projector 8ighth Issue 2000 

I WENT TO SEE SLAPP HAPPY ft the Queen Elizabeth 
Hall 13 June 2000. where they behaved with honour and 
expertise at all times. It miqht have been a cosy qiq - 
nothing too weird, loud, rocky or disturbing ■ but it was 
extremely entertaining. Slapp Happy impress with their 
skills, rather than amaze with their adventurousness. 

The musicianship they possess is impeccable, with 
immaculate keyboard and guitar playing, looking 
effortless. Yet it occasionally overspills into MOR easy* 
listening * Anthony Moore quipped how they might be 
invited to play on a cruise ship next! Perhaps this is the 
essence of Slapp Happy * subversive lyrics and puzzling 
concepts wrapped up in a candy-coated seductive pop 
package. Which is probably why Chris Cutler likes them 
too. Peter Blegvad the guitarist, full of witty 
commentary through the evening, noted that they were 
popular in Japan just now * 'We re Bonsai Pop!' This 
rings true, and Slapp Happy deserve attention: although 
in Japan people will probably listen to any record made 
in the 1970s and. discovering its makers are still alive, 
proceed to treat those artists as though they were 
blessed by the mouth of Jove himself. 

The penchant for dense, lyrical invention is ingenious. 

Yet it can verge on the annoying * one too many puns 
and clever allusions to high culture will get your jawbone aching with its very smugness, eg Byron as an Embryo* * clever wordplay 
which tells the listener very little. But when it works, it's just perfect ■ the rendition tonight of 'In The Sickbay* just took my breath 
away with Its perfection. Dagmar Krause on the vocals, naturally. A great delivery of this detailed miniature, an Old Master painting 
in song. It sent me scuttling back to the LP to bask in its hermetically*sealed ingenuity. 

Added bonus this night - a rare screening of David Larcher's 1969 movie. Mare's Tall. The band used it as a backdrop while 
performing. How long I've waited to see that one. Haunting images. Deserves a full public screening, and soon. 

This interview with Peter Blegvad took place by e*mail. in July and August 2000. (ED PINSENT) 
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EP As a comics fan and comics artist myself. 
Id be interested to learn how you hooked up 
with the Picture Story magazine people. Was 
ft through Martin Millard, or did you know 
the New York artists first? Jerry Moriarty 
was, and Is, a true maverick - love his work. 
And Ben Katchor, now enjoying some 
success with a weekly strip. Did Picture 
Story get beyond two issues f What affinities 
did you have with these eccentrics of the 
comic strip ? Katchor seems not very far 
away from you, with his love of detail, his 
semi-imaginary cityscapes, his fictional 
catalogues of absurd objects. (Martin Millard 
sold some of his little books through my Past 
Fiction small press network, when / was 
more involved in comics). 

PB From about 1 979 until 1 997, Ben 
Katchor and I were tenants on different 
floors in the same building on John St. in the 
financial district of N.Y.C. We probably met 
at a meeting of the tenant’s commitee of 
which Ben was, I think secretary. I was an 
occasional illustrator at the time, had 
admired Ben’s work in RAW, Art 
Spiegelman's magazine, and we became 
friends. We had 
affinities of taste in art, 
music and literature. 

My mother’s father 
was a Jewish 
businessman, an 
inventor, who’d had an 
office/workshop in the 
Flatiron Building from 
the 1 940s up through 
the 60s and his first 
name was even Julius, 
so when Ben started 
the Julius Knipl, Beal 
Estate Photographer 
strip I connected with 
it deeply. 

Ben had a collection of 
strange and wonderful 
records - a lot of 
Yiddish songs among them. He and Jerry 
Moriarty used to play music together, 
privately (Ben plays clarinet), but I regret to 
say I never met Moriarty or heard them play. 

Ben introduced me to Martin Millard in a 
Hampstead pub c. 1980. I recall M.M. saying 
he went door to door offering to draw 
people’s houses. 

Ben creates picture stories which engage the 
reader’s imagination as intimately and as 
deeply as poetry or opera does. His work 
confounds further and in a new way the 
distinction between ‘High’ and ‘Low’ culture 
which has been one of the effects of art in 
the last century, from Surrealism through 
Pop. 

Partly, no doubt, because my father is an 
illustrator (children's books mainly), I wanted 
to take the concept of illustration 
somewhere else, to find a form in which 
images and texts participated in a new way. 
This was the late 70s. Then, as now, 
‘illustration’ was despised by ‘fine’ artists and 
critics, even while they genuflected in front 
of Duchamp’s Large Glass with its 
accompanying boxes of notes. For me. The 
Large Glass demonstrates the potential of 
illustration. Duchamp had been a mediocre 
painter and occasional cartoonist before 


embarking on his course as iconoclast. It 
seemed to me that an aspect of his 
subversive mission which critics never 
mentioned was to use illustration to eclipse 
or ‘kiir painting. The album, Kew. Rhone., 
which I made with John Greaves and Lisa 
Herman in 1 976, was influenced by all this. 

EP How about your other drawings and 
comic strip work ? How did you get the 
Leviathan strip in The Independent/ 

PB Pure fluke. My wife and I had some 
people over to dinner, one of them liked 
some drawings I’d done to amuse our 2 year 
old daughter. He was a journalist working 
for a new paper, The Sunday 
Correspondent He suggested I work up 
some ideas for a strip. One of the ideas I 
came up with was about a faceless 
philosophical tot. The Sunday 
Correspondent folded before I did anything 
more than a few little sketches. I forgot 
about them. A year or two later the 
journalist, now working for the I.O.S., found 
the sketches. He showed them to the then 
editor of the Review, Richard Williams, and 
about a year after Richard had commissioned 


it the first one ran. That was 1991. It ran for 
seven years. 

EP Have you ever self-published books of 
your art and poetry f 

PB Yes, though rarely. In N.Y.C., in 1 977, I 
published an anonymous pamphlet called 
‘AMATEUR’ which I would leave on subway 
seats, etc. It’s currently in it’s fourth printing. 
It’s also on the web: 

<www.amateur.org.uk>. I printed up a 
second issue of Amateur, an AS magazine. 

But I wasn’t satisfied with it and I threw all 
but a few copies into the East River. A few 
other ephemeral bits and pieces. 

EP Likewise as a fan of avant-garde movies, 
Td love to know how did you meet David 
Larcher? / assume he’s a friend, having 
photographed two record covers for S/app 
Happy. 

PB Anthony Moore met Larcher in about 
1 967 on the island of Iona where Moore had 
gone to experience a taste of the 
mendicant’s life. David was travelling and 
taking photographs. It was one of the all-time 
great meetings, up there with Stanley and 
Livingstone. 30 years later. David and 
Anthony are both professors at the same 
school for media arts in Cologne. 


EP Why is his astonishing work not more 
visible today ? Why was he was not given 
carte blanche to design a pavilion at the 
Greenwich Dome f 

PB He’s a genius, but he scares a lot of 
people. Myself included. 

EP The Pop Aesthetic - This one's an essay 
question, so / want it out of the way... it’s 
inevitable somehow that you’d end up 
recording and working with Chris Cuder and 
Henry Cow. Cuder has often professed his 
belief in an ideal Pop Aesthetic, and I’d love 
to know to what extent you share it Cuder 
carried the records of what / call Perfect Pop 
Masters in the Recommended catalogue - 
Van Dyke Parks, Brian Wilson, Phi! Ochs, 
and (by a stretch of imagination) The 
Residents and Tom Lehrer. AH these 
reflected his love of dense textual lyrics, and 
his conviction that Pop could be intelligent 
informative and educational - and not 
necessarily at the expense of being 
entertaining. This / presume stemmed from a 
Marxist viewpoint (ie let’s get those ideas 
out to the People), but what about yourself? 


EP What did you and Anthony Moore bring 
to Henry Cow? 

PB Dagmar, and the song ’War’. 

EP With the reissue of the Henry Cow back 
catalogue, it’s emerging (to me at least) that 
they achieved a lot more than people give 
them credit for - putting free jazz, songs, 
progressive rock and electro-acoustic music 
together on one record in the mid-1970s. 
How many people were doing that? 

PB They were great. One thing people don’t 
mention much about them is how funny they 
were. Great comic timing. 

EP What was it like to have a deal with 
Virgin in the 1970s? Did you or Chris Cuder 
share some hopes that this would open 
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PB Chris and I 
haven’t talked about 
his ideal Pop 
Aesthetic. Maybe it’s 
a pataphysical project 
along the lines of 
manufacturing 
numinous objects. I 
generally like the 
records he 
recommends. I 
remember being 
knocked out when he 
loaned me V. D. P.’s 
Song Cycle in about 
1973. I grew up in 
Connecticut in the 
60s, passionate about 
Bob Dylan and British 
beat music. I came to 
London in 1966 and 
was devoted to The Small Faces, The Who, 
The Yardbirds, The Kinks, Them, The 
Animals, The Zombies and. of course. The 
Beatles and The Rolling Stones. That period 
was my ideal Pop Aesthetic, I guess. It still is, 
in a way. I like a lot of pop which you could 
maybe describe as ’intelligent, informative 
and educational’, Billy Holiday, for instance, 
but the dich6 is true: the hardest thing is to 
be simple and catchy. I’ll take ‘Sugar, Sugar’, 
or ‘Louie, Louie’, over ‘Living in the Heart of 
the Beast’ any day. 
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doors between commercialism and 
experimental art ? 

PB Back then it was an insult to be called a 
‘bread bead’. Young people took prosperity 
for granted, so we made a show of shunning 
It. I remember thinking about ‘experimental 
art’ a lot, but I don’t think I gave much 
thought to 'commercialism'. I think music 
was just a hobby for me, really. I was waiting 
to discover what I really wanted to do with 
my life. 

EP Did, in /our view, Henry Cow or Slapp 
Happy go any way to achieving the aim of 
smuggling challenging ideas to a mass 
audience? 

PB Slapp Happy never registered on the 
radars of more than a handful of eccentrics. 
We’re preaching to the converted. Early Soft 
Machine, The Incredible String Band, The 
Beatles, maybe even Sparks are bands which 
achieved something like ‘smuggling 
challenging ideas to a mass audience*. Maybe 
even Henry Cow. But 
not Slapp Happy. 

EP / think things with 
Virgin turned a litrle sour 
for Cutler -how about 
yourself? 

PB It’s usually the artists 
who are successful who 
get ripped off by their 
record companies. I 
never gave Virgin the 
opportunity. They 
treated me well. Richard 
was relaxed and friendly 
in the early days, and I 
liked Simon Draper a lot 

- very tolerant. When I 
re-signed with them as a 
solo artist in the early 
80s they tried to make 
me a more commercial 
proposition, (probably so that they could 
then rip me off), but the plot failed. I made 
one dreadful over-produced record for them 
which I regret. But that was as much or 
more my fault than theirs. I’m still friendly 
with Jeremy Lascelles, to whom I'll always be 
grateful for suggesting that Andy Partridge 
produce The Naked Shakespeare - not a bad 
record. In fact Jeremy just commissioned me 
to make an art work for Simon Draper’s 
50th birthday. 

EP One thing / like about Slapp Happy 
records is the straight-ahead sound quality, 
almost like genteel Beatles records. But were 
you ever tempted to go for a lush, Gary 
Usher-styled production values recording? 

PB We liked the ‘Douanier Rousseau sound’ 

- D.I.’d solid-body guitars (no ambience), no 
‘middle’. But the sound we got in the early 
days usually felt to me like it happened more 
by accident than by design. 

EP Can you fill me in on some factual 
historical points. / heard this rumour the 
band never played live during its first official 
lifetime in the 1970s, only playing live for the 
first time in the 1980s. 

PB We played one gig, at the I.C.A., circa 
1981. Our second gig was in Tokyo in May 
of this year. 

EP Why was the first LP re-recorded for 


Virgin Records? 

PB It was the second, in fact. The first was 
called Sort Of, the second eventually came 
out as Acna/basac Noom and was 
re-recorded for Virgin as Slapp Happy. Why? 
The unadulterated ‘Douannier Rousseau 
Sound’ of Acna/basac was considered a bit 
crude, I think. I don’t think we objected. I'm 
surprised more bands don’t try recording 
the same album twice There’s some talk of 
us re-re-recording those songs, making the 
same album a third time. 

EP How did the band come to record in 
Germany with Uwe Nettelbeck and Faust? 
(NB - Tm tiptoeing around the Faust story, 
having re-read the Mojo feature by Andy Gill 
on Krautrock where you have already given 
generously of the history of your playing 
with Faust). 

PB After meeting Larcher on Iona, Anthony 
had made the sound track for Mare s Tail (in 
fact. I’m on it too. You could say that there 


are traces of Slapp Happy’s roots all over 
that soundtrack). Through David he met 
other underground film-makers. He went to 
Germany to work with Werner Nekes and 
Dore O. Uwe was (and still is, I think) a 
highly respected film critic (among other 
things). He and Ant met, got on. Uwe was 
considered a taste-maker by somebody 
high-up in Polydor, Hamburg. They gave him 
the backing to set Faust up in Wumme, in a 
converted schoolhouse with a studio of their 
own. Uwe got Anthony a deal with Polydor. 

3 albums of Ant’s experimental music were 
recorded there. I think it was after the 
second of these that Uwe suggested Ant. 
make a pop record. Ant said he’d invite his 
old chum who he used to be in bands with at 
school. That was me. I was at University in 
Exeter, having an awful time. Dropped out as 
soon as I got the invitation to join Ant in 
Hamburg. He was going steady with Dagmar. 
The rest is silence. 

EP Have you any formal musical training? 
Slapp Happy seem so perfectly formed, as it 
were, without having had to grow up and 
make mistakes in public. What were you 
doing before? How did you meet Anthony 
and Dagmar? 

PB A few piano lessons, a year or 2 of 
clarinet as a kid. A year of guitar lessons at 
1 3. That's about it. Ant and I had a couple of 


bands at the school I attended in the late 60s. 
A vegetarian, Quaker, progressive school in 
Hertfordshire. Ant's parents were on the 
staff and lived there. Ant. would roll up from 
time to time. I think the excellent Neil 
Murray has written about this period on one 
of those Canterbury Scene web-sites - Neil 
played drums in bands with Ant and me. I 
remember attempting some blues, 'The End’ 
by the Doors, and long improvised freak 
outs which at least once resulted in our 
being thrown off stage. Neil claims that one 
of our groups was actually called Slapp 
Happy and the Dum Gums. I remember one 
called Jumpin' Jonah and The Wails which I 
think I stole from Mad magazine. 

EP Tell us more about your likes and dislikes 
in poetry. Understand you used to be a fan 
of the Beat poets, then got into WB Yeats 
and, through him the Golden Dawn, then 
developed an interest in occult and 
hermedcism. 

PB I like all poetry. This 
week I’ve enjoyed poems by 
Kipling, Tennyson, Archibald 
MacLeish, Robert Duncan. 
Baudelaire, and Rilke. 

Several poems by Gregory 
Corso made me laugh out 
loud with surprised 
pleasure. I like magic for its 
poetic implications and its 
unintentional humour. 

EP As to the lyrics (in Slapp 
Happy at least) what / enjoy 
is the density - the vignettes 
are like Old Masters, 
condensed into miniatures 
with exquisite precision. ‘In 
the Sickbay' springs to mind, 
though Dagmar wrote that 
one. 

PB She wrote the music. I 
wrote the words. 

EP Kew. Rhone. - another exceptional 
record which wou/dn 't stand a chance of 
appearing on a mainstream record label 
today. How was it working with these free 
jazz masters? Did they understand what you 
were driving at? 

PB It was touch and go at first with Andrew 
Cyrille. He couldn’t get a handle on the 
songs. He stayed up all one night trying 
different approaches. In the morning, he’s 
got it! 'They’re show tunes!’ I love his 
drumming on the record. And I recently 
heard from Mike and Carla's daughter Karen, 
(a great singer/instrumentalist/songwriter), 
that Mike Mantler was pleasantly surprised to 
hear how much and how well he plays 
(trumpet) on Kew. Rhone. The album 
anticipated simple interactivity (diagrams on 
the cover were interpreted by lyrics of the 
songs, etc.) A Belgian team have turned it 
into a very nice CD-ROM which is 
distributed by VOICEPRINT Records. 

EP Did the vocalists grasp the meaning of 
these lyrics? 

PB Of course. The vocalist being Lisa 
Herman, past whom very little gets. 

EP This, at least one example where title, 
sleeve art and lyrics coalesce perfectly with 
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the concept. Not that I profess to 
understand the concept, but its clearly a 
complex cipher that one can spend ages 
untangling - a crossword puzzle. It seems 
superfluous to ask if you're familiar with 
Alchemical books, their emblematic images 
replete with layers of hidden meaning which 
only the initiate can discover. 

PB Amusing, isn’t it? 

EP Probably not relevant, but / buy these 
records long after the fact so that / can 
dream of an imaginary Golden Age ; a 
liberated 1970s United Kingdom (I was 16 
when this came out and would never have 
known to even look for it) where smart, 
informed buyers would have their taste and 
intelligence enhanced just by walking into the 
Virgin Megastore. 

PB Dream on! 

EP The exact opposite of today's 
dumbed-down music consuming scene. Do 
you have any views - what has been lost f 
Why has virtually all music become ensla ved 
to this corporate behemoth f 

PB I don't think it has, really. There’s so 
much music available these days, available in 
so many ways and formats, the world is 
swamped. That sense of there not being 
enough music has been lost, for me at least. 
At my age I’m prepared to pay more for 
silence than for music. 


Some records: 

Slapp Happy 

Sort Of 

POLYDOR 1972. Reissued as 
RECOMMENDED RECORDS RRA 5 5 
1980 

Recorded in Wumme in 1 972, with 
members of Faust, and produced by Uwe 
Nettelbeck. 

Slapp Happy 

Acnalbasac Noom 

Original issue unknown to me. Reissued 
as RECOMMENDED RECORDS RRA 5 
1980 


Also recorded in Wumme 
in 1973, with members of 
Faust, and produced by 
Uwe Nettelbeck. 

Slapp Happy 

Slapp Happy 

VIRGIN RECORDS 
V2014 1974 

With most of the same 
songs as above, but re- 
recorded at The Manor 
studios. English session 
musicians guest, although 
Jean-Herve Per on appears 
on a few tracks. Issued 
with the lyrics printed on 
newsprint in a pamphlet, 
loosely inserted. 

Slapp Happy / 
Henry Cow 

Desperate 

Straights 

VIRGIN RECORDS 1975 

Contains ‘In The Sickbay’ and ‘Giants’, two 
of my personal favourites. 

John Greaves, Peter 
Blegvad, Lisa Herman 

Kew.Rhone 

VIRGIN RECORDS V2082 1976 


The Book of Leviathan 

Collected comic strips by Blegvad, recently 
published by SORT OF Books, PO Box 
18678, London NW3 2FL 

Picture Story Magazine 

A New York-based magazine of art, stories 
and comic strips, showcasing the work of 
Jerry Moriarty, Ben Katchor, Martin Millard 
and Peter Blegvad. Two issues were 
published, but I never saw the first. Kind of a 
sub- Raw magazine (they used the same 
printers) but not as pretentious, and more 
fun in places. Blegvad contributes a series of 
illustrations on the theme of 'Imagined, 
Observed, Remembered’. He reprised this 
idea for a charming sleeve done for a Chris 
Cutler - Lutz Gland ten record called 
Domestic Stories 

David Larcher 

UK avant-garde film-maker, made Mare's Tail 
“9 in 1 969, screened in October that year 
at the London Arts Lab. Larcher came to 
film already an accomplished photographer; 
he shot Andy Warhol doing one of his light 
projections at the DOM Theatre in 1 966, a 
spread published in Image magazine. Larcher 
worked then as he does now, in total 
isolation. His films contain multiple 
exposures, overprinting, shifting colour 
stocks, negative stocks, and brilliant use of 
colour achieved by deploying all of the above 
in combination with painting and scratching 
direct onto the emulsion of the film. He 
made his first film KPOal the Royal College 
of Art in 1 967-68, and to some viewers 
Mares Tail bears traces of the RCA painterly 
house-style. The epic form of Mare s Tail is 


strongly influenced by Stan Brakhage, the 
Emperor of personal Visionary Cinema in 
America. 

Steve Dwoskin: 'Mare 's Tail. As an epic film 
flight into an inner space It is a 2 3/4 hour 
visual accumulation, which, as it is the film- 
maker's persona odyssey, becomes the 
odyssey of each of us. It is a man's life 
transposed into a visual rapport. It is of the 
spirits and demons, which are in each of us, 
that unravel, as in the film, as mystical 
totalities through into the fragmentation of 
realities.’ 

David Larcher came to visit Coventry Art 
College when I was there in 1 98 1 . He 
showed precisely two reels from a much 
longer work, whose title I wish I could 
remember. Two other people were in the 
audience. After these two reels, Larcher 
quietly announced with a smile that he didn't 
think he would show any more that day. Just 
as well, perhaps - I was devastated. After 
seeing what I had seen, I felt sick for about a 
week, and looking at any other art seemed 
totally inadequate. 
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As wc unsuccessful shoppers retire to lick our wounds, let’s enjoy this superb helping of 
work from the great man, compiled by the Plate Lunch team with assistance from the 
INA-GRM label. The first two tracks belong together - they are ‘sampled’ tapestries (from 
before a time when sampling was even used as a term) woven from late- 1 960s pop 
records and other sources, and both are vital, exciting works. ’Du Pop i L'ane’ dates 
from 1969, and ’Pop'Eclectic’ from the year before. Both of these showcase Parmegiani’s 
consummate skill in assembling his sources; the relational and organisational skills he is 
gifted with are phenomenal. These are not random escapades romping through the 
history of pop records; he has listened carefully to everything, found significant 
relationships between the sonorities and texts of his 
segments, and exploited these similarities to the full. 

He takes pop-miniatures and creates a vast, full- 
colour, widescreen tableau of sound. 


The UK’s very own John Wall - I'm coming to the 
conclusion this man might be an unmitigated 
genius. He’s now three solo releases into his 
career, and every one of them scores high points 
for intelligence, rigour, craft, and sheer innovation. 
He’s like a more cost-effective version of 
Stockhausen; he needs no expensive orchestras or 
electro-acoustic studios to realise his music, since 
all you need do is give this man a record 
collection and (working with his computer- 
assisted editing suites) he will turn in a brilliantly- 
constructed work of near-pristine perfection 
every time. 


If you give him enough time, that is. John Wall is 
an extremely abstemious music producer, and to 
me that is a very good thing. He has no desire to 
drown the world in recorded product, unlike not 
a few avant-garde bands and solo acts we could 
mention. On the contrary. Wall is like the Peter 
Kubelka of the music world. Kubelka was an 
underground film-maker from Austria, prominent 
in the 1 960s, whose complete works amounted to 
less than one hour of 
screen time. Short, 
perhaps; but they were 
perfect, concise, distilled 
mosaics of single-frame 
editing. Kubelka knew he 
had 24 frames a second to 
communicate to his 
viewers, and he didn't 
want to waste a single one. 
When he made a beer 
commercial for TV, he 
used four simple short 
sequences of people 
drinking in a cafe, 
reprinted them In high- 
contrast positive and 
negative stock, and 
arranged them ruthlessly 
into a mathematical 
structure with devastating 
precision. The result is a 
one-minute masterpiece of 
condensed information, 
and an aesthetic triumph. 


Wall works in a sightly similar way with samples 
from records, including on this disc works by 
composers Harrison Birtwistle, Iannis Xenakis. 
Richard Barrett, James Dillon, Krysztof Penderecki 
and Luigi Nono; improvisers Martin Archer and 
Evan Parker; and the electronicist Ryoji Ikeda, and 
more besides, including Live Fragments from a 
small group of UK improvisers who consented to 
have their work processed in this way. The 
choicest events from recorded works by these 
artists are selected by Wall with the skill of a 


Bernard Parmegiani 

Pop’Eclectic 

GERMANY, PLATE LUNCH PL08 CD (1999) 


An absolutely essential release, this is four tracks from the 1960s and 1970s by this 
undisputed Maestro of electro-acoustic composition. This distinguished French composer 
enjoyed a brief flurry of fame recently when two modem electro- wank jokers 
unexpectedly eulogised him in their interview for the UK's best-loved modern music 
newsstand periodical. Soon thereafter, the staff at These Records reported an unusually 
high level of interest from their clientele in the work of Parmegiani. In particular, 
everyone wanted to secure a copy of De Natura Sonorum. which by that time had just 
been deleted by INA GRM in France. I know this because I too was one of these sad 
buffoons - and arrived right at the end of the queue, as usual... 


On ‘Du Pop i l'ane’ there’s a narrative trajectory 
discernible, from the innocence of Beatles-era pop to 
the madness of acid trips - and thence to the 
mindless violence of Vietnam. But these nuances are 
subtly suggested through deft strokes, not hammered 
home. On the 1 968 track (which was composed as a 
soundtrack to a film shown on French TV the 
following year), we hear expert mixing of unrelated 
drum tracks, rhythm guitars and organ passages, 
mixed together with white noise - wouldn't you love 
to have him remix your record!! Through 
juxtaposition of lush string segments with female 
soprano choirs, he suggests the ghost of an Ennio 
Morricone soundtrack. He’s gone beyond ’A Day in 
the Life’ and taken a taxi to the end of the night! This 
is unpatronising, rton-ironic and intelligent use of pop 
sources by someone who knows good music and 
good sounds when he hears them - and is 
sympathetic to the ideas too. 


’Jazzex’ Is from 1 966, a time when Free Jazz ruled the civilised world and Albert Ayler 
was about to be elected President of the United States. I’m being euphemistic. Parmegiani 
arranged to record a work with a French quartet of free jazz players, with the only 
stipulation that his prepared tape-work be woven into the performance. Their freedom 
was chanelled and directed - to produce this amazing work. I think there are some post- 
production effects too (the occasional dollop of reverb) that enhance the vitality of this 
piece. ‘Et AprCs...’ is no less extraordinary, comprising treatments of an 
accordion.. .playing tango music ! Another ‘popular’ source is transmogrified into sublime, 
mysterious droneworks (shades of Pauline Oliveros). Awesome. 


In all, another revelatory experience from this great man. How many people were doing 
this 20 years ago, melding free jazz and pop music with such wild electro-acoustic 
treatments! Now this is what I call modern! John Zorn (no less a man) recently contacted 
this label in Germany and wrote that he thinks the CD to be ‘one of the most important 
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releases in a long time' and it will be a 
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surgeon, and filleted with the consummate care of a sushi chef slicing up a raw fish. The 
still-bleeding fragments are sewn together into entirely new musical works, bringing 
together an unlikely sounding of voices into a astonishingly innovative composition. The 
textures, and the surface, are gorgeous; each sound stands alone in a sharp-focus shell of 
high-quality recording, allowing the contrasts and juxtapositions to be examined in utter 
clarity. The attention to detail is likewise extremely compelling. A few seconds of music 
really take wing in his hands, soaring into the stratosphere through the extra impetus he 
feeds into it. Even familiar fragments acquire a new meaning as they are juxtaposed with 
alien voices from other records; an ‘ideal orchestra' of sorts is concocted out of dead 
voices, raised into new life, like Lazarus. 

At least two ethical principles guide John Wall in his precise and meticulous work. One is 
that stealing samples of other people's music is morally wrong; this has been his guiding 
light right from the start of his career. At one stage he wanted to do more than 
namecheck the artists, and proposed to pinpoint timed, exact samples of the records he 
had used. A colleague warned him of the legal repercussions, and he saw that this was not 
advisable! His intention is not to detract from record sales, or rip off these artists, but 
rather to highlight and celebrate the moments of beauty that they are capable of creating. 
From these shards of the genius of others, Wall uses his own genius to construct startling 
new works of music. 

The second principle is that he never short-changes his audience. Fuelled by a passionate 
desire to never repeat himself. Wall always takes the time to step back and examine what 
he’s working on; If he feels he’s sliding into a familiar formula, then he hits the DELETE 
button and the entire work goes into the wastebin. He’d rather play the stem croupier 
who says Rien Ne Va Plus' than the promiscuous lottery-ticket salesman who can’t wait 
to sell you another Thunderball scratchcard. I endorse this working method; as listeners, 
we may ’get’ less CD-time for our dollars, but who cares about that when the pieces are 
so intense, so distilled! 

John Wall knows that musk matters - or that it should miner to us, and not simply be 
just another lifestyle accessory. In fact, his concern is that now there is so much music to 
listen to - a veritable super-abundance of CDs in the Western world, of which only I % 
might be necessary - we are in danger of losing our ability to really engage with the 
musk. Music should be cherished and loved, through the object of a record or CD which 
we can take home, put on the shelf and revisit over many years, building up a relationship 
with it and trying to understand its message. One incident served to focus Wall's 
attention on how musk is in danger of losing this meaningful connection with its 
audience, and perhaps even becoming rather promiscuous; it involved the editor of a 
well-known musk monthly lending his Mego record collection to Wall, in one breath 
stating how vital and important this musk was, while in the next breath appearing not to 
care one way or the other if he ever got the CDs back again! 

Constructions /-/Vis a stunning, austere 
work which you should all own; and be 
sure to order the complete back 
catalogue while you still can. 

ED PINSENT 

UtterPsalm, PO BOX 14056, 

London NS 2WG 
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Various Artists 

Commercial Ad Hoc 

USA, ILLEGAL ART 003 CD (2000) 

Another new one from the See land 
Mafia in California. Last year's release 
from this consortium of subversive 
tape-editors was themed on the idea of 
using samples exclusively from movies - Commercial Ad Hoc is made up of samples from 
adverts. Not again... well, before you head for the nearest dustbin and start vomiting out 
of sheer boredom, let me point out that this record is emphatically norwhat you think it 
is. Only a handful of the 1 8 tracks here contain any recognisable speech at all, and only 
three lapse briefly into the kind of cliched, threadbare satire on Americanism that only 
The Tape Beatles can do so well. You’re tired of pompous sermonising about Yankee 
cultural imperialism as manifested through the Coca-Cola advert, and quite rightly too. 
You've already seen it done in 1945 by Eduardo Paolozzi and in the 1960s by Richard 
Hamilton, and with ten times the style and humour. 

So, bend an ear to Commercial Ad Hoc and pick up on its excellent strange sounds, using 
them as doses of electronic medicine for your troubled mind. As with the previous 
release, the game these jokers are playing is an elaborate one - trying to unsettle the 
listener with warped variations on familiar sounds, mixed with all-out high weirdness tape 
experiments that are soundtracks for a night of indigestion and vkious nightmares. The 



collective effort by all 18 artists, including such 
names as Pimmon, Spacklequeen, Mr Mcrtdies, 
Office Products, Orange Head, Experts of 
Legitimization and The Bran Flakes - is simply to 
persuade you that all is not right with the world. 
Sure, they'll hook you in with a familiar sound - a 
frequently heard sample here is the one on 
computer TV commercials which promises 'Intel 
Inside!' - only to suck you into their whirlpool of 
despair, and invite you to look at the world 
through their crazy-house mirrors. The listener 
may be beguiled or repulsed; but either way, 
anarchk actions and reactions are sure to follow. 
You may sleep late one day. punch your boss in 
the nose the next. Six months after playing the 
CD, you'll be out of a job and sleeping on the 
streets, but at least your mind will be free. 

This, in a way, is the ‘product’ these muskians and 
this concept-based CD is 'selling'. Like People Like 
Us, the guys at Seeland Records (home to 
Negativland, the spiritual forefathers of this 
record) believe that if you want to defeat the 
enemy, you have to sing his song. Their skills in 
creating the product - each track here is a mini- 
masterpiece of narrative, deft tape-cutting and 
condensed information, mostly in the three 
minute range, like pop songs - easily rival those of 
the swish boys on Madison Avenue who spend 
millions of dollars on product placement and 
manipulating your mind into accepting that Brand 
X is in some vague undescribed way going to 
enhance your miserable lifestyle. Mind you, you’ve 
only got to look around to see how unsubtle they 
are becoming these days - as Norman Mailer has 
pointed out, there's the widespread and blatant 
use of enormous logos on virtually all American 
products these days, turning the consumer into an 
instant walking advertisement for the purchase. 

Perhaps then the invidious and subtle methods of 
a Seeland record are one counter-method 
to defeat this blatancy. The artists are 
probably already preaching to the 
converted, otherwise I wouldn't be writing 
about this record in The Sound Projector 
and you wouldn't be reading it. But maybe 
there is hope. Seeland Records have next 
to zero visibility in the marketplace, and the 
packaging of this one is so deliberately low 
key as to be non-existent. The messages on 
this record will not reach a mass audience, 
nor would it be understood by them if it 
succeeded. Instead, they seep out into the 
world like poison gas, passing on by word 
of mouth, changing the world by stealth, 
silently. 

ED PINSENT 

www. detritus, net/illegalart 


Ruse 

One 

UNITED KINGDOM, NO LABEL NO CAT # 
CD-R (2000) 

Duration 55 00 

Professional low-fi, Plunderphonk Dream; w / 
Guitars / Organ/ Turntablism (of the Marclay 
school) / Tapes (source/loops/processed) - all 
thrown together w / an improvisational style, but 
w / wonderful timing. 

After some false starts. Into an eye of a camera 
obscura, looking at the present, backwards, 
upside-down; all things fall out of the box of 
memories. 
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It's called ONE, I understand (from confusing conversations to the RUSE mobile) it's 
their first album. Take me gently to the river and drown me, in the sea of wishes. It 
brings to mind a private idyll, sensual colour overload - dust hangs in the air acting like a 
prism. My teeth are being drilled by a dentist w/ a friendly smile. A door swings open. 
Retrospective like looking at someone's record collection, while they're out of the room 
making coffee. I don't, know what to make of this, their I st LP. but something makes me 
go back & listen again. I'd like to know more I think, but then why do I need to know 
more when this is such a personal view into RUSE. 

One to have. 

SHAUN ROBERT 

ruse-renterta26@hotmaii. com 

Felix Kubin 

Jane B. ertrinkt mit den Pferder 

UNITED KINGDOM. DISKONO 012 10" VINYL LP (1999) 

One side of this is a long exploration of tape loops made from a Jane Birkin record, which 
is quite dam enjoyable. The cover art shows our heroine Jane rendered as a line drawing, 
her eye pierced with metal pins, making her into a tortured Virgin Mary figure. What 
survives of her voice on the record doesn’t sound tortured, but it isn't a particularly 
significant fragment either. It's just nice sounds. The loop trick is an ancient one, but it 
does work well here and is done with a sense of humour, without sneering at the 
cheesiness of its chosen source. Nor is it being used simply to make ‘breakbeats', a 
cottage-industry from which it seems certain arrogant young men can make a decent 
living these days, as they sell their sampled loops through lucrative Transatlantic deals; 
parasitically leeching off records which are older, wiser and greater than they will ever 
be. Jane B ertrinkt mit den Pferder is a tad 
overlong, but manages to sustain interest 
as a surprisingly intensive piece of music, 
and it’s all extracted from a few seconds 
of a pop song. Holger Czukay woulda 
lived it! The other side contains three 
pieces of more ordinary electronic japery 
made at the Klangkricg studios in 
Germany. 

ED PINSENT 

diskono@Uneone.net 
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People Like Us 

Thermos Explorer 

UNITED KINGDOM, HOT AIR 
AIRHEAD 002 CD (2000) 

Another excellent and distinctive record 

by People Like Us, using deft cut-ups and layered tape collages for another surreal, 
strange and hilarious assault on the hollowness of contemporary life. It would be wrong 
to narrow down the focus of PLU's project, but an ongoing war against the media would 
seem to be a significant part of it. We poor slobs, disenfranchised and alienated, are 
certainly in need of effective weapons against the media - and here I am not talking about 
battling the faceless corporation moguls that supposedly govern our lives. No, the 
inanities of radio, television and advertising don’t just happen - they are made by real 
people trying to earn a living like you and me. We needn’t fight the people, but we must 
resist the inanities. The weapons we need are sardonic humour, and fighting like with like; 
PLU uses the very absurdity of the media against itself. 

Television is just plain insulting most of the time - an insult to taste and intelligence. And I 
am extremely suspect of the conditioned responses that are now ingrained into our daily 
lives - commonplace banalities, in our thoughts, words and deeds, arc now almost 
automatic. Records like those by PLU cannot solve the problem - if there is a problem - 
but they can at least make us aware of the situation. Through extremely skilled tape 
editing, PLU is constantly calling attention to the spoken word - and on at least three 
excellent examples here, scrambles and rearranges some radio phone-in shows into a 
hilarious garbled morality play, to make a savage mockery of everything that decent 
society holds dear. And even here PLU’s approach is ambiguous. The first example, an 
episode with an 89 year-old woman appears to be little more than a simple object-lesson 
in how the radio presenters patronise us, cut us off, distort our meaning, and control us. 
We start adopting a safe, smug position from where we assume we can sneer at the inane 
local radio show hosts, but seconds later we’re losing our temper at the senile old bag 
who's phoning in, and wondering if she’s the real target? By the time we get to the 
Millennium Dome caller, the rug is pulled out from under us yet again, as both caller and 
presenter are made to look equally ridiculous. The confused dippy lady caller phoning in 



for completely the wrong reason, and acting cagey 
when questioned; the condescending male host 
trying to regain control of the situation, and 
(through tape edits) repeating his mundanities into 
oblivion. Whose side are we on? We're never 
quite sure - and that is the whole point. It could 
be that when you decide to adopt a position 
against the invidiousness of media's banalities, it’s a 
slippery slope - you cannot fall asleep for a 
second! 

But like I say, it’s not all war against the 
establishment - there is also plenty of brilliantly 
warped music-making on this CD, entirely 
constructed from other records, and mostly of 
the light entertainment, easy-listening variety, 
charity shop monstrosities that not even Andreas 
Juno would touch with a rubber glove. There are 
records here that, if heard in their entirety, would 
probably induce a slow death by cringing - thank 
heavens someone is prepared to listen to them for 
us! You can relish the trademark economy and 
deftness with which PLU assembles the samples, 
making simple incongruous links between dopey 
love songs and unexpected sound effects. Plus, the 
continual interruption of one's entertainment; as 
soon as you start falling asleep, or make the 
mistake of getting into the groove of a particularly 
naff and cheesy disco tune, PLU are right there 

with a jarring edit or a sudden full stop - 
a baseball bat to the frontal lobe (a quick 
and simple means of waking up the 
inattentive listener, and used by Frank 
Zappa to great effect on his early 
records). PLU delights in undermining 
our expectations; in a cruel but effective 
cut, a mewling kitten is set on fire during 
a phone call in a domestic setting, making 
soft imagery violent and strange. (See 
PLU’s website for an animated version of 
this). Most impressive of all though is 
how the voice of the artist still shines 
through, in spite of all the sources being 
second-hand; PLU records have their 
own distinctive identity, immediately 
recognisable, and create a unique sound- 
world that is as welcoming and friendly as 
any record by your favourite performer. 

The Thermos imagery of the title can't be 
accidental. The Thermos flask, along with 
the hot water bottle and the suet 
pudding, is a perfect symbol of Great 
British Dreariness - unfailingly present at gloomy 
seaside resorts, rainy picnics and lurking in the 
lunch-boxes of the repressed civil servants who 
haunt Mlllbank. Just perfect for PLU's love-hate 
relationship with the very Englishness of the 
English. To ram home the image of the Thermos, 
there's a black and white gatefold photo inserted 
in the package, showing an early promotional 
Thermos-shaped van surrounded by gawping 
idiots. It strains credulity - the kind of grotesquery 
you couldn’t make up. PLU are indeed explorers 
of the Thermos’ 'vacuum', assuming the United 
Kingdom to be a void, empty of intelligence and 
compassion. And, just as the Thermos flask keeps 
liquid hot or cold, so this record blows hot and 
blows cold with the listener, contrasting the heat 
of a good belly-laugh with chilling visions of absurd 
bleakness - often within the same moment. Few 
artists can bring this off successfully. Let's cherish 
People Like Us. 

ED PINSENT 
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these records two label feature advertism 1st november 2000 


raft 112 

12” 

raft 114 

7” 

raft 116 

12” 

raft 118 

7” 

mego 027 

3”CD 

mego 029 

CD 

mego 031 

CD 

mego 032 

CD 

mego 034 

LP 

mego 039 

3”CD 


raft recordings: the first four doors along... 


Charles hayward / michael prime 

wash.rinse.spin / osculation 


raum / b.c. gilbert 

“i play all my records...” /radiator, plane, bang 


rehberg&bauer / fennesz / rehberg 

spat fridge /live@theserecords 230598 


the haf ler trio 

brain worm (forthcoming) 


mego: significant recents... 


zbigniew karkowski 

it 


pita 


get out 


fennesz, o’rourke, rehberg 

the magic sound of fenno’berg 


general magic 

rechenkonig 


francisco lopez 

untitled 92 


uli troyer 

nok 


all raft and mego releases available direct from these records via wholesale, 
mail order or from our retail outlet, access, visa & mastercard orders taken 
over the phone, enquiries: tel. +44 (0) 207 587 5349 fax. +44 (0) 207 582 5278. 
these records. 112 brook drive, london. sell 4tq. england. 

new from alga marghen, touch, ash international [r.i.p.], or, staalplaat, alcohol, 
metamkine, these, blast first also available, send s.a.e. for info. 
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and a little of its prehistory 


PETER BLEGVAD STATES THIS ISSUE he's prepared to pay more for silence than for music. If you're of a like mind, then 
you've come to the right place. In the interests of elucidation, we follow on from last issue's explorations and have 
sought out further examples of VSNM' to stimulate the enquiring mind. Obfvion is not only becoming more of an 
attractive proposition, it's sadly becoming the only option there is. Let me confess I am easily prone to see through the 
joys of life, becoming acutely aware of the holowness of everything. This summer in the UK, for example, has boasted 
some of the worst ever weather we have been forced to endure; and nothing casts a pall over this gloomy country 
than the sick, anaemic ight that passes for sunlight. When faced with a few hours in a dismal North-Eastern seaside 
resort with a friend this summer, I could feel the disease of my spirit creeping upon me yet again. I sometimes think I've 
passed beyond mere existentialism into some even more unbearable condition, and there seems little hope of relief 
from this miserable psychological state. I turn to these minimal records with relief; sometimes these are the only things I 
can bear to isten to! Neither existentialist nor depressing, the minimal music and silence on these discs is inspiring, filled 
with richness of life and great possibilities for development. Find a space within them and you can make it your home 
forever. Not everything here reaches the supreme heights of utter nothingness that we managed last issue, but some of 
them are related to one cnother; bear with us and the jigsaw pieces will fall Into ptoce. (ED PINSENT) 


Bernhard Gunter 

Univers Temporel Espoir 

GERMANY, TRENTE OISEAUX TOC 
991 CD (1999) 

Time, the duration of time, and what an 
artificial construct it probably is. 

Presumably no stranger to the 
philosophical imponderables of life, 

G (inter starts out in his brief sleeve-note 
posing that age-old chestnut about how 
time flies when you’re enjoying yourself, 
but applying it exclusively to the 
absorption and appreciation of art. 

Reading a book, listening to a piece of 
music, looking at a painting. How often 
do we all suppose we've done chat 
properly, for a start? I never spend 
anything like 'enough' time in an art 
gallery, but even so I can lose patience 
with my fellow travellers who pass 
directly onto the next painting as soon as 
they appear to have ‘got the point' of the 
one in front of them. For heaven’s sake, 
it's not like reading a cartoon with a 
punchline! As for reading books, I well remember overhearing a 
conversation between two constant book-reading gents who sadly 
understood how impossible it is to ever get to the end of one's 
lifetime's reading: 


interest in 'neurological research into our perception of time’, and 
goes on to propose his new unit of measurement for the duration of 
his own musical works! He now measures 
time in 'DIMS', an abbreviation he made up 
for the phrase in French 'Duree, lei, 
Maintenant’ • which translates roughly as 
'Be Here Nov/ (no it doesn't). One DIM, 
apparently, lasts for three of our 'normal' 
seconds. 


I have a great deal of time for this very 
important and wonderful artist. He's often 
called an ultra-minimalist, but having 
pondered this matter for all of twenty 
DIMs, I'm hard pushed to find any serious 
resemblance between the austere, 
soothing and meditative work of GUnter's 
and the large-scale serial bombast of 
American Minimalism. This point is hardly 
worth labouring, since no composer wants 
to be labelled anything full stop, but it 
seems that European GUnter is of a 
different generation and most likely 
working within a different tradition. As 
much as I love my 'Holy Minimalists’, they 
can't help lapsing into that self- 
aggrandisement and egotistical pomposity of which some, not all, 
Americans are sometimes capable. Those from the New York school 
are better at it than others. GUnter, by contrast, seems wispy, 
ethereal, self-effacing - and the epitaph to his work is not 'I am great 
and my magnificent work will live forever as a monument to the great 
Me, and my greatness'. He's coming towards music from a different 
angle, and though he is a composer, he isn't one that works with 
printed scores and pieces of paper (as La Monte Young did, and 
continues to do - maybe because he knows that pieces of paper, in 
the right context and with the right gallery agent, are worth potloads 
of money!). GUnter works with the modem tools, the studio and the 
tape recorder - or hard-disk editor as it probably is now. The works 
can only exist as recordings. This aligns him more with Pierre 
Schaeffer than with Robert Rauschenberg, or even John Cage - who 
seemed to spend a deal of his life acting as though he’d invented 
silence! The work of GUnter and his allies Is, perhaps, one natural 
development of musique concrete, only using fewer sources and 


Gent A: Have you read this one? 
Gent B: Well, I've picked it up... 


GUnter, alas and alack for us superficial types who would prefer to 
skim through life without letting anything really touch us, demands no 
quarter. He wants us to become really involved. To return to the 
point, he's fascinated the way that time can slip away when we are 
really absorbed in a great artwork, and he reports that listeners to his 
own ultra-minimal compositions don't have a very reliable perception 
of how long they last In particular, the short ones 'appear' to have 
lasted much longer. I think similar reactions have been noted, in 
connection with the sublime musk of Morton Feldman. GUnter then 
takes a remarkable leap of nuttiness, by casually mentioning his 
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treating them in far more subtle and imaginative ways. I might go one 
further and say that Gunter is even truer to his sources than the 
pioneers of the 1 950s, as he 
allows them more time to unfold 

inH to sp.-ak foi themselves, .ind t ■ - ■ - ' , " 

is interested in composing 

anything that vaguely resembles Ji 

‘musk’. W rm 


the ideas and visions which were already in the head of the viewer. 

So, you might say I could pick up virtually any object wrapped in silver 

paper (like the Maze CD here) 
and in my own mind, turn it into 
a little talisman. Yes • a bar of 
White Toblerone, even, my 
favourite sweetmeat. Perhaps I 
could, but then the magic 
mirrors never spoke back. And 
neither did the chocolate, as it 
disappeared into my insatiable 
maw. 

It's difficult to describe the 
sounds on these records • there 
isn’t a whole lot going on, and it's 
very difficult to remember 
afterwards. My favourite 
memories are of distant, muffled 
bumping sounds - as though 
someone were moving furniture 
around inside my brain. Erik Satie 
wrote of Furniture music some 
time ago, as did Bill Nelson's Bed 
Noise some time later. I’ve often 
fallen for an old cliche and 
fancied the inside of my head as a 
room. When you need a little 
Feng-Shui for the mind, reach for 
Un Ocean De Certitude. 

Other sounds are perhaps not so comforting - shrill, high-pitched, 
piercing - but they don’t last for very long. In between, long gaps filled 
with a perfectly timed silence. Empty corridors in a labyrinth. I enjoy 
spending my money so I can listen to the silence of a CD with nothing 
recorded on it. If it were completely blank, that wouldn’t be the same. 
RLW and BG are old friends and sparring partners, working 
informally since 1 990. This collaboration was first presented at a 
festival in 1992, and the CD attempts to mirror the format of its 
original presentation. They collaborate on the first of the three discs, 
which also happens to be titled a Triptych - a trilogy within a trilogy. 
This Borgesian conceit extends to the second piece, a solo work by 
RLW, called Maze - in three parts. Triplets nested within triplets. 

Less is more; maybe you can hear the whole of creation in silence, if 
it's framed with precisely the right choice of unintruslve sounds. Or 
perhaps the sounds are framed by the silences. I am persuaded that 
these two creators are significant artists, able to convey spiritual 
depths through very simple, disciplined methods. I like this record. A 
nke old one which I bought from a list. Let me know if you bought a 
copy too, and let’s compare notes some time, 
s. ED PINSENT 


Not that any one of his sounds B /gjj 

ever becomes recognisable, for B 

even one second. This is a simply jflfl 

superb recording of definitive ^B 

versions' of four works, ^B 

composed and recorded by 

Gunter at his T rent Oiseaux ^^B 

studio The sounds are subtle in Bfr > .aSjjf-t 

the extreme, hissing, bumping. ^^B > 

sweeping, humming, twittering. §*''» 

and expertly processed from raw ^^^B 

nature into polished art. Slow- 

moving to listen is 

like being sealed below decks on ' 

some i elesti.il se.l b.iige and sent fil l i ’’ ■**’’ tI 

on a long cruise acioss an L ■: ; 

unfanvliar ocean As with the t n 

wo’k ,l P , A evetylhing is vei v f ' d.dadr ' \! -in, 

debt et ate and cat chilly placed. I ’ : ’ ■?'!' 

with no arbitrary shocks or 
sudden movements into areas 

that do not belong. Having craved your attention, GOnter will not risk 
losing it for one second if you’re prepared to give it to him. He 
respects the listener. Pay your respects in return, by tuning out the 
noise of the world, and meditating for an eternity within these 
timeless zones. 

ED PINSENT 


T rente Oiseaux. Ftrmungsstrasse 27. 56066 Koblenz 
Germany. www.trenteoiseaux.com 


Bernhard Gunter / Half Wehowsky 

Un Ocean Oe Certitude 

THE NETHERLANDS, V2_ARCHIEF V222 3 x 3" CD SET 
(1996) 


This has become a favourite of mine in headphone mode, a set of 

three short CDs whkh you can play in any order and construct all 

kinds of narratives and psycho-dramas from the various 

permutations allowable. They could, I suppose, have issued it 

as a single hour long CD, but instead it’s portioned into / 

threes (a mystical number, i’faithi); packaged in a plastic 

box within which are three tiny CDS, wrapped in 

blue, white and silver paper; for some reason, it 

makes me think of a miniature Alchemist’s 

toolkit, each CD representing the distillation 

of a different element through which 

divine knowledge can be gained. You 

know how I hate to sound 

pretentious, but this partkular faS* •- 

sewing-box of near-silent 

music has proved very useful • m •> 

to me over the last few ‘ 

months - calming, soothing. % v ^ NJ 

presenting new ideas and ; -.N^x.Vj 

solutions to potentially difficult '- 7% 

situations. An everlasting box of 

Nurofen, as it might be - but heaven 

knows I eat my way through enough packets 

of that particular pharmaceutical... 


Pullover 

USA. TABLE OF THE ELEMENTS 32 
\ GERMANIUM CD (1996) 


. A conceptual solo work from Ralf 
N. Wehowsky, comprised largely of 

intensive and inventive manipulations 
4 of recorded voices. The extreme 

♦„ sound textures here are 

Ss amazing; RLW never fails to 
- f ‘ make his sound-worlds utterly 
unique. Speech turns into song, 
documentary readings are 
fragmented and fed through ring 
modulators, voices stutter, draw in an 
amplified breath, and slow down to sound 
like groaning monsters, and everything rubs 
up against the trademark bursts of electric 


The Alchemists indeed held some faith in their 


noise and distortion that RLW has made all his 


magic mirrors, which ideally I suppose should be 

made from obsidian, a volcanic rock indigenous to 

Mexico and polished to give a shiny, jet-black surface. In 

their scrying, these pseudo-scientists of the Renaissance 

pretended to behold all manner of revelations (an action that's 

a forerunner to the later crystal balls of gypsy fortune-tellers), but 

clearly the process was simply a meditational aid - used to unlock all 


own. There is also the customary contrast between 
near-silence and abruptly. loud noise episodes, which 
come at you of nowhere and give you a heart-stopping 
shock. The work may, at first, appear like arbitrary cut-up 
nonsense, everything and nothing happening at once. In fact, it 
proceeds at a stately, slow speed, and with tremendous 
| deliberation; everything suggests RLW constructs his work with the 
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ingenuity of a chess-player, with a 
great deal of forethought. 

With the participation of the 
French electro-acoustic master 
Jerome Noetinger, Spaniard 
Francisco Lopez (the emperor of 
indiscernible feedback), former 
PI6.D4 member Stefan Schmidt, 
and the ubiquitous Americans 
David Grubbs and Jim O'Rourke. 

Many others participated in this 
experiment, being sent the texts 

'blind* to interpret as they would - IS325S2SS53S3 

although they had to be spoken in lb i a*® L 

German. The results were used by 
RLW to compose Pullover. 

Fragments of printed text (all the 
texts are by Markus Caspers) are 
also laid out, concrete-poetry style, 
in zig-zagging diagonals across a 
serene background of a blue sky 
with clouds. The stories in German 
and English here are a rival to 
Beckett for visions of bleakness 
and futility. With the texts on the 
CD, I feel like I'm getting a 
tremendous amount of information 
relayed to me, but somewhere I 
lack the decoders to make 
complete sense of all the messages. 

Undoubtedly, this is deliberate also 
- this work focuses the attention of 
the audience on apparently trivial ' 
matters, such as a catalogue of v " 

automobiles, a Nurse in an old 

people’s home wearing Corduroy trousers, a man and a woman 
buying Batman T -shirts, and ‘Sweaters or tops in coarse and colourful 
stripes’. Some of this is right out of the American gallery artist Mike 
Kelley textbook - maybe the two of them should collaborate one day? 
ED PINSENT 

Box 5524. Adana. Georgia 30307 USA 

P16.D4 

Tionchor 

FRANCE, SONORIS SON-02 CD (1998) 

A rather splendid compilation of this notorious underground band 
from the 1980s, of interest here because it was Ralf Wehowsky's first 
musical enterprise. P 1 6.D4 were an improvising electronic and 
tapework combo with occasional forays into avant-garde rock music. 
PI6.D4 members included Roger Schonauer. Ewald Weber and Stefan 
E Schmidt, and between 1 982 and 1 988 they recorded and released 
some pretty cracked material. Truly skilled all-rounders, they played 
electronics, percussion, keyboards, radio sets - and more 
unconventional instruments such as tuba, wardrobes, chairs and 
turntables. They could turn their collective hands to improvise, 
construct musique concrete tapework assemblages, and even parody 
a rock-group trio as they do here on ‘Okay she said with her 
customary total lack of consideration’. Their music is far from being 
true Nothing Music, as it's crammed to the brim with jarring noises 
and ideas, with several of them happening all at once on the same 
track. Yes, the PI 6.D4 method of construction seemed to favour 
electrifying combinations arising from clashes of mismatched 
information and ill-fitting sounds; the effect is always abrasive, 
sometimes close to unlistenable. But no bedroom amateurs these, 
these intense German experimenters knew how to structure and edit 
their material so that each experiment would resonate with maximum 
effect. No matter how much I play this one, it never gets any easier to 
digest; they may have found the key that some severe avant-gardists 
dream of, and come close to forming a music so carcinogenic that it 
cannot be comfortably absorbed into the mainstream of ideas. 

An excellent selection of their work, now remastered and brought up 
to the sound quality it always deserved; and it's a good digipack 
package, with no photographs of the band but lots of intriguing blurry 
arty snaps in black and white. Bound in are detailed notes on the 
sessions, and a complete discography. These original records, released 
by RLW as LPs and cassettes on his Selektion label or issued on vinyl 


by labels such as Necronomtcon, 
ZSF, Organic Mind Workshop, Odd 
Size and RRRecords, probably had 
zero visibility at time of release, and 
are now becoming major 
collector’s items. 

ED PINSENT 
28 Rue du Parlemenr 
Ste-Cadierine, F-33000, 

Bordeaux 

eaRLy W 

One: In Search of C.R. 

USA, SWILL RADIO 016 VINYL 
LP (1997) 

And before PI6.D4, there was this 
- Ralf Wehowsky’s solo turn from 
the summer of 1 980. It’s been 
rescued by Scott Foust’s Swill Radio 
label and put onto vinyl, though it 
was originally issued as a cassette, 
the first release on Ralf s 
Wahmehmungen label which later 
mutated into Selektion. Copied as 
the demand for it dictated, it sold 
I SO copies over two years! Proudly 
boasting his absolute 
improvisational and single-take 
abilities, Ralf plays everything in 
sight mostly guitar and drum 
machine, the latter of which sounds 
positively antiquated and doubly 
endearing therefore. His wild, 
untutored guitar-playing styles included choppy rhythm scratching and 
aimless solo noodling, usually beefed up with no end of reverb so that 
he sounded like a Bauhaus version of Dick Dale. In addition, there’s 
the early evidence of his lifelong interest in manipulating found voices 
- for this early work, he simply turned on the television or radio and 
left a microphone nearby. Likewise, an interest in home-made 
musique concrete and tape manipulation, as you can gather from the 
distorted slowed-down voices that occasionally moan their way into 
the middle of one of these compositions. Sure, it isn't all brilliant - and 
some of the guitar doodling on side two can become a bit irksome - 
but it's a shining example of successful DIY music-manufacture, clearly 
made with a minimum of means and extremely cheaply, and exhibiting 
great ingenuity in the solutions that he discovered. Plus, it’s even got a 
sense of humour - well, a very dry one at any rate. Any track that 
names The Human League and The Albert Mangelsdorff Group within 
the same title has a lot going for it! 

ED PINSENT 

PO Box 9401. N Amherst. MA 01059-8410. USA 

S.B.O.T.H.I. 

Last 

GERMANY, SELEKTION SLP 021 VINYL LP (1991) 

A solo LP from the estimable Achim Wollscheid, comprising 
recordings he made in 1989 and 1990. He made precisely four LP 
records as S.B.O.T.H.I. before proceeding to release work under his 
own name, and this one is fairly easy to find for some reason. It’s 
more aggressive and gritty than his later work - some of it indeed is 
quite shocking, with its nameless sounds and hard -to- stomach noises 
grinding away. Everything is laid out in a meticulous pattern, again 
exhibiting the creator's ruthless faith in the mechanics of a pre- 
ordained structure that means the music can only cease as and when 
the structure dictates it. For example. I can tell that at least one track 
here uses the exact same noises as the one preceding it - layered on 
top of another whirling, grinding assemblage of grey noise, like a film 
superimposition that uses the same length of footage twice over. 
Unlike RLW or Bernhard G. Achim isn't keen on leavening the work 
with silence - the closest we get to a coffee break in the whole 40 
minutes is a quietish lumpy, thumping sound that might derive from 
the run-out groove of a vinyl record, the tone-arm trudging Its way 
through the accumulated fluff like a foot-soldier marching through the 
mud of Passchendale. 
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I note here also that anonymity is paramount The LP, pressed in clear 
vinyl and with blank labels, is housed in a white sleeve with stark, 
minimal typography. The later solo CDs (which we looked at last 
issue), with their extensive sleeve-notes, give us plenty more clues 
about the sound sources and methods Achim used to obtain his 
results. Here, we're completely in the dark as to either - and you 
know, I kind of like It better that way. A touch of mystery can't hurt 
and indeed adds a touch of piquancy to your listening experience as 
you sit there being assaulted by these nameless banshees which spool 
off the surface of the vinyl and howl, groan, shriek, thump and bleat 
about thine ears. As ever with Achim, the stress factor is pretty high - 
I had to go for a blood transfusion the first time I played this LP, but 
after the third or fourth spin you start to grow accustomed to the 
coarse, bristling texture of these sounds. Yeah, right - in the same 
way that sleeping between sheets of sandpaper won't keep you awake 
at night. Trust me. 

ED PINSENT 


□ □□□□□□ 


Kozo Inada 

a[] 

NETHERLANDS, STAALPLAAT STCD 040 CD (2000) 


A fine, expertly realised textural work which kicks off with minimal 
electron ica before erupting into gigantic waves of white noise and 
water sound for its final third. The minimalist opening comprises 
barely-dlscemible clicks and clacks, razor sharp in their rendering, 
probably generated by a sequencer - and these precise vibrations 
weave a skeletal glass web in the listener’s head. Gorgeous high- 
pitched frequencies - this Japanese artist, whose closest rival is 
probably the international big star Ryojl Ikeda, is pleased with his 
ability to sculpt large space from tiny sounds, making 'quiet space 
audible'. Everything is generated with computers, which accounts for 
the inhuman perfection of this minimalist pattern. This is partially why 
RLW and Bernhard Gunter have, to my mind, a more successful 


approach to nothingness - they seemingly use intuition alone to 
fashion the artificial space, and leave targe gaps of silence in between 
each tiny explosion of sound. Kozo Inada is more structured in his 
approach, and systems-based - but his attention to detail, and the very 
clear polished finish he achieves, is very pleasurable. He ends this 
short 1 3 minute mini-CD with tidal wave roars, contrasting sharply 
with short passages of quieter drones and field recordings of running 
water; a far more dramatic sequence than the opening. Sure to have a 
promising career if he can build on these formulae; watch for his new 
works on the Dutch label V2-ARchief. 

ED PINSENT 

PO Box / / 453, 1001 GL Amsterdam, The Netherlands 

Akira Yamamichi 

Pulse Beats 

NETHERLANDS, FIRE INC F-17 3" CD (1999) 

Another Japanese electronic minimalist also associated with Ryoji 
Ikeda - only more intimately this time, since the more famous and 
highly paid Ryojl not only featured Akira Y on a compilation he put 
together (called Static), the two of them also worked together in the 
early 1990s as a unit called CCI. If Pulse Beats is what you want that's 
what you get - computer-driven, precise and orderly minimalist beats 
rap-rap-rapping against your cranium for some I S minutes. Actually 
they" re more like little pinpricks than beats, glacial and steely little 
steel darts: everything is miniaturised, and put into orderly rows, like 
the series of near-invisible grey process dots which adorn the tiny 
cover of this tiny record. I have no idea why listening to this is in any 
way endurable, let alone diverting - but whack the volume up high, 
and the full detail of these ultra-sonic frequencies leaps into life, a 
three-dimensional Sol Lewitt piece of gallery art composed of invisible 
lines drawn in the air. Like his compadre above. Fukuoka-born Akira 
starts out simple and brings his short CD to a close with more 
aggressive, roaring blasts, savouring the contrasts in texture and tone, 
but doing it a very polite and orderly way. Play this when you need to 
orient yourself in life, when you want some invisible map-gridlines to 
find out where you are and where you should be going next. 

ED PINSENT 

PO Box / MS 3, 1001 GL Amsterdam, The Netherlands 

Daniel Lowenbruck 

(Luxury Discreet Surroundings) 

UNITED KINGDOM, ENTR'ACTE INTERMISSION 001 CD 
(1999) 

To leave you on a baffled note, I present this disc of mystery which 
arrived in the mail-cart from Ireland one fine day. Peering at the 
world through his home-made, cardboard-framed X-ray spectacles 
arrives Daniel L, who also runs a nifty noise label called Tochnlt 
Aleph out of Germany. On these four extremely discreet tracks, the 
first one sets the tone with a bang. It starts In near-silence which 
gradually builds up to an inaudible high-ranged humming sound. ..and 
ends with an equally low-pitched rumbling sound, about 10 or 12 
minutes later. In the middle comes the 'exciting' part - the muffled 
sound of the bin-men at work, unloading in the next block. WeH so 
much for the audience-grabbing opening. Things calm down 
considerably with track two, which I thought must be the sound of a 
village railway station after midnight, or a closed tobacconist's 
shop... but I finally decided it must be shop assistants unloading coat 
hangers into the street, while people walk by. You listen and decide 
for yourself. Just as you’re billing asleep, in comes the real dandy 
surprise - several fierce, cruel jolts of loud static noise, gashing across 
the serene canvas. And so it continues. Daniel was aided in this ‘work’ 
by two other Europeans, who contributed ‘additional material'. In a 
case like this, that's a bit like trying to decide whose breath was used 
to blow up which bits of a balloon. The artists here have decided to 
frame the most banal, unattractive and uneventful events of modern 
life, spiced it up with some minimal electronics, and are challenging us 
to hear it as music. 

ED PINSENT 

entracteQ3mayfair2. demon, co. uk 
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Jliat 

Hilbert's Hotel 

UNITED KINGDOM, JLIAT9803 CD(1999) 

Jliat 

A long drone-like piece of music made with 
synthesisers, samplers and digital delays 
which attempts in its minimalism to be a 
thing in itself without external reference, 
having an analogue In certain states of 
consciousness where being is experienced 
also as a thing in itself and not contingent 
on meaning or purpose 

UNITED KINGDOM, JLIAT9902 CD (2000) 

Jliat 

When we focus on nothing as opposed to 
the set or subset of infinite events with 
whatever intellect we have in that moment 
the conscious state becomes aware of the 
alternative to the infinity of states which in 
its apprehension 
is enlightenment 

UNITED KINGDOM, 

KOMRADES IN NOIZE 
KIN003 CD (2000) 

Three intensive droneworks 
from James Whitehead, an 
English solo performer. I 
don't know if you are all 
familiar with Einstein On The 
Beach, the lavish avant-garde 
opera that made the name of 
Philip Glass, and marks the 
beginning of his steady 
descent from an interesting 
ser'ialist composer into the 
boring, but wealthy, nonentity 
he is today - a bloated pimple 
on the face of modern 
culture. Einstein On The 


Beach had a bizarre libretto and 
theatrical stage show that still 
intrigues me to this day. It also has 
long and intense musical passages 
that leap in out of nowhere, and 
proceed to drone away 
bombastically for about 20 minutes - 
the players repeating their simplistic 
arpeggio figures like copy typists 
performing a keystroke exercise. 

K you can imagine Einstein On The 
Beach stripped of all narrative, 
imagery, libretto, actors, scenery 
and performance - and reduced to a 
spectral ghost of those long droning 
effects, then extended for three 
times as long - you might be 
approaching the majestic purity of 
the sound of Jliat 111 state up front 
how much I enjoy this music, how I 
even find it enriching and moving, 
and then in the same breath tell you 
that there is very little difference 
between these three CDs at all 
Each one features the same 
keyboard sound, a very rich 
processed, digital sound approximating a church organ. If you want 
variation between these three records, the chords are different and 
they move at slightly different tempi. There are some repeated figures 

in here somewhere, but Jliat 
has done his level best to 
efface the traces of playing - 
as though the copy typists of 
Einstein had been replaced by 
automatic digital text-capture 
software. 

The presence of the music is 
somehow far from solid. 
Everything blends into a very 
smooth and aerated mass, 
weightless and spacey. Yet 
there is still the evidence of 
phantom tunes, a common feature with minimal music where every 
listener can hear a tune that isn't really there. Similarly, there are 
suggestions of very elaborate playing. The latter is just discernible on 
When we focus on nothing..., as though a million toy saxophones 
were all playing very fast quarter-notes. The long drone of A tong 
drone-tike piece of music shimmers and judders slightly more than 
the others, and might be the one to go for if you can't buy all three. 
They are all over an hour long and nothing much varies between 
00:00 and 00:70, which is of course a very good thing. 

This should not suggest that Jliat is anything like the dreaded Ambient 
music of yore. Chill- out music this ain't - this musk hooks you in, 
despite its appearance of facileness - because right from the start, it 
dearly lacks the depth of say Riley, Young or Palestine. Jliat's 

ambitions are perhaps modest, but he's not just 
another gink with a expensive snyth: and there are 
clues to Intellectual structures, and even to a 
semi-religious theme in the very long titles and sleeve 
art. When we focus on nothing... is perhaps a rather 
arid title, suggesting some kind of 
semantic-philosophical mind game through which we 
can attain enlightenment. But A long drone-tike piece 
of music... has aspirations less secular. It was recorded 
in Walsingham, described as The Nazareth of England' 
by the composer, and adorned with a red poppy on 
the sleeve which reminds me of the flowers at Haile's 
Abbey, supposed to have grown there ever since an 
konodast spilled the holy relk of Christ's Blood on 
the ground. This is devotional music that without 
doubt would be a highly appropriate accompaniment 
for a summer day’s visit to a Cathedral, Abbey or 
ruined church - or other holy site of your choke. 

ED PINSENT 
www. jliat demon, co. uk 
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If, Bwana 

Clara Nostra 

USA, POGUS 
P21019-2 CD (1999) 


A growling, low ^ 

menacing drone is 
generated by Al Margolis 
overdubbing his clarinets 
to an infinitesimal degree. 

For over an hour this 
grumbling, quietly 
threatening noise rolls 
along, seeping into your 
brain like poison gas - 
offering a series of high 
and low sounds, but 
mostly lows. I would 

urge the curious listener tilE> " "a 

to proceed bravely right 
until the end and digest it all in one sitting, and make sure a physician 
is one hand to observe your mental state as you degenerate into a 
totally paranoid wreck. These noises are fit for imagining a rather 
interesting range of unpleasant creatures advancing slowly towards 
you through the walls and under the carpet; insects and black 
scorpions are my personal choice, though you might prefer greasy 
cockroaches (unless your house is already infested with them). In any 
case, don't listen to Clara Nostra if suffering from the D.T.s, or you 
may relive that infamous scene from The Lost Weekend 

Al Margolis has created a monumental and fascinating piece of 
process art. He took his original recording of four separate clarinet 
tracks and "bounced' it between a series of ape- recorders, speeding 
up and slowing down In the process. As the compositional 
score-sketch (dated 1988) indicates. It ends up as 106,476 separate 
clarinets. That's a heck of a lot of bottles of Pepsi-Cola, Clyde. To 
describe this ape-manipulation work as 'layered' would be 
undersating the case - we're more on the , 
sort of territory of ancient archaeology, 
scientifically examining the straa of 
volcanic rock and geological formations, 
to trace the primordial history of fossil 
fuels, Trilobites, dinosaurs. A feeling of 
ancientness settles into your bones as you 
sit and play this, but unlike a lot of music 
which Intends to be gloomy and 
depressing, it never weighs heavily upon 
thy soul, brother. 




David Hockney quickly became bored 
with photography, his own and that of 
others; according to him, there is never 
enough to look at in a photo, conscious as 
he was that a photographic image 
represents only a fraction of a second of 
'looking'. A painting, by contrast, conains 
layers of work, which represent hours or 
even days of looking, and working - even if 
you, as the viewer, can apprehend the 
image in a second. The same intensity of 
working is to be found in this superbly crafted piece of music, and its 
very intricacy will reward hours of intent listening. As opposed to 
being an 'insant' drone generated with synthesisers, it's an organic, 
worked drone created by patient and meticulous overdubbing. 

If, Bwana is perhaps not a great career name; Margolis appears pally 
with John Morton of The Electric Eels, who has made a career of 
being intensely irriating in music word and deed; but the sleeve art 
makes up for it - an inspired choice from some 15th century scientific 
manuscript, by John Tolhoff. 

ED PINSENT 

SO Ayr Road. Chester. NY 10918, New York USA 



>/- Ashtray Navigations 

§ Trash Mobile 

■ UNITED KINGDOM, BETLEY WELCOMES 
1 CAREFUL DRIVERS (2000) CD 


I listen to this lying on my bed on a hot Summer afternoon. 
Out of the window, the sky is perfect childhood-blue. The 
only movement comes from a gentle breeze animating a 
few leaves on the tree, which up until this point I had failed 
to notice is heavy with some kind of fruit. Lost in the 
moment, random eroticisms play across the surface of my 
consciousness, concerning the breathakingly fine gothess 
next door, specifically what tumescent delights might be 
. hidden by that black baggy jumper. With this musk, it all 
! seems like the distillation of a perfect timeless moment, like 
J one of the less coherent interludes from Zabriskie Point. 

I This Is only a short CD, probably ten minutes or so in 
duration, but it seems to go so much quicker. 

Trash Mobile conains two reasonably abstract tracks, 
whkh sound like they were recorded live and direct onto 
something fairly bask. Amplified mains hum, indistinct drones and 
something that was probably produced by a guiar, all float around 
within the space achieving much by doing very little. Perhaps, I'm 
biased by a good frame of mind and thoughts of ladies' chests, but I 
remember being impressed by Ashtray Navigations before, so I don't 
believe so. I suspect this really is as good as it sounds to me at this 
moment. My only complaint is that it's so brief. I could've happily 
undergone an extended Condor moment with a full seventy-four 
minutes of this unassuming but perfectly formed sound. 

WAR ARROW 

Bet ley Welcomes Careful Drivers, 7, Woodside, 

Madeley. Crewe. Cheshire. CW3 9HA UK 
www.freenoise.org/BWCD 


Maeror Tri / Crawl 
Unit 

Forazeihan / Broken 
Books and Wings 

GERMANY, DISASTER AREA DA 
007 7" SINGLE (2000) 

Extremely retro industrial drone from a 
couple of old lags of the genre. The 
package, pressed in white vinyl with big 
magickal symbols in place of the artists' 
names, suggests this is intended as a 
subversive domestic artefact, to be used 
in conjunction with your Brion Gysin 
Dreammachine - as you hypnotise 
yourself into thinking you're a jellyfish, or 
other invertebrate animal. The side with 
the 'Infinity' symbol is marginally superior 
- there are at least three separate layers 
of abstract sound all locked together into 
a fairly awesome drone, la superfluous layers drop away to reveal a 
soaring sound in fine DC 1 0-engine stylee. The other side whose 
symbol is three crossed sticks (like in Blair Witch Project ), is more 
aggressive - what with its harsh voices biting at random into a dronus 
Interruptus, and scattered with assorted twangs of meallk 
malignance. Maeror Tri is Stefan K nappe, now a member of Troum; 
Crawl Unit is Joe Colley and runs the Povertech label in the US. 

ED PINSENT 

Tweehoemweg 6 /, D 26316 Varel. Germany. 
disaster_area@t-online.de 
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Vibracathedral Orchestra 

Hollin 

UNITED KINGDOM, NO LABEL NO NUMBER CD-R 

Vibracathedral Orchestra 

Lino Hi 

USA, GIARDIA GRD 027 CD (1999) 

Neil Campbell 

Excerpt from The Never-Ending Bowed 
Metal Song 

UNITED KINGDOM, FENCING FLATWORM RECORDINGS 
FF003 CD-R (1999) 

Snap up these limited press CDs from the UK's own ultimate drone 
band (and side project of one member). The Orchestra are Neil 
Campbell, Julian Bradley, Michael Flower. Adam Davenport and 
Bridget Hayden, and they conjoin to make a joyful racket rich in 
sonorous overtones. I seriously recommend this to lovers of noise, 
improvised music, punk rock, drones, home-made music, and indeed 
to fans of folk music - you cannot be disappointed, and cannot fail to 
be won over by the unaffected simplicity and warmth of this combo's 
playing. 

Uno Hi comprises eight tracks recorded in 1 998 and 1 999, a 
showcase of sorts for the band's modes of playing - be it a slow and 
awesome drone, or a slightly more manic strumming piece Emulating 
The Incredible String Band, the Orchestra play all manner of acoustic 
and electric instruments - violins, keyboards, percussion, recorders, 
tambourines, guitars, often playing two of them simultaneously, and 
freely changing between instruments In the course of one 
performance. As you will hear, no one player is the star or soloist 
there is room for everyone (including the listener) in this friendly 
environment. They never use overdubs. Their particular sound might 
be attributable to the fact that it's recorded in a live set-up with two 
mics; or that many of their recordings are done at home, in a large 
kitchen with a stone floor, which no doubt contributes rich 
resonances. I know - 
my grandmother's 
Victorian house had 
York stone in the 
basement; the acoustics 
were beyond belief. 

As prolific as any of the 
projects Nell Campbell 
has been associated 
with, Vibracathedral 
Orchestra produce 
large quantities of tapes 
from these home jams, 
committed to playing at 
least once a week and 
only setting the 
recorder going if the 
music is catching fire. 

CDs and LPs are 
compiled afterwards, 
selecting the most 
successful moments, 
and it's here that the 
friendly environment 
turns more 
argumentative - as 
nobody can agree 
entirely as to what are 
the best bits. This 
deliberative process is 
probably just as 
productive as the act of 
playing together, as 
there are apparently 
one or two 'contrary 
minds' in the combo. 

The edits announce 
themselves as abruptly 


as any jump-cut in an avant-garde movie. It's a no-style style of editing. 
The exciting thing for this listener is the resulting dash and contrast 
of frequencies (a real buzz for your eardrums), although I suppose 
you can get that from any good bootleg tape. In any case, they're 
progressing to improve on this - their next LP will feature cross-fades! 

Hollin is one of many self-produced CDs which I was sent last year - 
probably no longer available in this state - in a homemade linocut art 
sleeve. It's more of the same kind of music as above - which is about 
the highest recommendation I can give you. True, as most listeners 
declare, that there are moments when this band can sound exactly 
like the primitive go- for- it Neanderthal clubbing style of the original 
Amon DOul, but there is no conscious attempt to emulate the lifestyle 
nor the music nor the circumstances of those crazed 1 970s German 
commune -dwelling hippies. If pushed, Vibracathedral Orchestra might 
admit to enjoying other music in between bouts of playing, but it 
would be up-music like some Motown Greatest Hits, or the down 
and dirty skewed rock elementalism of Royal Trux. If anything, Nell 
Campbell says, Vibracathedral Orchestra are like folk musicians - 
conventionally unskilled perhaps, but with an unerring ear for what 
vibrations will work together. They perform with an unaffected desire 
to make beautiful music, which they can share with listeners. 

Excerpt from The Never-Ending Bowed Metal Song is a solo 
recording from Neil Campbell. Ah, the sweet mysteries of song and 
sweetness that result when someone drags a violin bow across a 
cymbal. On this divine recording, it sounds more like he’s playing an 
entire Alchemist's kitchen full of ringing devices - stainless steel racks, 
grids, irons, worktops and trestles. The world is a gigantic musical 
box to the man who has the right hands - he who can unleash the 
music lying dormant within any inanimate thing. Note that this is a 
musical piece, a long and continuous drone of the sort that Campbell 
loves to dwell inside for as long as he possibly can; and not a wacky, 
self-consciously arty experiment where the artiste plays everything 
metal he can get his hands on (and you know what I'm talking about - 
amped up egg-slicers and oven trays are fair game to these jokers). 

The high tones here on this record will ring sweetly In your 
head-case, like a mouthful of bright newly-minted pennies. I recently 
saw a pile of bright newly-minted pennies in the Art Gallery at 
Sunderland. I forget now the point the artist was trying to make, but 
I'm sure it was a really profound 
observation about art and commerce 
• there was about L 1 ,000 in pennies 
in this pile. It covered a huge space 
on the art gallery floor and yet you 
couldn't bring yourself to walk over 
it, as you can freely do when faced 
with a Carl Andre floor piece. I spent 
about an hour walking over these 
Andre works at the Whitechapel 
Gallery in August. The metal he uses 
is so perfect, you feel you're walking 
out onto a jetty suspended over 
infinite space as you step onto the 
piece. When you reach the middle, 
you enter a zone where it's like being 
at the centre of some magnetic 
energy; everything somehow feels 
just right. Neil Campbell's drone 
music, and that of Vibracathedral 
Orchestra too, produce exactly the 
same conviction. Out there In 
everyday life and work, you're 
drifting like a cork in the ocean; in 
the right environment, with long 
drone music and extreme minimal 
art, you're re-oriented. Centre 
yourself today! 

ED P1NSENT 

Giardia: PO Box 2571, 

Minneapolis, MN 55402. USA 
Fencing Flatworm: 
roberthayler@ukgateway.net 
Neil Campbell: 16 Hirst Street 
Mirfield, West Yorkshire 
WFM8NS, United Kingdom 
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Remora 

Narcoma 

USA, FREEDOM FROM MEDIA NO NUMBER CD (ND) 

Remora is Ian Middleton, who for a long time now has been 
contributing his singular and wonderful drawings to the pages of this 
magazine. The drawings are art-therapy to this damaged soul, a man 
who was assaulted at college in Manchester and has since 
concentrated on producing his art. The figures and bees in those 
chequer-board abstract planes are more than just drawings; to him. 
they are 'strange friends'. He enjoys contemplating their aspect and 
he derives comfort from communion with them. The same art- 
therapy applies to his electronic synthesiser drone music, whose rich 
textures and slow-moving charms I have championed before. He uses 
old analogue equipment and delay pedals to achieve a warming drone. 
Narcoma is four long tracks of totally immersive music, which you 
can lose yourself in as surely as if you were retreating to the womb. 
They contain warmth, heat and light. The Remora of classical antiquity 
were mythological fish (called the Echeneis in Greek) who could stop 
a ship dead in its course. If your mind is a sailing ship, prepare for the 
same feeling of Fixation when you 
hear this music. 

ED PINSENT 

PO Box 3926, Loring 
Station. Minneapolis. M\ 

55403-0926, USA 


Robert Rutman 

1939 

USA, POGUS P21017-2 CD 
(1998) 



Image 


A CD reissue of Rutman's Pogu 
LP from 1 989, with one extra 
track, this features five outstarx 
performances by Mister Rutmar 
with his fellow musicians, all 
single-minded ly churning out sc 
brilliant beautiful monotonous 
music. They saw away on bizari 
metal instruments, which are 
handmade by the artist compc 
himself - buzz chimes, steel cell, 
with one string, and bow chime 
On a slow track, like the secon 
one, this odd instrumentation 
results in haunting and poignam 
music - a nameless nostalgia we 
up within the listener, a deep 
heartfelt longing for another w, 
of life. On track three, there's 
added Tibetan horn and 
basso-profundo chanting, whief 
almost primordial in its single- 
mindedness - a bit like Aborigir 

chants played at 1 6rpm. The bonus track is the most haunting of all - 
two steel cellos played live in Berlin for 20 minutes, and painstakingly 
detailing a bleak, empty landscape in sound. This is amazing music it 
lies somewhere between Industrial Meal and modem composition, 
while the home-built instruments place Rutman in a line with Harry 
Partch and Val Bertoia. Excellent. 

ED PINSENT 

SO Ayr Road. Chester. NY 10918. New York. USA 

The Scratch Orchestra 

London 1969 

GERMANY, DIE STADT STADTDS23 10" VINYL LP (2000) 

A fabulous segment of real art-drone monotony from this infamous 
combo who worked under the auspices of Cornelius Cardew, the 
English avant-composer and agitator 'Everyone' was in The Scratch 
Orchestra at one time or another and has since won his spurs after 


passing through its fluid line-up. David Jackman and Brian Eno are 
famous alumni who worked with 'Old Scratch'. This record provides 
two brief snapshots of untitled works. One side comprises some 
gentle whoops and murmurs, with deep thumping and groaning noises 
going on in the background - like doors swinging in the corridors, 
heavy machinery in the basement below. So much for the vocalists 
and percussionists. The instrumentation meanwhile includes penny 
whistles, recorders, and wood-banging; it’s the Free Expression 
period in Kindergarten, for grown-ups. Three-dimensional, 
multi-layered and slow-moving murky noise emerges. The flipside 
features funny, corny sax solos blurting away in the murk, along with 
funny and corny gramophone records playing on the radio or more 
likely an old Dansette in the room. An old show tune, the 
Dambusters theme, music-hall songs. It's a lazy Friday afternoon in the 
art school canteen, with strong black coffee on the stove and the gas 
heater on foil. What could be better? 

Cardew had also employed short-wave radio samples during his brief 
stint in the great improvising combo AMM. He probably loved found 
sound as much as he hated popular culture. Cornelius Cardew was a 
very middle-class, well-meaning educated guy who worked hard to 

popularise avant-garde music in 
the United Kingdom throughout 
the 1960s. By 1974 he had seen 
the error of his ways, mostly 
through his conversion to Maoism 
(the most extreme form of 
ideological Marxism). The means 
of composition he used to realise 
works by The Scratch Orchestra 
were brilliant, incredibly 
economical and radically opposed 
to conventional scoring. As Brian 
Eno described in an essay from 
1 976, Cardew was one of a few 
composers who did their best to 
use variety as a source of energy, 
a fuel to drive his compositions - 
the variety that arises from the 
skills and abilities and enthusiasms 
of the people in the orchestra. His 
I elliptical and miniaturist 

compositions, often (like Fluxus 
works) comprising only a few 
prose instructions, could result in 
long extended pieces, propelled 
largely by this very human variety. 
Yet the results never veered 
wildly into chaos, as you might 
expect; The Scratch Orchestra 
never just played 'any old thing'. 
When you compare this modern 
method of composing to 
conventional scoring and 
performance, with a composer, 
conductor, highly-paid orchestra, 
transcribers sheet music, large 
venues, ticket prices and all the 
other things we associate with it, 
classical music begins to appear excessively costly, wasteful, and 
egotistical. Like conventional architecture, where the draughtsman 
has to draw every brick In the blueprint the classical composer has to 
account for every second of the work’s duration. It doesn't give back 
one tenth of what it demands from us as listeners. Cardew 
empowered the players, and the listeners, and still got a repeatable 
result even when things appeared to be left to chance. As for chance, 
yes - he was a disciple of John Cage and his aleatory strategies, but 
again he saw the error of his ways in later life. 

The pigeons on the sleeve are perhaps a misguided attempt to nail 
down an ironic image of 'swinging London' (this was recorded in 
1 969) - it clearly isn't T rafalgar Square. But they must be British 
pigeons; they look drab, out of focus, black and white; and they peck 
automatically at their meagre rows of com. hemmed in like battery 
chickens or jobsworth civil servants. 

ED PINSENT 

Jochen Schwarz. Vor dem Steintor 2 / 8. 28203 Bremen, 
Germany 


removed at request 
of the artist 
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I Saw it All Happen 


set-ups. Some of these involve pornography 
and extreme sexual imagery, often projected 



into the faces of the audience so that not 
only can't it be ignored, but a strong 
reaction will be unavoidable. Another work 
of his explores isolation and loneliness in the 
most extreme way possible; this is Maze, the 
1994 video-installation work whose 
participants are locked naked in a totally 
dark basement room. They have no 
knowledge of how long this set-up is going 
to last, and are completely blind. While they 
struggle to survive their ordeal, their actions 
are videoed and presented to the onlooker. 

Tap Internal states upfront just how visceral 
it intends to be, and not just with its title 
with suggests an unpleasant surgical 
operation; there is a striking X-ray 
photograph for the front cover, printed on 
acetate. It’s a human chest cavity. Perhaps 
the lungs are cancerous, to add that extra 
touch of black humour. To listen to this 
music can be, if you'll let it, quite a terrifying 
experience, which is why I usually play it 
during the daytime. It is penetrating, like 
surgery; it mesmerises, like an evil hypnotist; 
it freezes, like Arctic icebergs; and It 
immerses the entire body, like a scalding 
bath. The squeamish among you need not 
worry, because you’re not going to hear 
anything particularly graphic or violent. 
Somehow, the violence is done to you in a 
much more subtle way. John Duncan, who 
knows a lot about the unpleasant side of the 
psyche, means to enter your bloodstream, 
show you things you don’t want to see, test 
your limits, and make you uncomfortably 
aware of the prison bars you live inside. 

] Be sure to look out for other 

works by this amazing artist. He 
recently collaborated with 
Bernhard GUnter to release 
Home: Unspeakable on the 
T rente Oiseaux label, which I 
would dearly love to hear; some 
say it verges on the unlistenable. 

I can also recommend the 
double CD River In Flames / 
Kiaar on the Sualplaat label, 
which contains texts and images 
you can rely on to give you 
many a sleepless night. Along 
with the plentiful shortwave 
radio recordings, this set also 
boasts the famous ‘squealing pig' 
V recording that makes most 

visitors to my house jump out of 
| \ ] their seats. Especially when I’m 

| y serving roast suckling pig for 

\ / supper. Seriously, John Duncan 

*C deserves your attention - and 

\ deserves better than to be 

/y pigeonholed in the same box 

fyr with any other wimpoid 

s industrial-music Throbbing 

Gristle-worshipping goon who 
thinks they know about 
disturbing' imagery. Make no 
. , mistake, John Duncan plays for 

■ keeps! 

W ED PINSENT 

www. touch, demon, co. uk 
Of interest also: 
www.johnduncan org 


from Beginning to End 
and I still Can't 
Believe What I Saw 

Life Everlasting, Amen 

SWEDEN, FIREWORK EDITION 
RECORDS FER 1020 CD (2000) 


The opening moments of this record, as 
the great machine judders and switches 
itself into life, are exceptionally powerful - 
enough to give anyone a nasty shock. 
Thereafter it’s merely a 79-minute voyage 
into the maws of Hell to endure. This 
particular excursion into the Stygian 
depths is derived, by the way, from a 
documentary recording of a life-support 
machine. Believe me, if you think this 
sounds boring, you’re in for a big surprise - I 
think a four-hour influenza delirium, without 
benefit of Nurofen or hot lemon drinks, 
would be preferable to this. The recording is 
merciless; every detail of the huge machine is 
magnified, up-close, audible in every detail. 
The pumping of the artificial heart; the lung- 
puffer wheezing mechanically; the air forced 
along rubber tubes; the bleeping of the 
monitors; and some nameless mechanical 
clunks remorselessly banging. The recording 
is so loud that there’s no getting away from 
it; in this airless claustrophobia, I feel like the 
super-hero escape artist Mr Miracle from a 
Jack Kirby comic, trapped on a conveyor 
belt of death and sealed in a titanium coffer. 

The origins of this almighty strange CD are a 
bit hazy, although Jeff 
Sedgley from Brighton UK 
seems to be the chief 

instigator. What we receive 
on this CD is an edited 

version of the original piece, i|B^|l|Mw| 

which was over six hours fflHBw B 

long. That was broadcast 

live (in the open air?) at a 

seaside arts in 

Brighton in 1999. The 

wonderfully menacing 

hospital photographs which. 

in grainy black and white 

resemble prints from 

Warhol's Death and 

Disaster series, actually 

came from the set of a BBC / 

Drama. I would enjoy I Saw 

it All Happen... even more If 

we'd been spared the rather 

duff interpretation of the a 

piece, which is an / / 

overfamiliar diatribe about 

the diseased state of / / / 

modem man, and how // 

technology has mastered us 

to the point where we can’t 

tell machine from man any A 

more. Hence the aural M 

‘image’ of a life-support U 

machine. This one banality 

doesn't, however, detract 

from the power of the t 

record’s awesome sound. 

ED PINSENT /C7 


John Duncan 

Tap Internal 

UNITED KINGDOM, TOUCH TOUCH 
TONE 11 CD (2000) 


A new and extremely unsettling CD from 
this American creator, last spotted living in 
exile in Italy. Making powerful electro- 
acoustic statements like this is just the tip of 
the iceberg for this extreme artist. He has 
long been involved in other media, setting up 
extreme and threatening situations in his 
environments, engaging in confrontational 
performance art, and utilising photography, 
video and cinema in equally confrontational 


Available in the UK 
from Touch 
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Flying Testicle 

Space Desia 

USA, CHARNEL HOUSE CHCD-8 CD 
(1993) 

Once upon a time there was a band called 
Throbbing Gristle. Then for a brief period in 
1 993 as far as I can tell, two mad Japanese 
fellows and a friend called themselves Flying 
Testicle. If you know what happened to the 
rest of the body, just write in - you know 
where to find The Sound Projector address 
details. OK, let’s talk about FTs one and 
only release, Space Desia. 

The CD sleeve photos show an unfortunate 
victim who probably ventured too dose to 
the stage where FT were performing (the 
CD's tracks seem to have been recorded live 
at a place called Bears in Osaka) and who 
was literally blown away. The skin looks 
horribly charred and the face 
is twisted in a rictus of sheer 
agony. Mark these words 
carefully, folks, for this CD 
may well do the same to you 
all if you're not careful. By 
the way, there are supposed 
to be ten tracks but my CO 
player can only find nine. It 
probably couldn’t take any 
more of this music. Not to 
worry! Now. if you all refer 
to page 86 of The Sound 
Projector Se7enth, there in 
approximate visual form is 
Track 3. If you want a more 
exact visual equivalent, 
imagine the picture enlarged 
a thousandfold to include the 
entire extended clans of 
Godzilla and alt his reptilian 
play-mates there, all blasting 
highly lethal radioactive puffs 
of monster breath into the 
polluted city atmosphere, 
smashing buildings with glee 
and ripping up train tracks 
while the hapless city folk 
scream as they are squashed 
underfoot like ants, felled by 
debris or suffocated by 
monster garlic breath. 

Other equally monstrous, 
death-dealing tracks include 
track 5 (a runaway demon 
train chews up train tracks), 
track 6 (a frenzied chainsaw 
meets a crazed fruit blender 
- is this the track that's called 
'Romance'?) and the 
24-minute marathon track 8. T rack 9 
features runaway monster drumming, 
runaway monster vocals and runaway 
monster everything else. 

How can three puny human beings calling 
themselves FT unleash such terrible forces of 
chaos and destruction? Well, handling 
drums, guitar, bass, samples and, erm, 
erectronix’ with loads of enthusiastic 
aplomb is one Masami Akita, a former 
graduate in graphic design I think who has 
written books, scored music for films, made 
a few films himself (acting or directing. I'm 
not sure) and who I hear has released the 
odd CD or two under a different name 

Then there is another Japanese guy, Maso 


Yamazaki, in charge of guitar, violin, 
percussion and screams. Of course. The 
third man, Zev Asher, appears to play a 
minor role compared with the other two (he 
sings and plays bass and a few other 
instruments) but that’s because his real job in 
FT is to keep our heroes Merzbow and 
Masonna under control (I hope he took out 
an insurance policy) so that they don't 
ac c iden t ally wipe out life as we know it from 
this planet while they're playing together. 
Perhaps it's a good thing that FT didn’t 
continue after Space Desia or the entire 
solar system might have been destroyed. 

As the print run for this CD was originally 
1 ,000, if you come across a copy of ‘Space 
Desia’, you must treat it with all due respect. 

JENNIFER HOR 

PO Box 170277, San Francisco, 

CA 94! 17-0277, USA 


Randy Greif 

Alice In Wonderland 

USA, SOLEILMOON SOL 55 CD, 5 x CD 
( 2000 ) 

A nightmarish triumph. Randy Greif unspools 
the entire book by Lewis Carroll, spoken by 
actors and actresses against a series of 
astonishing electronic, abstract backdrops 
that he creates. He is mostly successful in 
rendering the whole classic tale as a ghastly 
nightmare, rather than as a charming dream - 
the electronic sounds vary from queasy to 
nausea-inducing, and inspire in the listener 


feelings of terror, claustrophobia, tension 
and discomfort. These sentiments are best 
sampled on the interminably long Mad 
Hatter episode, where Greif spares us not 
one single second of the utter futility, 
tedium, and inconsequentiality of this most 
famous scene. 

In addition to his warped Dark Ambient 
backgrounds (all of which are extremely 
polished and gorgeously rendered, like black 
mirrors with gilt frames), Greif also inflicts 
damage on the textual components of the 
work. While the voices are mostly allowed 
to progress the narrative (speaking in very 
plummy English accents - can’t find a credit 
for the actors in the package, by the way), 
every 30 minutes or so the voices are put 
through the same electronic mill as the 
music - looped, echoed, repeated, distorted, 
fed into themselves and generally rendered 
into near-unintelligible noises. Needless to 
say, this only increases the 
nightmarish effect tenfold - and 
makes the project a unique 
success. 

I've a soft spot for Alice and all 
the Carrollian literature, having 
been raised on it from an early 
age. My favourite is not Alice, 
but The Hunting of The Snark. 
Had Greif applied his skills to 
that particular epic poem, I 
doubt whether there would be 
a sane man left in the world 
after hearing such a 
monstrosity. Snark is a bone- 
chilling vision of emptiness and 
despair, an existentialist voyage 
into the Heart of Darkness, 
disguised as a comic poem. It is 
helped in no small measure by 
its Gothic illustrations, 
rendered by Henry Holliday; a 
far more appropriate illustrator 
for Carroll than weedy old John 
Tenniel. Had Carroll been a 
painter instead of a writer and 
photographer, I suspect even 
John Martin would have 
blanched at his canvasses. 

My personal fondness for 
Carroll leads me to take grave 
exception with those who see 
Alice In Wonderland as riddled 
with drug-taking metaphors. 
This particular strain of 
nonsense started in the 1 960s 
and stems from an 'essay' by 
Timothy Leary, who (lapsing 
into the hippie vernacular with 
patronising ease) declared 'Baby, that's 
tripping ouf (referring to the Drink-Me 
bottle). Grace Slick's 'White Rabbit' was 
soon to follow. Randy Greif does not refuse 
the hallucinogenic aspects on his musical 
interpretation, but he also does not 
overstress them. 

In fine, this set is an oneiric masterpiece to 
rank with moments of Jean Cocteau's 
Orphee. Other works by Greif (who is also 
known as Shadowbug 4, and one half of 
Static Effect) have already been warmly 
received by this magazine. Make sure you 
snap up this dandy item also to add to your 
collection. Originally produced in 1 992- 1 993 
as a series of very limited-pressing LPs, here 
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It Is again remastered on S CDs, with added 
morphed John Tenniel artwork and trading 
cards, also designed by the artist. 

ED PINSENT 

PO Box 83296, Portland, OR 
97283, USA 

Tetsuo Furudate 

(X). X is Not a Man or X is 
Mortal 

GOD FACTORY, GOD FACTORY 6.7 
CD (Limited Edition of 777 copies) (2000) 

Before 1 even put the disk into the CD player 
I had a good idea what to expect. 

Dark, minimal packaging, pretentious Keiji 
Haino title and also Japanese in origin - 1 
knew it wasn't going to be anything like S 
Club 7. Described as a furious player of 
furious music' Furudate is certainly way out 
on his own tip when 
compared to his Far 
Eastern counterparts - 
there’s no hint of any 
connection to Boredoms, 

Yoshihide, Merzbow or 
even Masonna - who really 
is a furious player of 
furious music There are 
elements of some of the 
more strident parts of 
Haino' s recent Purple Trap 
album but, really, this guy is 
number one in a field of 
one. 

Allegedly recorded Live in Tokyo in 1998 
the initial impression is Eraserhead meets 
Wagner. Sudden jumpeuts of breakneck 
orchestral rushes bun up against Bernhard 
GUnter minimalism in what could either be a 
Nuremberg Rally soundtrack scored by the 
Deep Blue supercomputer, a Terminator 3 
soundtrack filtered through a black hole or a 
lightsaber battle between Mars and Zeus. 
Echoing metal strikes and thunder heard 
from the ocean bottom vie for the listener’s 
attention. It can’t go on like this much k>...ah, 
here we go with High Rise-style guitar 
squeals but only for a while - then it’s back 
to the marching robots, the incessant, 
unstoppable marching robots. The epic finale 
is Norse God drumming interspersed with 
the mad screams and grunts of Loki. 

Phew. 

T rack 2 starts with more Gunter 
minimalism, barely audible at first but I was 
hesitant to crank the CD player up in case 
he suddenly started at it with the sheet metal 
again. 

But it was not to be - only cello chords and a 
doomed synth drone can be heard slowly 
rising into the mix like a sunrise over 
smog bound LA. 

The mood is sombre but not grim as the 
sounds hide out to almost nothingness with 
the void only occasionally filled by the faint 
humming of wasps and poltergeist whispers. 
A crescendo of sorts is achieved at around 
the 23 minute mark with Exorcist-demon 
tape loops intoning ‘Please Gregory’ Over 
and over while suggestions of Alan Lamb- 
style wire music rumble along the horizon. 


Track 3, at just over S minutes, comes as 
something of an epilogue and sounds exactly 
like 2 workmen putting up scaffolding in an 
abandoned warehouse - albeit 2 workmen 
attempting to keep to some kind of beat. 
Perhaps they can hear a ghetto blaster in the 
distance pumping out some old skool hip- 
hop? 

This is a dynamic, powerful and intense 
listening experience. It's been described by 
others as a soundtrack to a horror film that 
hasn’t been made yet but for anyone who's 
read Mark Z. Danielewski’s House of Leaves 
(itself an unfilmable book) it's worth 
suggesting that this could be the perfect 
atmospheric accompaniment when the 
inevitable re-read comes around. Awesome 
and challenging, like the book itself, it may 
take years to decode. 

RIK RAWLING 03/07/2000 


Nurse With Wound 

Alice The Goon 

UNITED KINGDOM, UNITED DAIRIES 
UD081CD CD (ND) 

The ‘second edition’ of an NWW item 
originally released in 1 995 as a limited run of 
S00 LPs - the original (on the French White 
Noise label) fast became another collector's 
item, needless to say, and that was in only 5 
years. No wonder. This is one of the most 
unsettling records I’ve heard for a long time - 
and if I were a true vinyl maniac I'd be 
sending my sealed bids to some Euro-dealer 
scum this second. The first track here is a bit 
of a throwaway - called ‘I don't want to have 
Easy Listening Nightmares', it’s simply a 
range of fascinating samples culled from 
’Exotica' and Tijuana Brass LPs, to form a 
workaday rhythmical excursion; it’s fun, it 
tells the part-timer ’Loungecore' set where 
to get off (which I suspect needed doing in 
1 995), but it ain't exactly an all-time classic. 

However, 'Prelude to Alice the Goon' most 
assuredly is. The only way I can describe it is 
an astonishing sequence of queasy warped 
electronic sounds, which might well have 
been produced by the Man In the Moon 
using outer-space instruments and tripping 
on Ether in a basement studio in the Tycha 
region. It's set to a deliberate travesty of a 
■funky’ rhythm, as close to James Brown as 
Michael Portillo is to charming. But it’s the 
voice at the start which won’t let you sleep - 
about three minutes of disturbing voice 
treatments which are straight out of your 
worst dreams, mocking, unreal, slimy. I 


won’t even attempt to guess how these 
monstrous tones were generated. Small 
wonder that Stapleton attracts the cult 
following that he does, but when will he be 
recognised outside a small circle as a 
significant modem master of electronic 
music composition? 

Alice The Goon was a fictional character 
invented by the cartoonist Elsie Segar, and 
she first appeared in the newspaper comic 
strip Thimble Theatre in 1 934. The star of 
the strip became Popeye the Sailorman 
(originally a secondary character), one of 
whose arch-foes was The Sea Hag - an ugly 
witch with a gift for fluent cursing. Alice The 
Goon wasn't exactly prepossessing either. 
With her sunken black eyes, large proboscis 
and ungainly body shape, she looked like a 
shaved yeti - with seaweed-like body hair on 
her loins, forearms and forelegs. The 
drawings alone are chilling enough, but how 
many of you remember when she was 
animated into ghastly motion by the 

Fleischer cartoons? Now that 
really is the stuff of nightmares... 

Due to complaints from 
distressed readers (mostly 
parents of young children). Alice 
The Goon was suppressed from 
the strip - only to reappear as a 
domesticated version In a floral 
print dress. This suppression 
alone should indicate her ungodly 
power and make her a heroine to 
all of us. Alice The Goon's 
strange language was represented 
as zig-zag lines in her speech 
bubbles ('Oscilloscope language'); 
only The Sea Hag could communicate with 
her. This CD, I would surmise, is a touching 
attempt to give a voice to Alice The Goon - 
and frame it in an appropriate desolate 
musical setting. For a few bone-chilling 
moments, it succeeds admirably. It would 
have been nice to put her portrait on the 
cover, but instead we have drawings and 
hand-lettering by the estimable Santini. 

ED PINSENT 

World Serpent Distribution 
Unit 7-1-17 , Seager Buildings, 
Brookmill Road, London SE8 
4HL 

Fennesz, Zeitblom, 
Rantasa 

Music For an Isolation Tank 

AUSTRIA, RHIZ007 P.10 CD (2000) 

A quiet and chilling nightmare, one you’re 
more than glad to wake up from. More of an 
art-gallery styled project than one of 
Fennesz’ s strictly musical works. It's filled 
with long silent passages, broken up with 
shards of mystifying electronic episodes 
appearing almost at random. This work 
purports to be a rendering in sound of 
Oswald Wiener’s ‘Legendary’ Bioadapter 
device. If the sleeve notes are to be believed, 
scientist Wiener developed this idea in the 
1 960s, convinced that through technology he 
could provide a better, safer and more 
efficient environment for the living human 
body. Pm not sure how far he got, which is 
perhaps why the Bioadapter remains 
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'legendary'; the 1965 text that inspired this 
musical work is available (in German) on the 
web at www.scara.com. 

As far as I can gather, the artists envision a 
special installation environment in which the 
willing victims proceed, and through their 
movements help to generate amplified 
sounds which are then mutated (through 
computers) into this minimal electronic 
music. Perhaps someone has even 
constructed a prototype of this nightmarish 
chamber. First the patient goes through a 
stage resembling a medical check-up, where 
heartbeat and respiratory functions are 
recorded. They undress, shower and have 
their instructions delivered by some 
anonymous warden who haunts this clinical 
cell of doom; all the sounds created by their 
movements are recorded through the all- 
hearing mikes of Fennesz and his ghastly 


crew. Then, they enter the grim tub of doom 
which is the Isolation Tank. In entering this 
watery enclave (not unlike re-entering the 
womb), the victim is suspended in warm salt 
water and enters a state of sensory 
deprivation. Sounds delightful, doesn’t it? 

Here the nightmare truly begins. While 
you're up to your eyebrows in this saline 
solution, Fennesz. Zeitblom, and Rantasa will 
play their music at you through loudspeakers 
which are positioned inside the tub, and 
above it. There is no escape. Water is a very 
efficient conductor of sound. But how can 
you hear it, if your senses are deprived? 
Perhaps it enters through osmosis, causing 
psychological mayhem and neural distress. 
The music in question purports to be a 
representation of the world, but it's made up 
of classified top secret sources - ‘completely 
abstract samples of undeclared origin', boast 


these Teutonic surgeons of sound. They are 
overlaid with your own previously recorded 
body sounds; talk about rubbing your nose in 
it... 

I hope the whole thing is a horrifying fantasy, 
but the sleeve states that the project was 
indeed realised in 1999 at a festival in Vienna. 
I wonder why this violation of basic human 
rights didn't cause an international Incident? 
Still, our track record in this country ain't 
spotless, as anyone who has read up on the 
treatment of political prisoners in Northern 
Ireland will know. Music For an Isolation 
Tank is a pretty staggering piece of minimal 
electron ica, but you cannot escape the 
unsettling context in which it’s presented. 

ED PINSENT 

www rhiz ore 

More Fennesz in the Mego section, natch 
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SOUNDBOMBING 

New Rap and Hip-Hop CDs reviewed by WAR ARROW 




WELCOME TO ANOTHER PILE OF ALBUMS BY AGGRESSIVE (MAINLY) BLACK GENTLEMEN WITH FIREARMS, AND A BIG 
WESTWOOD STYLE AIIIGHT TO BOTH OF OUR READERS. WITH THE QUANTITY OF MATERIAL THAT I SIMPLY CAN'T IGNORE, I'M 
GOING TO TRY AND KEEP IT A LITTLE MORE CONCISE THAN THE LAST FEW ISSUES. THE REVIEWS, AS YOU WILL NOTICE, HAVE 
BEEN DIVIDED UP INTO HANDY BITE-SIZED CHUNKS, FOR EASY ACCESS AND SO WE ALL KNOW WHERE WE ARE. 


Miscellaneous White 
Guys From Detroit 

Statistically speaking, white rappers are usually 
rubbish: Bran Van 2000: that little turd from 
1000 Clowns: crappy boy bands: crappy 
rap-metal bands: MrC; Consolidated; 
Marxman, that fucking bitch with the gappy 
teeth in that girke duo with the relative of 
Boyzone / B*witched nonentity and is as good 
an argument for the mass extermination of 
whitey as I've ever seen - these are the 
abominations on the face of the earth 
mentioned somewhere in The Bible, probably 
Off hand, I can think of approximately sixteen 
white rappers who aren't a complete waste of 
time Four of these have as yet failed to do 
anything I'd wipe my bum, pull my pants up, 
and answer the door for At least five of them, 
all of whom I'd rale highly, seem to come from 
Detroit. It must be something in the water 


Eminem 

The Marshall Mathers LP 

USA, AFTERMATH / INTERSCOPE 
490 629-2 CD (2000) 

The worrying second album. I had reasons to 
suspect this was going to be where Eminem 
fell on his arse. How do you follow 
something like The Slim Shady LP f I'd heard 
this was to be the serious album, dealing 
with Eminem's take on fame, fans, and getting 
sued by your own mother - the rigours 
thereof. The article claimed this to be 
the work of an older and wiser Marshall 
Mathers. The jester with a serious side. 
Thirdly, ’Murder Murder' on the recent 
Next Friday soundtrack was the first 
time I’ve heard Eminem sounding 
uncharacteristically average. 


Lopez, And Puffy you know this. Sorry Puff, 
but I wouldn't give a fuck if this chick was my 
own mother, I'd still fuck her with no 
rubber, And come inside her and have a son 
and a new brother. At the same time. And 


just say that it ain't mine.’ Pot-shots, hilarious 
whether justified or not, are taken at boy 
bands, Britney Spears, XXL magazine. Will 
Smith, Vanilla Ice, and Insane Clown Posse. It 
has been pointed out, tellingly by XXL who 
enraged him with an unmerited slagging, that 
Eminem only goes for easy targets, that is, 
other honkey types. 


Musically, this took a bit longer. Initially it 
sounded like a predictable variation on the 
Dr Dre / Bass Brothers formula that worked 
so well on The Slim Shady LP. I suppose it's 
more the case that we've been spoiled by 
Timbaland, Beatminerz, and High & 

Mighty produced tracks during the 
interval, because The Marshall Mathers LP 
sounds superior to its predecessor. The 
Addams Family beats flow better, the 
harpsichord (etcetera) melodies seem less 
incongruous, and the mot a little less 
rushed. Even 'Bitch Please II' improves on 
the version from Snoop Dogg's recent No 
Limit album. 

Reports that Eminem had lost his sense of 
humour have been a little premature. He 
is not so concerned with making us lot 
laugh as he is with amusing himself, 
probably as some sort of safety valve in 
order to relieve the pressure and 
thermo-nuclear rage at the thousandth 
person to ask ‘so what's it like being a 
white rapper and what do you think of 
Britney?.’ Similarly, where the humour on 
the first album was somewhat black, here 
it's gone right off the end of the visible 
spectrum. I suspect that this time he really 
doesn't give a fuck what we think, and so has 
lent credence to the maxim that if you try to 
please everyone, you end up pleasing 
no-one, and the best stuff will only come 
from being true to yourself. If he continues 
on this trajectory the next one's going to 
need an asbestos jewel case. 


Insane Clown Posse 

The Amazing Jeckel 
Brothers 

USA, ISLAND RECORDS 524 661-2 
CD (1999) 


I've tried my best to resist them. They do 
come over as somewhat corny - two fat 
white guys dressed as clowns doing rap 
metal, I mean, I ask you! The sleeve notes 
don't help either. These boys probably 
think Spawn was the greatest film ever 
made... but fuck it - shame on me. because 
I've been playing this bastard to death. 

Musically, there's little that resembles 
Tommy Vance's favourite musical idiom. A 
sort of demonic hip-hop cartoon take on 
fairground music, which works, swings, and 
bounces about a thousand times better 


What a fool I am. Far from being a poor 
cousin to his debut, this is even better. It 
Isn't a 'serious' album, rather the 
humour is so bleak and twisted as to 
make the first one a Disney offering. 
'Stan', the story of an obsessive fan, is 
poignant in the extreme and reveals a 
lyrical depth not previously quite so 
apparent. Elsewhere, he lays Into the US 
teen-pop acts with whom he unwittingly 
finds himself sharing an audience. A 
reported relationship with Christina 
Aguilera is denied: ‘If I ever stuck It to 
any singer in showbiz, It’d be Jennifer 
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than that may sound in print. I can't fault the 
tunes which have been put together with a 
truly expert hand. Lyrically, it's unmissable if 
you're a fan of Beavis St Butthead, South 
Park, and general toilet horror. As someone 
whose screensaver is the phrase ‘hairy 
arseholes', I hardly need bother stating 
where I stand on ICR's contribution to 
poetry. What amazes me is that these guys, 
or juggaloes as they would have it, have 
made something this convincing out of what 
surely even Channel 5 programmers would 
agree is a losing formula. Although it's 
claimed that they're as fake as Tim 
Westwood's accent, and couldn't freestyle 
against a real emcee if their lives depended 
on it - I really couldn't care less when the 
product is this brilliant. 

Shaggy 2 Dope and Violent J on record swap 
hilarious obscenities with skilled serves and 
parries that would shame Wimbledon's 
finest. The conversational tone, laced with 
throwaway casual oathcry. draws you in so 
far that it's easy to forget that the world is 
frowning upon you for allowing this stupid 
corny shit into your life. What has impressed 
me most is how they manage to slide 
effortlessly from Stephen King in big red 
shoes to making a few serious points, 
without breaking stride or doing a 'but 
seriously folks,' on the listener. Confederate 
flag waving hicks, and the hypocrisy of 
American society are ripped to pieces 
without sacrificing the integrity of the 
weirdly multi-faceted whole. Anyone who 
can make a line like ‘I could love you and 
treat you with class. And have babies falling 
all out your ass... but I think I'd rather kill 
you,' sound like REM, NWA and Bill Hicks 
at the same time, is surely deserving of a 
giant medal. 


Kid Rock 

Devil Without A Cause 

USA, ATLANTIC / LAVA 7567-83119-2 
CD (1998) 

Kid Rock 

The History Of Rock 

USA, ATLANTIC / LAVA 7567-83314-2 
EW 851 CD (2000) 

Whenever some 'state-of-hip-hop' article 
takes the customary sideswipe at Indie-metal 
honkeys trying to rap in an attempt to 
compensate for the feet that no-one gives a 
fuck about rock music any more - among the 
usual suspects listed as unable to spit lines 
for toffee, Korn and - uuugh - Limp Bizkit 
I've yet to see the name Kid Rock. Quite 
right too. He's white. He swears a bit. He's 
probably got most of the AC/DC back 
catalogue But if you're going to start 
questioning his rap credentials, his 
'authenticity', then you might as well say 
Chuck D is only a jumped up radio presenter 
and T upac was just a luwie researching the 
role of microphone imp. 

That he once toured with Ice Cube and Too 
Short, or that Eminem turns up on Devil 
Without A Cause, isn't even of great 
relevance. Just open your ears and listen to 
his compelling and fluent old school inspired 
flow. There are few gangstaisms here, apart 


from a preoccupation with 
pharmaceuticals and his own 
reputedly impressive trouser 
crockery. He delivers with the 
same enthusiasm and cadence that 
was common before the whole 
cast coast-west coast beef blew up. 

And the weird thing is that it’s 
against a setting of good-ol'-boy 
mid west rawk! 

The influences of Grandmaster 
Flash and Run DMC are as strong 
as those of Lynryd Skynryd and 
Bob Seger’s Silver Bullet Band, oh... 
and even Hank Williams. He 
follows the sort of thing you'd hear 
at a block party where all the 
ladies in the house say 'yooooaah', 
with some Jack Daniels guzzling 
rock shitkicker... and you won't 
even spot the shift in emphasis 
unless you're taking notes. It isn't 
so much a fusion as something 
which exists happily in two 
unrelated quantum states at the 
same time. Kid Rock's music could 
be used to make quantum physics 
comprehensible. After all, wasn't the 
theoretical model of the universe and the 
role of dark matter therein much easier to 
grasp after we all heard Big Tyme ( 1 989) by 
Heavy D & The Boyz? 

As evidence that Kid Rock is an absolute 
fucking one-of-a-kind genius, these sets leave 
the prosecution looking a bit sick. Imagine 
ZZ Top going all bout it bout it on your ass, 
or Whodinl punching steers before the 
square dance kicks off. 'Black Chick, White 
Guy' is one of those great moments In 
storytelling where the listener ends up 
absorbed into the narrative, reminding me a 
lot of Ice Ts That’s How I'm Livin', with 
echoes of Johnny Cash morality tales, 
complete with that ageing convict's ability to 
talk the greys as well as the black and whites. 
Praise the Furious Five and pass the Jim 
Beam. 



EastCtast 


New York, New York - Too much, Too many 
people, Too Much ...’ as MeHe Mel, once opined, 
before swiftly underscoring his point with a well 
chosen 'ha-hah ha ha!' In my experience most east 
coast rap is either shit, or I’m missing something 
The Cocoa Brovaz album The Rude Awakening 
(1998), for example, is often hailed as an all lime 
classic Lord, how I've tried with that record After 
many listens, I still fail to see how one outstanding 
opening track, 'Off The Wair, can be followed by 
such a collection of unmitigated shite Even my pal 
Nads thinks Ihe Cocoa Brovaz are rubbish, and he 
likes just about everything 1 And a classic? Sidy me. 
I’m forgetting where they're from., of course ifs a 
classic Oh well Here's a few kind words of 
understanding for the confused and unwary... 

The LOX 

We Are The Streets 

USA, RUFF RYDERS / INTERSCOPE 
490 599-2 CD (2000) 

The LOX, formerly The Warlocks, were 
considered so unfeasibly talented that they 
were bootlegged before even having a 


record out Fans of Notorious B.I.G., they 
signed to Puff Daddy's Bad Boy records. 

Their first album wasn't too great, allegedly 
because of placing undue trust in their label 
boss. Halfway through rapping over Rod 
Stewart samples in shiny suits, they realised 
perhaps they had made an unwise decision. 
Eventually, Ruff Ryders came up with a 
stupid quantity of money, and here they are 
with, at long last, what the first album should 
have sounded like. 

At the moment New York is churning out 
whiny nasal rappers like there's some sort of 
shortage. Noreaga; Mobb Deep; Drag On; Ja 
Rule; Beanie Siegel - can anyone tell any of 
these anonymous little turds apart from each 
other? Jadakiss. Styles and Sheek, collectively 
The LOX, are cut from similar cloth - they'd 
all benefit from a goodly dose of 
antihistamines. They write about what they 
see around them in their daily lives, so 
there's no themes that are likely to inspire a 
new musical from Andrew Lloyd Webber - 
but not only do this lot really mean it but 
they're blessed with the verbal dexterity to 
do the whole thug angle like it's never been 
done before. There are many devastating 
lines on We Are The Streets, not least those 
aimed at their former mentor. I suspect Puff 
Daddy is no longer on the Christmas card 
list This would be a good album on the 
strength of the lyrics, but the Swizz Beats 
production really puts the pedal to the metal. 
Like ebola virus, his compositions are 
fiendishly simple, but effective like you 
wouldn't believe. A rudimentary rhythm 
made up from simple electronic bass and 
snare sounds. A cheesy-in-any-other-context 
Casio keyboard refrain and the odd deep 
bass note. He's trying to see how little he 
can get away with, how far he can pull at a 
track before it falls into random notes and 
noises. I've never heard anything this squeaky 
clean and sparse which conveys such 
restrained energy. NWA used to run with 
the line ‘the world's most dangerous group', 
and the sheer energy and smouldering 
murderous intent of this album suggests that 
The LOX could be the inheritors of such a 
claim. 
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However, the two very different 
mixes of Thick', along with 
T ribute' and 'Drop It Heavy' do 
more than enough to get the juice 
flowing. The latter could easily have 
come straight off a Big Pun album, 
and not only because the Latino 
behemoth features on it. 

Although the beats aren't always as 
fine, the unrelenting barrage of 
lyrical excellence does more than 
merely compensate. On this score 
D.l. T.C. draws you into its 
underground domain of crunchy 
sampled beats and flamboyant 
battle raps. Big L distinguished 
himself with a lucid, unpredictable 
and mildly deranged flow which 
suggest he could have been a 
significant influence on Eminem. 
KRS-ONE makes a memorable 
appearance with an impressive selection of 
warning shots: ‘C-c-clik-clat, You don't want 
to battle me. You want to scat away, I battle 
Monday-T uesday-Wednesday-Thursday-Frida 
y (wait, let me check the schedule again) - 
Saturday, I think you ought to follow your 
squad. They ran thattaway.' 


called The Opposite Of H20, which one 
comedian called The Opposite Of An MC. 
Busta Rhymes turns up and does his usual 
thing, and the ‘bonus track' by unremarkable 
R&B tryers Part* would be more accurately 
billed as a 'minus track’. But Swizz Beats 
carries most of the must-try-harders, and 
what with Snoop, Scarface. and the generous 
helping of LOX related stuff, I couldn't care 
less if the filler material was supplied by Su 
Pollard. Jim Davidson and The Tweets. 


Rah Digga 

Dirty Harriet 

ELEKTRA 7559-62386-2 (2000) CD 


WORLDWIDE I US 


Rah Digga was recommended by my bangin' 
beats guru Nadim, whose judgement I tend 
to trust as he also rates the south above 
other hip-hop producing regions of the USA. 
The argument was settled by her appearance 
on Flava (poorly funded TV show). Aside 
from being a damn fine lookin' woman, she 
comes over as an Intelligent and likeable 
regular gal whose career Is based on the 
ability to rap like nobody's business, rather 
than getting them out at every available 
photo opportunity, unlike certain terrifying 
cyber-bitches I could mention. 

Rah Digga is part of Busta Rhymes’ Flipmode 


D.l.T.C. 

D.l.T.C. 

USA, TOMMY BOY TBCD 1409 CD 
( 2000 ) 


Which stands for Diggin' In The Crates, 
meaning rummaging around for obscure 
records that might yield some bonza samples 
or scratches. D.l.T.C. would be a supergroup 
if not for the fact that they got together 
prior to individual members achieving 
varying degrees of fame in solo endeavours. 
The big hitters are Fat Joe (also of Terror 
Squad) and the late, and greatly missed. Big 
L. although the others are not without 
considerable underground status. And 
'underground' is an appropriate term here. 
This is a million miles away from yer Wills 
and Lauryns. There's a basement club feel 
that runs throughout, endowing the listener 
with the illusion of having hunted down 
these rare gems In dusty neglected shops, 
rather than collected on one handy CD. 
Musically it's on form, as you'd expect from 
an album that counts Rockwilder and DJ 
Premier amongst its guest producers. It's 
that clunky New York sound that samples 
anything caught in its path (or indeed crate) 
be it brass, classical, or sixties pop. Rah 
Dlgga's Dirty Harriet demonstrates the same 
approach, borrowing from wider and 
weirder sound sources where D.l.T.C. has 
an undercurrent that suggests the crates 
contained a fair amount of Mantovani. 


Various Artists 

Ryde Or Die Vol. II 

USA, RUFF RYDERS / 
INTERSCOPE 490 625-2 CD 
( 2000 ) 


As We Are The Streets left me V 

positively gagging for more, and 
with no sign of the impending 
Jadakiss solo album, I didn't need 
much persuasion buying this 
compilation. With Swizz Beats 
handling most of the production, it K 
could be called another LOX 
offering, with members turning up J 
on nearly half the numbers. 

Furthermore, the album's opener, 
on which the Swizz ster fashions a 
monster from the fattiest Casio 
sound he's gotten away with yet, 
combines the collective talents of 
Jadakiss, Snoop Dogg, - gibber - and 
the living legend himself - eep - 
Scarface! The LOX must inspire Mr 
Beats above and beyond the call of duty, 
because his best work is laced with their 
vocals. The best tracks here 
confirm the potency of their work 
together. Notably 'Holiday', the 
| Styles solo outing, which has 
silenced those few moaning gits 
whoVe been whining about 
Jadakiss being the trio's big gun. 
Swizz Beats, bolstered by popular 
opinion, has taken to comparing 
himself to Mozart. I don't see the 
similarity, but listening to 'Holiday 1 , 
or 'Go Head' which unites all 
three LOX members, I think he 
can be forgiven the megalomania. 
All this plus DMX, Trick Daddy 
and Twista - can it get any better, I 

nTfl womW? 

cnffill Well... no. There's no stinkers, but 
VRB8 Drag On does little to convert me 
mpitim to his cause. He has an album out 


RAH DIGGA 

hl RTT HRIBBI CT 


Squad, and the best part by a long way. 

There seems to be an Increasing number of 
female emcees modelled after Foxy Brown, 
who favour a repertoire consisting entirely 
of crime reports and stuff about fannies, 
rather missing the point that Foxy has more 
than just these two strings to her bow. 
Mercifully Rah Digga barely touches on such 
subjects, getting by on verbal dexterity alone. 
Her narratives are as distinctive as her 
baritone delivery, and even when doing the 
tough cookie bit, not only does it sound like 
she means It, but you can tell there's a 
human being behind all the promises of egg 
being delivered to frees, rather than the 
usual ambitious careerist hoping that 
rap-by-numbers talk about guns and 
rumpy-pumpy will equal cash dollars. Even 
cute baby daughter Digga turns up to drop a 
few heart-melting gurgles. If Kim tried that 
sort of thing it would just sound cynical. 

Neither does the musk renege on its side of 
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the bargain. There seems to be a consistent 
New York sound emerging, and some people 
are getting it right. It seems to have 
developed from the gritty sampling approach 
heard on debut albums by Nas and 
Notorious B.I.G., these days leaning towards 
a sort of bunny-hop take on the film noir 
soundtrack, big band music, and all manner 
of other weird shit. Landmarks here are DJ 
Shok's production on 'Imperial' with its 
clattering drums and twittery flute perfectly 
accompanying Rah's forceful delivery; What 
They Call Me’ which could almost have been 
off the aforementioned Nas debut; 'Do The 
Ladies Run This...' which seems to feature 
Sherlock Holmes on detuned violin. It's 
albums like this from the self confessed ‘rap 
purist, walking hip-hop thesaurus' which just 
bypass my east coast prejudice completely. 


Dead Prez 

Let's Get Free 

USA, LOUD 1867-2 CD (2000) 

Dead Prez are highly politicised; they put 
the message before the music, as is 
perhaps the right thing to do. So this 11 

talking about real issues of race and state lu 
oppression should be a breath of fresh air H 
in a climate when most rappers are 
concerned mainly with the size of their 
cars, dicks and bank accounts. There's a H 
lot of things said on Lee's Gee Free that 
definitely need to be said. It's a message K 
record in every sense of the word. The 
lyrics are expertly woven and 
uncompromising in hitting the point 
home. But still, there's something about P* 
this that I really can't get with. 

It isn't exactly politically correct. For 
starters, they think armed and bloody 
revolution would be a good thing. I suppose 
it's the relentlessly expressed belief in the 
validity of their own convictions that worries 
me a little. One is not allowed to criticise 
earnestly expressed political views such as 
this; to do so implies that one is some sort of 
state tool - 'if you aren't my friend, then you 
must be my enemy'. I agree that the lot of 
the Afro-American may be a shitty one in 
terms of education and community solidarity. 

I agree that it Is a fucked up situation which 
needs to change. The constant reference to 
us 'crackers' (whitey) as the source of all the 
world's evils isn't something I always have a 
problem with. MC Ren's 'Attack On Babylon' 
for example, which advocates the complete 
extermination of the honkey, Is not only a 
banging tune, but tolerable because it's dear 
that he's talking from a seriously pissed-off 
personal viewpoint. On the other hand, the 
normally Impressive Ras Kass really shouldn't 
have gotten away with The Nature Of The 
Threat', on which he employs his unrivalled 
wordplay to twist Darwinian theory into 
disgusting bollocks about the racial 
supremacy of the African over the 'crackers'. 
You see we crackers are mutants, defects, 
homosexual deviants blah blah fucking btah. 

Ras Kass is evidently of above average 
intelligence, but thinks this gives him the 
license to twist genetic theory - which I have 
no doubt he understands fully - into 
something patently false, not to mention 
dangerous. 


I'm all for the expression of righteous anger, 
but when it is backed up by some dogmatic 
perversion of science or philosophy • I find It 
all a little scary. Barring natural disasters, the 
world’s problems stem from one person 
thinking they know what is best for another. 
Slavery, genocide, murder, state oppression - 
all result from the premise that 'I am in the 
right by law, so deal with it and/or die.' It is 
important never to trust someone who 
thinks they have all the answers; Hitler 
thought he had all the answers. So do many 
new-age types, interestingly enough. Idealised 
utopias are built upon the corpses of those 
who couldn't fit in, and there's a telling 
double meaning in the Nazi euphemism of 
‘the road to Heaven’ for the one that led to 
the gas chambers. Heaven for whom? 

Dead Prez seem to have it all figured out. 

We should all live healthily as vegetarians. 




w** 


?re£ 


Smoking grass is good for you. Whitey is 
bad. The conspiracy killed Bob Marley. 
Before you make love with your woman you 
should honour her and enjoy a lovely game 
of chess. Not only does it contradict Itself 
over and over, but it's also kind of 
patronising, addressing the listener like 
everybody is a wealth-obsessed meat- 
guzzling monosyllabic rapist imbecile. It 
wasn't me or my ancestors that ran the slave 
ships, so if I'm going to be held accountable I 
don't see why the fuck you shouldn't Some 
of this needs to have been said. Some of it 
they should've fucking well thought about 
first Much of the music is great but then 
Skrewd river had good tunes as well. 


DMX 

...And Then There Was X 

USA, RUFF RYDERS / DEF JAM 546 
933-2 CD (2000) 

DMX is probably hip-hop's closest analogy to 
Nick Cave. His tales of death, disaster, 
self-loathing, and generally hitting a low, 
growled out in undeniably bluesy fashion, are 
the ramblings of a man on the edge talking to 
himself as he paces around in that cell on 
death row. The cover of 98's Flesh Of My 
Flesh Blood Of My Blood sports images of 
our boy emerging from a bathful of viscera. 
It's markedly gothic, and certainly pure Nick 
Cave in terms of that whole intensely 


religious bad seed thing that the renowned 
Australian laughing boy has going on. This is 
probably what turns a lot of people off Dark 
Man X, to give him his full name, but it is this 
relentless claustrophobic desperation that 
makes him so interesting, not to mention 
original. 

This said, it doesn't stand up well against his 
two previous albums, neither of which are 
what you'd call instant records, or happy-go- 
lucky; but with time they really get their 
claws in. I don't know what the problem is 
here. DMX is still on form, although there's 
nothing so memorable in lyrical terms as 
tracks like 'Damien', or its appropriately 
named sequel The Omen'. It has to be the 
music, which is largely produced by Swizz 
Beats. At the moment Swizzle's outstanding 
work is for The LOX. The stuff here isn't 
exactly cast-offs, but still, lacks the hooks and 
atmosphere of Flesh Of My Flesh Blood 

I OfMy Blood. I've got to wonder if a bit 
more time shouldn't be spent on the next 
one. If you are intrigued by the above 
v write- up and currently find yourself 
stricken by some personal crisis - say an 
inability to find that sought after Pokemon 
card, or perhaps one of your dogs is 
trying to play on your motherfuckm' 
game like a bitch-ass hoe - then go for 
* that Flesh Is My Flesh album which does 
> what this one should have, and with brass 
knobs on. 


Grandmaster Flash / 

[ The Furious Five / 
Grandmaster Melle 
Mel 

Adventures On The 
Wheels Of Steel 

UNITED KINGDOM, SEQUEL / CASTLE 
RECORDS NXTCD 305 3XCD (1999) 

The titles all looked very familiar on this 
commendably low-priced collection. 
Obviously I remembered things like The 
Message' and 'Jesse' and 'Scorpio', but the 
rest eluded recollection. So when I stuck this 
on the stereo, the effect was like some weird 
drug as each old friend came back. Shit! Not 
only the tunes, but I found myself singing 
along with most of the words, and even a 
few ad-libs. Now I know how Amie felt In 
Toca / Recall 

Sacrilegious though it may seem, I lack a vast 
store of fond memories for the old school. 
After a while, the jollity, the com, the 
borrowed nursery rhymes, and all the ladies 
saying ‘yooaaah’, really started to get on my 
tits. I'm still fucking glad that hip-hop moved 
on, but it's nice to be reminded that the 
cliches once sounded fresh and exciting and 
funky. In fact, they still sound damn fine to 
me on this collection. Nostalgia, or genuine 
staying power - 1 neither know nor care 
which of these accounts for most of this 
sounding unravaged by time and all that has 
happened since. The hopelessly cheesy 
kazoos, the solid mixing and scratching, the 
party numbers, the show-stopping lines like 
'New York. New York - big city of dreams. 
But everything in New York ain't always 
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what it seems. You might get fooled if you 
come from out of town, But I'm down by 
law and I know my way around,’ - there's a 
lot that followed in these same footprints, 
and some who tried to keep the party going, 
but few tracks here have been improved 
upon since. Sadly, not even by the group 
themselves. There's a couple of recent Melle 
Mel numbers here. They're okay, but not 
great, and the 'old dog - new tricks' equation 
is definitely in the house. Still, who cares - 
three CDs for the price of one with more 
classics than most manage in a lifetime. You 
can't really go wrong. 

Big Pun 

Yeeeah Baby 

USA, LOUD / EPIC 496362 2 CD (2000) 

Here's the album Pun finished just before 
going off to that great block party in the sky. 
Capital Punishment, his first solo offering, 
will hopefully be remembered as one of the 
all-time great debuts. Like some vast 
statue-of-liberty-scale exclamation mark, 
greeting the listener from over the horizon, 
the closer you get the more it appears that 
initial impressions were misleadingly modest. 
Capital Punishment was explosive, violent 
and surprising, but the thing that really robs 
you of your breath is the way this guy could 
rhyme, using language with a skill and fluency 
that made even the finest of his 
contemporaries sound like they're working 
from the blurb inside a birthday card. Capital 
Punishment made its point marked his 
territory, and silenced detractors with the 
finality of a neutron bomb. 

Pun has calmed down on Yeeeah Baby. It's 
still not to be fucked with, but the humour is 
stronger, and the music less aggressive. It's 
certainly a more eclectic set than Its 
predecessor, with frequent appearances of 
Terror Squad's golden tonsilled Tony 
Sunshine. There’s an R&B joint with Donell 
Jones, and Latino influenced tracks, which 
should demonstrate that this kind of thing 
doesn't by definition have to stink, contrary 
to what Ricky Martin or Carlos 'Interesting' 
Sultana... er Santana, might have you believe. 
We even get a weirdly incongruous operatic 
moment. 

Pun's lines still leave you lost for words... 
probably because he's already used them all 


up, in the time it takes most of us 
to confirm whether we'll be 
having the lobster or the 
cheese-doodles. Although the 
general thrust of Yeeeah Baby is 
more relaxed in terms of 
atmosphere, there is no reduction 
in the ferocity of the big yin's 
vocal arsenal, as you'll notice 
from: ‘I’m quick to dumb out Run 
up in your crib with the guns out 
Spray your peeps. Smack the baby 
teeth out your son's mouth, Who 
can stop me? I told shorty 'Imma 
shoot your pappy,' Caught him in 
the crapper with a clapper while 
he was doing ka-ky. I’ll probably 
die in jail. Make it through life and 
fry in hell, Either way Imma lead 
the way 'cause only time will tell, I 
rhyme for real not that imaginary 
vocabulary, I really will stab you and every 
one of my adversaries,' - all of which is 
delivered in about the time it takes Will 
Smith to say ‘punk-ass motherfucker’. I guess 
a legend starts here. 


Westside Stories 

Remember the west coast? It was inevitable that it 
should all blow up so dramatically with NWA and 
others at the end of the eighties, having been 
ignored and dismissed for so long by a NYcentnc 
press As Ice Cube observed, if it hadn't been for 
the west, hip-hop would probably still be The 
Treacherous Three So it’s sadly predictable that 
with the commotion all over and the focus back on 
the big apple, all the best New York stuff is that 
which owes a lot to the west, and more recently, 
the south Of course, the Snoops. Cubes and Ores 
have become too big to marginalise, but its 
generally overlooked that a hell of a lot of the 
westsiders who cemented their reputations early 
on in the last decade, are not only still at it, but in 
many cases doing their best work ever Mack 10, 
Spice 1, King Tee, MC Eiht, E40, Too Short, Cold 
187um and Above The Law, Xzibit, Jayo Felony. 
Rass Kass ... 

Above The Law 

Forever: Rich Thugs 

USA, WEST WORLD / STREET 
SOLID RECORDS STS 2005 
CD (1999) 

Above The Law were part of that 
wave of west coasters who came 
up in the wake of NWA. The first 
album Livin' Like Hustlers appeared 
on Eazy E's Ruthless label, and is 
still something of a classic. Time 
Will Reveal ( 1 996) and Legends 
( 1 998), which frankly, leave me lost 
for words, came out on Tommy 
Boy. Major success has thus far 
eluded Above The Law, and their 
dissatisfaction with Tommy Boy's 
lack of promotion left them 
desperate to strike out on their 
own. Legends was itself reportedly 
rushed out as a final fuck you' to 
the label, which is a weird - 
because that album, along with its 


predecessor, are the Sistine chapel of ballin' 
hip-hop. 

Above The Law have a deceptively 
uncluttered and laid-back sound. The 
smoked-out pimp theme runs so strongly 
through their back catalogue, that a label like 
'gangsta rap' doesn't really cover it. They 
might sound like just one more variation on 
the R&B / G-funk sound, but the closer one 
listens, the more apparent is the gulf which 
sets them apart from almost everyone else. 
Nothing is overstated, and while there's a 
complex pattern going on within the general 
weave of this music, this is a group that truly 
knows when and where to use gaps and 
spaces. The beats are relaxed and 
economical. Deep warm bass carries the 
tapestry of harpsichord or strings or guitar 
melody, and it isn't uncommon for 
something weirdly incongruous like a 
detuned guitar sample running backwards, or 
an untidy clattering sequencer, to be blended 
seamlessly into the mix. 

KMG's huskily soft spoken delivery perfectly 
compliments his pal's unique pseudo-falsetto: 
Cold I87um sounds like he was born to 
punctuate some fat 70s funk monster with 
sporadic commands about people putting 
their hands in the air. The vocals are as 
integral a part of the music as the pumping 
beats and handclap augmented snare. 
Contributing to this finely balanced 
demonstration of perfection, at least on 
'Black Mob' and 'P.I.M.P', is ATL protege 
Safecracka, whose deep rumbling Intonation 
is no doubt appreciated by the blue whale 
contingent of Above The Law fans. If he Isn't 
the hip-hop Barry White, then he's certainly 
the west coast answer to Biggie Smalls. Once 
again Above The Law have proved 
themselves to be untouchable. 

The Eastsidaz 

Snoop Dogg presents Tha 
Eastsidaz 

USA, DOGG HOUSE / TVT Records TVT 
2040-2 CD (2000) 

Eastsidaz, because Snoop, Tray Deee, and 
Goldie Loc are from the east side of Long 
Beach, California. I think they may be trying 
to build bi-coastal bridges, in the wake of all 
that hostility a few years ago. Snoop's doing 
one final album for No Limit, after which he 
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intends to put all energies into his own thing 
with Dogg House and this lot, his new group. 
And dizamn!, the excitement of being the 
head honcho just radiates from the speakers. 
I’ve always suspected he was born in the 
wrong decade; in an alternate time-line he's 
on a 1970s stage parping out fat-ass P funk, 
sporting an afro dwarfed only by his flares 
and Mount Rushmore (in that order), 
offering the occasional ‘yowzah’ into the 
vocoder. Even the gangstafied bits are some 
sort of celebration. The whole set with its 
purring basslines, languid 
cruisin'-in-ma-stx-fo' beats, and infectious 
synth squiggles, drives slowly past your 
porch with a megaphone announcing that 
G-funk is most definitely not over, it's just 
that it hasn't sounded this fresh and 
enervated in a while. Particularly fine is 'G'd 
Up', which does much to confirm that 
Battlecat, is going to be a name you can't 
escape from. It strongly echoes that 
too-hot-to-move, drunk-and-happy summer 
vibe of 'Nuthin' But A G Thang'. Take It 
Back To '85' is similarly hard to prise off the 
stereo; I suspect prolonged listening must 
turn your life into a scene from Shaft - 
where the fuck did all these sequins come 
from? Bloody Hell, this is about as flawless as 
it gets. I foresee great things for Tha 
Eastsidaz and Dogg House Records. The only 
dark clouds on the horizon are the sleeve 
notes which promise at least five motion 
pictures from this stable. Snoop's big screen 
appearance’s are best when they're brief, like 
in No Limit's excellent and hilarious / Cot 
The Hook-Up!, or Danny Hoch's equally fine 
White Boys, both of which you should rent 
now. When carrying anything heavier than a 
brief cameo, Snoop is painful to watch, as 
was demonstrated by No Limit's worry ingly 
useless Gang Law. But on home turf he has 
few equals, and Snoop Dogg presents Tha 
Eastsidaz might be his best set to date. 

Big Hutch aka Cold 
187um 

Executive Decisions 

USA, WEST WORLD / STREET SOLID 
RECORDS STS 2002 CD (1999) 

'Sixteen Killer New Tracks!’ proclaims the 
blurb on the cover, and I could leave the 
review at that. Cold I87um, responsible for 
much of the production, is the main reason 
why Above The Law are so earth-shakingly 
fine. It could almost be Forever Rich Thugs 
part two but - roger me senseless with the 
business end of a carpet beater - it might be 
- gibber - even better. The emphasis is more 
towards fat and funky than smoke saturated 
menace, but that sense of space and restraint 
is still very much in evidence. The creative 
use of sampling is taken further here, with 
incongruous sounds strapped down onto the 
smooth beats like it was the most natural 
combination in the world: a typewriter on 
one track, and bird song through the backing 
of ’Elevate’, but the most impressive is 
'Bubonic Plague’, based around a vocal 
sampled into a doo-wop bass which just 
takes the top of your head off, and there can 
be no doubt it's right up there with 'Black 
Superman', ’ 1 00 Spokes', 'X.O. Wit Me', and 
other moments of ATL genius. As Above 


The Law have become unwittingly trapped in 
the vicious circle of cult status, this probably 
won't blow them up any more than previous 
efforts. Maybe they just aren’t destined to be 
appreciated within their own lifetime. A pity, 
because musically they're unique, and 
listening to the fantastic subtleties of 
Executive Decisions it’s obvious that old 
mother I87um didn't raise no fool. This 
album makes me want to rob a fucking bank! 
It's that good! 

NIC Eiht 

N' My Neighborhood 

USA HOO BANGIN' / PRIORITY 
RECORDS P2 50103 CD (2000) 

MC Eiht serves up another dozen tales of 
wearing predominantly blue clothes and 
getting cheddar, set against a customarily 
smooth backdrop. Eiht has always shown a 
general preference for silky funk, and this 
has, on occasions, backfired with music that 
would anaesthetize Sadd on a coffee buzz. 
Not here though. The production, courtesy 
of Young Tre, Binky Mack, and rather 
tantalisingly DJ Slip - MC Eiht's old 
comrade from the days of 
Compton's Most Wanted, is a little 
more punchy and raw than on 
Section 8. The biggest musical 
surprise is ‘So Ruff, introduced as 
'some of that futuristic shit’ which 
sounds like a homage of sorts to 
the whole Swizz Beats / Ruff 
Ryders sound filtered through a 
westsidesthersiser.. okay, so it 
doesn't seem probable that such 
an unlikely sounding instrument 
could exist, but let's face it, if it 
does, you can bet Mack 1 0‘s got 
one. There are no surprises here 
of sufficient magnitude to turn 
anyone's hair white, but it's 
another fine MC Eiht album, with 
appearances by Mack 10 and 
Techniec (who has definitely been 
overlooked for far too long) which 
is more than good enough for the 
likes of me. You just can't beat this west 
coast shit. 


Dirty South 

Home at last, at least musically What is it about 
the south that produces such fine music? Is it 
something in the water? Is it to do with climate or 
the way in which equatonal gravity differs from its 
polar counterpart, if it does? Every time I listen to 
southern hip-hop, for a brief moment, I experience 
that same initial rush of excitement I experienced 
as a kid on Christmas morning Ah - back on home 
ground I find I am able to trust the south I take 
chances buying CDs without heanng them, based 
on a cover, or promising titles, and following this 
practice it b the south that has never let me down 
Even the few lacklustre southern hip-hop elpees I 
have still manage to knock spots off much widely 
acclaimed east coast produce I love how the 
sounds of Memphis, New Orleans, Miami, 
Houston, and Atlanta, are as different to each other 
as is hip-hop from LA New York, Canada, Brixton, 
and Manchester - yet, you could never possibly 


mistake any southern hip-hop for the fruit of some 
other locality It just makes me crave more South 
Park Mexican; Mental Ward Clik; DJ Squeeky, 
Kottonmouth, Money Butt Naked - Just the names 
alone seem to promise hitherto unprecedented 
quantities of bounce, crunk, and general 'bout it 
'bout it-ness I must hear more of this stuff Damn 
Oh welt, here's the story so far /all 


504 Boyz 

Goodfellas 

USA NO LIMIT / PRIORITY P2 50722 
CD (2000) 

The story so far: 1 998 - everyone loves No 
Limit Even the staff of my local library can 
be heard singing 'Hoo ride. Homicide, Stay 
strapped. Wit dem gats cocked ready t'put 
some fools on dey back,' to themselves as 
they rearrange Jilly Cooper novels in 
alphabetical order; 1 999 - perplexingly bad 
reviews are dished out for otherwise 
excellent albums by C-Murder, Mercedes, 
and Master P; Cash Money records jump 
start their career by releasing a string of Hot 
Boy$ records slagging off No Limit; The Hot 


Boy$ are annoyed at the forthcoming No 
Limit film which uses the working title Hot 
Boys Master P Insists the term is just ghetto 
slang and he has as much right to use it as 
anyone; 2000 - everyone loves the Hot 
Boy$. Even my dentist hums the refrain to 
‘Bling filing' as he adds another unnecessary 
filling; Hot Boys comes out on video, except 
now it's called Gang Law and is fucking 
awful, unlike / Gbr The Hook-Up!, No 
Limit's previous screen offering, which was 
truly inspired; The No Limit camp goes 
strangely silent, with no new CDs on release 
for nearly half a year; Kane & Abel, Mr. 
Serv-On, and Fiend flee the nest; Beats By 
The Pound, the label's in-house production 
team are handed their P45s; Snoop promises 
that The Last Afea/will be his final album for 
the label; Rumours abound that Mystikal has 
also fucked off to pastures new • shit!: 
Finally... Goodfellas in the pipeline for at 
least three years, is released; No Limit is 
back, reportedly with a boo- yah boo-yah. 

Master P has bided his time, reassessed the 
general state of affairs, and thus unleashed all 
his trump cards with this album in the hope 
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based around frenetic high hats 
over mkf to slow tempo beats, 
with staccato machine gun rapping. 
It's heavily electronic, making 
much use of gritty analogue synth 
and sampled orchestra. My first 
experience with this lot was the 
superb Tear Da Club Up Thugs 
album CrazyNDaLazDayz, which I 
listened to thinking ‘this sounds 
like John Carpenter doing 
hip-hop’, only to have my opinion 
rudely underlined by 'When God 
Calls Time Out' which empties 
banana dips of staccato raps over 
an updated version of Carpenter's 
music from Assault On Precinct 
13. Wow! This stuff is seriously 
fucking nasty, and I love it! 

Grinding synth, overdriven TR-606 
drum machines, and an unrelenting 


that those Hot Boy$ might shut the fuck up. 
In addition to the regular No Limit cast, 
Goodfellas introduces a whole new line up 
of tank recruits including Samm, X-Con, 
Terror, Mr Marcelo, and Tupac soundalike 
Krazy. Lyrically it makes for a pretty 
formidable barrage. The naming of names is 
still regarded as a no-no by P and family, but 
it's hard to mistake much of this for anything 
other than an extended verbal beat down 
directed at that other New Orleans label. 

Considering that this is a sort of 
coming-out-with-guns-blazing job, it is 
paradoxically one of the tank's least musically 
satisfying releases. The production is 
intricate and polished; I suspect the problem 
is the lack of tunes. Many tracks are a 
variation on Mannie Fresh's production for 
the Hot Boy$ - sort of 'look, we can even do 
your shit better than you’, but it isn't always 
successful. Plus it’s a little peculiar to hear a 
few tracks culled from 1999 albums by Mac, 
Mercedes and Master P himself. P's biggest 
mistake has been to take note of the 
criticisms recently pointed in his direction. 

"Whodi' - the equivalent of being run over by 
an armoured troop-carrying piano manned 
by tank hounds celebrating their victory with 
pizzicato strings - is as strong as anything 
from the years when the label could do no 
wrong. Snoop's 'Souljas' and 'I Can Tell', a 
duet between Mac and Mercedes are no less 
impressive. It's a good, if not great. No Limit 
album, with much to suggest that there's still 
fire in there. Hopefully C-Murder's 
impending Trapped In Crime will prove to 
be a more convincing return to form. 


Various Artists 

Three-6-Mafia presents 
Hypnotize Camp Posse 

USA, HYPNOTIZE MINDS / LOUD 
RECORDS 1883-2 CD (2000) 

Three-6-Mafta are based in Memphis, the 
home of Elvis Presley, and there is something 
peculiarly appropriate, in an American gothic 
sense, about this. As all of the production 
and musical arrangement for the Hypnotize 
Minds label is handled by DJ Paul and Juicy 'J', 
the core members of Three-6-Mafia, this is 
basically a Mafia album with more guest 
vocalists than usual. The Memphis sound is 


barrage of truly disturbed lyrics. There's 
drive-bys and the gang stuff you're probably 
expecting, but it goes dangerously further, 
taking in human sacrifice, cannibalism, and 
the occasional estrangement of heads from 
bodies. They don't care who they piss off, 
and it makes sense that Juicy | should go 
further than merely having gold teeth, by 
having 24-carat vampire fangs. Not just 
ghetto fabulous - cemetery fabulous! Being 
the closest hip-hop analogy for groups like 
Slayer, Venom, or even I suppose 
Whitehouse without the art gallery 
connotations, this lot must have Tipper Gore 
and her righteous pals browning their 
trousers like they're getting paid for it. 

You might find the lyrical concerns a bit 
much - and here I would point out that if 
you've ever enjoyed a horror film 
or something with Amie busting 
heads, then it's a little suspect to 
start getting uptight just because it's 
black folks splashing the theatrical 
blood around - but the whole, with 
the fucking superb music, really will 
take your breath away. 

As Hypnotize Minds releases go, 
this doesn't quite reach the heights 
of CrazyNDaLazDays or Gangsta 
Boo's Enquiring Minds (from which 
'Fuck You' is possibly the greatest 
thing to come out of Memphis 
since the King's 'His Latest Flame’), 
but there's still more than enough 
to justify purchase. Hypnotize 
regulars Project Pat, Gangsta Boo, 

Koopsta Knicca, Pastor Troy, 

Crunchy Black, and new gal on the 
block La Chat, all turn in 
respectable trunk bangers. By far 
the finest, not to mention the most terrifying 
is Tear Da Club Up Thugs' 'Da First Date' 
which is about as chilling a horror 
soundtrack as hip-hop Fas ever produced. 
Gothic types, give up now. This bunch will 
scare the living shit out of you. 

D'Angelo 

Voodoo 

USA, EMI 7243 5 23373 2-3 CD (2000) 

D'Angelo's upbringing in Richmond, Virginia 
was set against a backdrop of hardcore 
Pentecostalism involving religious hysteria. 


channelling, speaking in tongues, the driving 
out of demons, and three exotic holidays a 
year for the owner of the local tambourine 
factory. He is therefore qualified to use so 
intensely evocative a title as Voodoo. This 
album defies categorisation, despite 
D'Angelo's being lumped in with 'new soul' 
bores of the kind that doubtlessly get Mojo 
readers stroking their goatees with enough 
vigour to start fires. It isn't hip-hop, despite 
the DJ Premier produced 'Devil's Pie', or an 
appearance by Method Man and Redman. It 
isn't entirely jazz, or R&B, or soul, although 
elements of these appear in the ingredients 
and it is certainty soulful. Whatever it is, it 
tastes goooood. 

D'Angelo writes everything, and plays most 
of the instruments himself. The production is 
phenomenally intimate, with a live sound that 
suggests you're there in the room with his 
nibs, alone but for the invisible channelled 
spirits of Smokey Robinson, Marvin Gaye, 
and Prince before he became shit Its 
warmth, and its use of solid musical tradition 
to ground-breaking and wonderfully 
adventurous ends, result in a work that 
sounds impossibly fresh and futuristic.'Devil's 
Pie' from the Belly soundtrack, seemed a 
needlessly cruel teaser given that we had to 
wait three years for this album, but it's been 
worth it Voodoo is so soft-spoken and 
gentle that it goes almost unnoticed until you 
suddenly realise you've been quietly 
humming 'Untitled (How Does It Feel)' or 
'Africa' for the past six weeks solid. I have to 
say I still prefer Sleepy’s Theme for the 
slightly more chocolatey textures, although 
what this lacks in overtly wide-trousered 
pimp cool, it makes up for with understated 
but nonetheless vertiginous depths. If you're 


reading this suspecting that Voodoo may be 
the only thing in this issue's Sound bombing 
you're likely to enjoy, then please go with 
that hunch and let there finally be something 
that we can both agree on. 

White Dawg 

Thug Ride 

USA, PAPER CHASERS PC0200 CD 

( 1999 ) 

I suspect those among you unlikely to enjoy 
Thug Ride, already know who you are by 
now; it does have a lot in its favour. As yet 
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another lyrical gangsta, Monsieur Dawg 
(whom I assume is unrelated to Deputy) may 
not be pushing any envelopes, but is well 
qualified to serve up good workmanlike 
helpings of that ballin' stuff that people such 
as myself just can't have too much of. unless 
it’s from New York and involves neglected 
handkerchiefs. His delivery ain’t too bad 
either. It's just so darned dirty south that he 
makes Master P sound like Rex Harrison's 
done an Eliza Doolittle on his ass: ‘Da rai ii 
Spai fohw mai owh d' plai.’ Irrespective of 
origins, he's now based in Deerfield Beech, 
some forty or so miles north of Miami, and 
so is probably entitled to drawl, what with 
living In the southern most tip of the States. 
Geography has had an equally strong 
influence on his nicely self produced music. 
'Bounce & Jump' tears da club up as good as 
anything that's come out of New Orleans. 
Nearer to home, his take on Miami bass is 
amongst the best I've heard (er... Miami bass, 
in case the term is unfamiliar, is kind of what 
evolved from 2 Live Crew doing their own 
take on Afrika Bambaataa's 'Planet Rock' - 
fast and bass heavy skipping hip-hop with 
distant echoes of Kraftwerk) most notably 
the brilliant ‘Lay 'Em Down' which employs 
that scary music from Cape Fear in the 
service of emptying the listener's bowels. 
There's even a bitter-sweet 
thug-with-a-heart pop rap number in the 
form of 7 Days', nestling with disconcerting 
comfort amid all the tales of hitting people 
and using unconventional means of 
improving one's financial standing. On paper 
it shouldn't be, but in practice this is a pretty 
convincing set. So he lacks the lyrical 


brilliance of, for example Eminem (just off 
the top of my head, like) but it kind of 
warms my heart to know that there is one 
white rapper whom NME will never be able 
to assimilate. 

Three 6 Mafia 

When The Smoke Clears - 
Sixty 6, Sixty 1 

USA, HYPNOTIZE MINDS / LOUD 
RECORDS 1732-2 CD (2000) 

Lord, how I've been waiting for this one. For 
me, the Three 6's finest moment is still Live 
By Yo Rep (1995) featuring the slowest and 
most irredeemably evil hip-hop you'll ever 
hear. The thoroughly blood curdling title 
track during which Gangsta Boo, Crunchy 
Black. Lord Infamous and pals describe In 
luridly detailed and rapidly fired lines the 
tortures to be inflicted upon members of 
Bone Thugs N Harmony for the crime of 
biting the Memphis sound, has to be 
something of a landmark in the annals of 
scary music. Whitehouse? Jap noise? Devil's 
fan club metal? Get the fuck outta here. That 
shit doesn't even touch the sides. William 
Bennett might sound a bit tasty in one of his 
art gallery installation gigs but this lot turn up 
on your doorstep just to throw a 
motherfucking gang sign in yo face, fool! 
Chpt. 2 'World Domination' ( 1 997) and this 
album both sound oddly spartan compared 
to those earlier dirty beats, and neither 
succeed with such unparalleled vicious 


energy for an entire hour, but there's enough 
to demonstrate that Live By Yo Rep was no 
fluke. They've toned down the Satanic stuff, 
but the general mood still suggests the 
soundtrack to the apocalypse, as is the idea 
behind the cover upon which Pen & Pixel 
graphics have truly surpassed themselves. 
Particularly noteworthy is the sparing but 
eclectic line up of guests who turn up to add 
their tuppence worth: Goodie MOb's Big 
Gipp; Insane Clown Posse and Twiztid (yet 
more white rappers from Detroit); ex- No 
Limit soldier's Fiend and Serv- On on 
Touched Wit It* - and by the way, Fiend's 
bullfrog-with-laryngitis style delivery sits so 
well over the Memphis crunk sound that I 
hope this isn't the last collaboration between 
the two; and most impressive of the lot, 
underground legends UGK who more than 
pull their weight on the ode to cough 
medicine 'Sippin' On Some Syrup'. 

Tracks like '44 Killers' and the truly [insert 
adjective suggesting panoramically terrifying 
here - 1 can't find one strong enough] 
'M.E.M.P.H.I.S.' are still enough to start a 
switchblade fight in a monastery. Three 6 
Mafia are one of the most vivid 
demonstrations of why the southern states 
of hip-hop still shit over 99% of the hyped-up 
New York hopefuls. Buy this if you're 
curious, but if you happen to see Live By Yo 
Rep in a record shop, push old people, 
women carrying babies and small children 
out of the way to hook yourself up with this 
wild Memphis shit. Oh, and Gangsta Boo gets 
them out on the inside cover (again), which 
is fine by me. 
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La Legendo des Vocx. INA-GRM, Mode, Firework Ecftion. Pogus Productions. WrK. Alga 
Marghen. Paradigm Discs. Matchless Recordings. Wergo. GROSS , Art ted Rocordngs. 
Touch. Raster- Noton, Streamline. Robot Records, I.C.R.. XI Records. Fre Breathng 
Turtle. GMEB, CoC. Het Apoiohu®. Fringes recordngs, Nepless. Elica. Mystic Fire Video. 
12k. Povertech. Sedmerrtal, Digital Narcis Ud.. Dorobo. Frog Peak Music, Drone Records. 
Hacca Note. Edition Modem. Banned Production. Durian Records. Hat Hut Records Ltd.. 
Exad Change. Atlas Press, Cotd Blue Records. Intransitive Recordngs. Amoebc, 

artists such as *0. AMM, Robert Ashley. Aube. Derek Bailey, Francois Bayle. David 
Behrman, William S. Burroughs, John Cage. Andrew Chalk. Loren Chasse, Henri Chopin. 
Clmax Golden Twins. Col, Tony Conrad. Enc Cordier, Phiip Comer. Cranioctast. Frames 
Dhomont Tod Dockstader. Kevin Drumm, lancu Dumitrescu. John Duncan. Leif Elggren, 
Faust. Morton Fefdman. Luc Ferrari, Fin. Bernard Fort. Terry Fox. Elen Pullman. Jon 
Gibson. Maloolm Goidslen, Gruppo di Improwisazione Nuova Consonanza. bemhard 
gunter. Hatohan. Christoph Heemann. Bernard Heidseick, Pierre Henry. John Hudak, Jerry 
Hunt, id battery. Ryof Ikeda. Jbat, Roll JlAus. Takehtsa Kosug, Christina Kubisch. Eric La 
Casa. Helmut Lachenmann. Alan Lamb. Richard Lerman. Life Garden. Rune Lndblad, 
Annea Lockwood. Francisco Lbpez. Alvin Luciec, Maeror Tri. Waller Marchetti. Stephen 
McGreevey, Roel Meefcop. Kryoshi Mizutam. Morphogenesis. nVs. Phill Nfcfcxk. Hermann 
Ntsch. Luigi Nono. Arne NonJhem. M North am. Nurse W«h Wound, Pauline Olrveros. Om(, 
Organum. Paul Ranhuysen, Bernard Rarmegiani. Harry Partch, Michael Prime, P16 D4, 
Douglas Quin. Ekane Rackgue. Horatiu Radulescu. Terry Riley. RLW. Steve Roden. Water 
Ruttmann. S B.O.TH.I , Giancnto Scetei, Pierre Schaeffer. Smal Cruel Party. Dene Smalley. 
Harry Smith. Solid Eye. Speculum Fight, Kartreirvz Stockhausen, Tada Masam. Taj Mahal 
Travellers, James Tenney. Giancario Toniutti. Toy Bizarre. David Tudor. Un Drame Musical 
Instantane, Voice of Eye, C M von Hausswolff. Chins Walson, HikJegard Westerkamp, 

Trevor Wehart, Iannis Xenakis. Otomo Yosh ih *Je , Zev. . 


electronic, textural, and otherwise strange sound bused recordings and related media 

Anomalous Records label releases: 

Hands To “Egress" LP GO 47 
Voice of Eye "Live* LP DV 940604 
Andrew Chalk. Rail Wehowsky & Eric Lanzillotta “Yang-Tur LP NOM 3 
Dave Krsoff “Nature naturans" CD NOT 1 
Richard Lerman *A Matter of Scale and other pieces" CD LERMAN 3 
Jeph Jerman “Tug Ear" 7“ sewa 50 
"water tower" Iff 1 sound 1 
Climax Golden Twns "dream cut short in the mysterious clouds* LP FBT006 

Forthcoming Anomalous Records retoases include: Agog "dust is their food 
and clay their meat" LP, Jonathan Coleckxigh “Period* LP, and a compilation 
LP featuring Jeph Jerman. Jonathan Coleclough. Dave Knott, Mirror. Monos. 

Climax Golden Twins, Mike Shannon. Agog and Richard Lerman 


STREAMLINE label releases 
(manutociuied ana distributed by Anomoiou* Peco'ds) 

Edward Ka Spet *Khataclimici China Doll* CD STREAMLINE 1009 
Mimif LP Streamline LP 1012 
Limpe Fuchs *NUR MAR MUS" CD STREAMLINE 1016 
Panteleimon 'Trees Hold Time* LP Streamline LP 1018 
Ora "Aureum* 2 x LP Streamline LP 1019 

Forthcoming releases from STREAMLINE include: Nurse With Wound 
Thunder Perfecl Mind" 2 x LP. Xhol Caravon 2 x LP. and Annie Anxiety 12". 



Visit our web site at: http://www.anomalousrecords.cofn/ or for email stock updates send email to: orders@anomalousrecords.com 
or send $1 .00 ($2.00 or 4 IRCs outside U S.) for printed catalog to: 

Anomalous Records, PO. Box 22195, Seattle, WA 98122-0195, U.S.A. 

wholesale inqu»r»os welcome contact us tor details. 
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THE 

UNHOLY 

THREE 


INTERVIEW WITH 

REYNOLS 

By Jim Haynes 


REYNOI^J IS AN ARGENTINIAN trio that certainly doesn't do much to fit within the user-friendly conventions of stablizcd musical aesthetics. 
The focal point for ReynoU is Miguel Tomasin, live lead singer / oracle of the group who suffers from Down’s Syndrone; yet despite his 
affliction, Tomasin brings a festive quirkiness and deeply poetic insight to the process of creating music for Reynols. After conjuring a myriad 
of unusual ideas and mystical pronouncements, Tomasin works with the classically trained engineers Alan Courtis and Roberto Conlazo to 
realize his transcendental neologisms within a sonic context. Miguel wants to release an album of blank tapes, anti Reynols manufactures 
such an album that despite the absurd source material is a breathtaking piece of dronoiogy... or Miguel wants to compose a symphony for 
10,000 chickens, and behold Reynols goes to a farm, records a bunch of chickens and produces an eerie David Lyndiian drone. 


For every conceptual mindfuck offered by Reynols, they will present themselves as a minimalist heroin rock band, but their sound is far 
abstracted from the canons of romantic abjection like the Velvet Underground or Spacemen 3. Rather, their fuzzed -out dinscrape dirges are 
infused with something inexplicably affirmative. I makes no bones about the fact that I don't understand them, but Reynols is one of the few 
bands that makes me very happy. 

The interview was answered by Robe to Conlazo and Anla Courtis October 2000. Miguel Tomasin didn’t come to answer because he had the 
painters at home but he gave all the official directives. Furthermore, this interview has not been edited, to accentuate the charm of Reynols. 


How did Reynols begin / 

Reynols didn’t begin yet. In the phisic form 
we started in 1 993 when we met Tomasin in 
Buenos Aires, Argentina, but in the real form 
Reynols is only starting like a subtle mill for 
all worlds. Anyhow Miguel always says that 
the band sarted when he was 3 years old and 
that means that the band begun in 1 967 
when we weren't born yet. 

What is the philosophy behind the Efimus 
Music School where Alan and Roberto 
teach / 

There is no something like a philosophy we 
can talk about. We only teach pupils to play 
nothingless, once they can do this we gave 
them a prize: a blank certificate where the 
pupil has to do his own examination puting a 
mark and sign it for himself. We also teach 
music for people with disabilities (down’s 
syndrome, autism, etc.) but in that case they 
don’t need any certificate. 

So is it Alan or Anla, Roberto or Robeto / 

Both are correct and incorrect. Miguel 
changed slighty but drastically our names, so 
Roberto bacame Robeto and Alan became 
Anla. Since Miguel has his own idiom (that 
sometimes he admits not to know), this 
names he gave us can be conceived as our 
official names in Tomasin's paralel universe. 

What is the working relationship of Reynols / 
How does the creative process reveal itself ? 

We have been constantly working in two 


basic places since our beginings: Buenos 
Aires and Minecxio. Our method, has been 
lightly modified through the years but is 
more or less the same than in 1993: Miguel 
orders us to stand in a triangle and starts 
giving us a hard slap in the face (sometimes 
he also gives himself a slap in his own face). 
Then he orders us to turn on the amplifiers 
and chooses what Instruments to play, 
whitout any care if we already know how 
play that instrument. It can be very different 
in each session, for example once he made 
us play only with the sound of the contact of 
the cords with our foreheads. Tomasin 
continues invocating El Pajaro Mixto (a bird 
deity that is half black and half comouflated) 
and shouts * 1 5 segundos a grabaciones’ as 
order to start. Then all turns into only one 
hole sound, in fact Reynols plays only one 
hole sound, it can sound very different but is 
always the same hole sound. The interesting 
point is that this is not an audible sound and 
that’s why it can appear in so different ways. 
We repeat this sessions at least once a week, 
there is nothing to rehearse, everytime 
sounds different, so we record everything. 
We store a big archeive with stuff for more 
than 50 records and more over 1 00 hours of 
video stuff. 

The conceptual pieces o/Blank Tapes and 
0,000 Chicken Symphony have a poetic 
simplicity to them realised with an incredible 
determination. On the other hand, Reynols ' 
rock blast ofBarbatrulos and Polos Mosco 
are whimsically varied. Is there a difference 


in the agendas behind various Reynols 
albums/ If so. what would they be/ 

Well, in words of Miguel our music is music 
for all the publics and all the universes, and 
that seems to require a wide approach. 
Tomasin always says that our music can only 
be heard in the inner side of the mirrors. So 
we only have to keep the music inside 
mirrors, and if we do so, is not a problem 
for us to do any style. From this point of 
view Reynols doesn’t play any style but is a 
style itself. The same way Carl Perkins 
developed his own guitar’s riffs, we reached 
our own ones, the only big difference is that 
our ‘riffs’ are inaudible (or even invisible) 
because they are in in fact the mind and not 
in the sound. Our ‘riffs’ are truly felt by the 
minds of the audience even if they don’t 
notice it. In that sense you can say that we 
definitely do psychic music. 

Having not heard Reynols In The Arms Of 
Pauline Oliveros, / can't offer any criticism of 
that record, but / do find that the tide itself is 
rich in romandc connotations. What is 
Reynols' attraction to Pauline Oliveros/ 

Pauline is part of our family, she is our astral 
grandmother. We met her the first time in 
his only visit to Buenos Aires in 1 994 and 
after a farewell concert we gave for her we 
started a relationship that is still alive until 
this second. In 1999 we played a netcast with 
her (NYC/Buenos Aires) and also made that 
remix album which first edition - sold out 
now - came spraypainted and with a bag of 
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sand. In this days the dutch label JDK/Cream 
Gardens is re-releasing Pauline Oliveros in 
the Arms of Reynols with a bonus track and 
remaked artwork. Also was incredible our 
live experince with her in our US Tour, we 
played for her ‘Lunar Opera’ at the Lincoln 
Center NY and also played an 
Oliveros/Reynols show at Rosendale Cafe 
(featuring Pacu in bom bo leguero). We 
stayed some daysat Pauline’s home in 
Kingston having a deep time and making the 
official video clip for the record. 

How did the US tour go? How did the band 
function with Miguel in Argentina? 

We really had an incredible tour. We played 
two months in 22 cities including: New York, 
Pittsburg, Detroit Chicago, Minneapolis, 
Omaha, Kansas, Austin, Nashville, Columbus, 
etc. We decided to end the trip staying some 
weeks in Houston, Texas, where we not 
only played some fine concerts (Meca, Mary 
Jane's, KTRU, etc.) but also gave several 
amazing workshops for people with 
dissabilities. Is difficult to explain all this 
experinces in few lines, was a lot of work 
but we enjoyed it very much. Miguel was 
definitely present in all the tour, not 
phiskally, but he really played all the shows. 

In Argentina all is bit different, the band 
functions like a folded horizon shaping a little 
inflatable bird, is something very special 
indeed, like a hollydays from many lifes. 

How were received in the US as opposed to 
Argentina? 

The reception in USA was really amazing, we 
played for very different audiences and 
mostly with incredible response. We didn’t 
arrive to the tour with an idea of what to 
expect but things went really well, even the 
press was pretty interested in our stuff 
which surprised us a bit. We came back with 
a bag full of articles from newspappers about 
the tour and is hard describe the weight of 
that bag... The other aspect of the tour was 
to meet people and see the reality of 
american life, we stayed mostly in house's of 
people with very different levels, the range 
went from abbandoned factories to 
millonaire’s mansions. We didn’t notice too 
much difference between american or 
argentinian audience, the only thing we can 
say is that americans eat more beef jerky. 

Can you talk about the visual mythology 
which is incorporated into Reynols? By this / 
mean the nearly psychedelic collages of 
xeroxed images which crudely repeat 
Miguels image amidst beehives, maps, and 
psychedelic concentric circles. Have you 
seen any of The Aphex Twin videos, 
especially ‘ Come To Daddy?’ 

For us that art is just like go and open a tap, 
the only difference is that the water that 
flows can only be drank by the people who 
understand that ONE is the same to MANY 
but is still being ONE. About Aphex Twin 
didnt see any of that videos but the question 
would be: Did George Washington use that 
haircut because of Larry of The Three 
Stooges? 

I've heard of some of Miguel's mythologies 
surrounding Chihuahas as well as birds (the 
chicken symphony is a due). What is 
Reynols connection to nature - animal, plant, 
and mineral? 


Our main audience always has been firstly 
the molecules. That’s why for us, there is no 
main difference between plants rocks, dogs 
or humans as public. We actually did many 
concerts specially for each one of the three 
kingdoms and all were nice experiences. 
However we have to say that a big advantage 
that rocks and plant has, is that they don’t 
need to wave their lightners in the slow 
pieces. 

You have mentioned that alternate 
consciousness is a state you wish to achieve 
through Reynols. If this has occured through 
Reynols, which has been the best examples? 

Well, the fact is that Miguel doesn't need to 
alternate (or alterate) anything. His 
consciousness is emiting something that 
trascends any explanation. He is an 
subliminal helix -smaller and bigger than the 
cosmos- that is always rotating in order to 
refresh the souls. And when Miguel cannot 
come for any reason, he lend us that helix , 
so the only fact is to keep it rotating in the 
retatimo frequence, that’s all. 

It may be an ignorant American question. 
Does Reynols hold any ties to the magic 
realism of Borges and Gabriel Garcia 
Marquez? 

We are not in conditions to answer that 
question, the only thing we can say is that 
with the gathered resourscs from our 
dematerialized CD we will create an asylum 
for imaginary ancient. It will have imaginary 
walls painted of imaginary beige. 

How is the No Reynols project going? Can 
we expect any material from No Reynols? 

We started with No-Reynols project when 
we discovered that there is no human 
posture (intelectual or non-intelectual) that 
can fight against Tomasin. So decided to do 
something about if create our own 
competence with the idea of not leaving 
Miguel so lonely. Anyhow we could only 
start with No-Reynols when we found the 
right person: Juan Manuel Acevedo, another 
drummer who has Down's Syndrome but 
has a very different style. Juan Manuel (also 
known as Hippie Charles Bronson) plays 
drums very slow and has a very personal 
chant. We are planing to start releasing 
some recorded stuff from this project soon. 

What does the future hold? 

Well, lots of projects actually, here some of 
them. We have a new 2 CDs coming this 

days: one is on Betley 

Welcome Careful Drivers (UK) and the 
other is the re-release of our Oliveros remix 
album on JDK (Nederlands) and Lowlands 
(Belgium). We are doing a Reynols / 
No-Reynols double LP for Freedom From 
(USA), also since this label wants to 
re-release our old tapes in vinyl so will begin 
with that work by next year. We now are 
finishing a 3’ CD for Gameboy Records. 
There is a finished collab LP with british 
band Prick Decay that is coming soon on 
BWCD and Freedom From. With the 
recordings from the USA Tour 2000 will do 
a series of releases that is starting soon with 
a 7' in Black Bean & Placenta. Then we have 
to finish a piece made only with amplified air 
that will be released in february 200 1 as 7* 
by SSS from Pittsburgh. We also have stuff 
recorded for a Pauline Oliveros in the Arms 


of Reynols UVE! album and will start 
mastering it when we have time along with 
other several project with her. Another 
interesting project is an album called Reynols 
live at NASA made with the stuff we 
recorded at NASA in Houston, not label for 
it yef There is also a lot of stuff coming in 
compilations including: an MSBR comp., 
Bananfish, Muckraker and the tUMULt comp 
of Drone vinyls. Finally lots of other future 
projects including videos and a book. We are 
also planing to do an european tour next 
year and will proably return to the US for 
another tour. So well seem will be pretty 
busy... 

Any other comment? 

Yes, we never had a dog, that’s why nobody 
will be never able to kill it. 


REYNOLS: Virrey Cevallos 592 I / 

2 (1077) Buenos Aires, Argentina 

reynols@hotmail.com 

REYNOLS Selected 
Discography 

Gordura Vegetal Hidrogenada 

ARGENTINA. NO LABEL (1995) 

Botes Tristes UNITED KINGDOM, 
MATCHING HEAD (1996) 

Roto Chivas 268 UNITED KINGDOM, 
MATCHING HEAD (1997) 

Dohdo Vehdohdo Rulo UNITED 
KINGDOM. KYLIE PRODUCTIONS (1998) 

Oreja de tipo ore/a simbo SWITZERLAND, 
GURTELTIERTAPE (1998) 

Live in Argentina Vol 2 GERMANY, 
SCROTUM RECORDS (1998) 

Lob Fenser Patagonia JAPAN. SEMI-ROAR 
(1999) 

Sonirdo de io Mofifero USA AMERICAN 
TAPES (1999) 

Lo cabachua io come de b conejo USA 
SPITE (1999) 

Polos Mosco USA POLYAMORY / 
FREEDOM FROM (1999) 

Pauline Oliveros in the Arms of Reynols 

USA WHITE T (1999) 

/ 0.000 Chickens Symphony GERMANY, 
DRONE RECORDS (2000) 

Blank Tapes GERMANY, TRENTE 
OISEAUX (2000) 

Barbatrulos USA FREEDOM FROM (2000) 

UNITED KINGDOM, BWCD 
I USA BLACK BEAN AND PLACENTA 
( 2000 ) 

Minecxio USA FREEDOM FROM (2000) 

Pauline Oliveros in the Arms of Reynols 

NETHERLANDS, CREAM GARDENS (2000) 
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Andre Almurd 

D6pli 

ITALY, ELICA MPO-3330 CD (2000) 

An absolutely uncanny record. Title for 
this collection translates roughly as 
‘unfolded’, or ‘spread out’ - as accurate 
as a description as we can get to nail 
down the nebulous structure of this 
astonishing, ethereal music. Three 
lengthy works by this French-bom 
modem composer, one composed as 
the soundtrack to an experimental 
movie, two others connected with 
performance-actions, all three of them 
presenting an array of amazing sounds 
unfolding and spreading out over time - 
the pieces don’t appear to develop very 
much like conventional music, yet they 
become increasingly fascinating and intense 
the more you listen, and the more you 
immerse yourself in this sound world. 

The second track is the most immediately 
stunning. ‘Terrae Incognitae' was composed 
for musicians and a group of 60 singers, 
performing that bizarre ‘sprechgesang’ (sung 
speech) that opponents of modem music 
seem to find so threatening. Other 
composers who have deployed it include 
Stockhausen, possibly most annoyingly on his 
interminable ‘late’ works such as Sirius and 
Donnerstag Aus Lie hr. Then there’s Gyorgy 
Ligeti, whose 1 960s composition Nouvel/ie 
Adventures required all manner of startling 
whoops, laughs and garbled nuttiness from 
the classically trained singers who were 
required to perform it. But let’s bend an ear 
to Andr6 Almuro’s intense and ritualistic 
piece, which was recorded in 1978 at the 
Notre- Dame Cathedral in Caen. The massed 
voices start out faint, feeling their way against 
the unearthly instrumentation (electronic I 
suspect), then swell and grow as they blend 
together into one perfect mass of shapeless, 
abstract intoning. The piece proceeds to stay 
more or less in one place, and slowly its 
uncanniness begins to unsettle the listener’s 
rational mind. The voices seem human at first, 
but become distinctly unearthly - like a 
massed meeting of the outer space United 
Nations, a parley for peace among the 
warring planets. It’s a measure of significant 
art that can make us perceive the familiar 
world as though we had never noticed how 
beautifully strange it is. We’re tuning in to an 
incomprehensible, yet spectacular, event. 

Towards the end of Terrae Incognitae’ the 
continuum of the voices fragments slightly, 
laughter and gobbledy-gook emerges from 
cracked throats to allow what sounds like a 
Theremin centre-stage, with its burring whine 
resembling a peaceful siren call for the aliens 
to climb back on board the mother ship. The 
audience, who I think had been getting 
restless by this point, break into spontaneous 
applause; the clappers and cheer ers then do 
battle with the booors, two warring sides of 
the stunned cultural elite. The reactions of 
the audience extend some vocal formulations 
of the work itself,’ muses the sleeve-note 
here. That’s putting it mildly. The premiere of 
this piece also featured further a alienating 
device in the shape of a performance-action 
taking place in the nave. Rumoured t b be 
slightly scandalous, I suspect it may have been 
a mockery of the Holy Communion, since 


In the ART GALLERY 

Performance-Action 
Modern Composition 
Rumori alia Rotonda 


three ofTiciators using ‘powders, strings, honey and seaweed’ are alluded to here. Find out 
from this what it’s like to mess with a large Catholic audience! 

Performance art also featured as part of I979’s ‘Boomerang’, of which we hear the Prelude 
section here - 1 3 minutes of blissed -out industrial soft-grind noise. The actors for the work 
were moving around in a kind of cityscape mock-up with traffic cones, traffic barriers and 
mattresses - and most incongruously, an entire upside-down tree. The photographs from this 
work resemble a Kraftwerk LP sleeve come to life, while the mysterious non-musical 
sound anticipates Nurse With Wound and followers thereof. Although this one of Almurb’s 
might appear more rooted in the grit of everyday life than the more sublime Terrae 
Incognitae’, in fact the sounds are every bit as perplexing and equally gorgeous. 

Andr6 Almur6 (b 1927) started out life as a painter in Paris, and from an early age steeped 
himself in fine art culture of all stripe - including ‘difficult’ poetry work like the Lettristes, 
besides Surrealism, Dada, Picasso, and the music of Messiaen and Stravinsky. He made his first 
mark on the world by founding the Mouvement Sensationniste in 1945, but I guess the world 
and his brother were forming Isms by the cartload between the wars and beyond. He went on 
to exhibit his paintings, but gave up visual arts in 1950 to develop a form of radiophonic music 
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without any help from Pierre Schaeffer, and 
this burgeoned into work for experimental 
ballets and films in the 1950s. He worked as a 
producer at French Radio for over 35 years, 
and collaborated with big guys like 
Parmegiani, Jean Genet, Jean Cocteau and 
Andre Breton. He released not a few electro- 
acoustic LPs in the 1 960s, which were far 
more intense and emotional than the usual 
dry experimentation of French Radio studio 
works. The corporeal performance-action 
work collaborations, appear to start 
emerging in the late 1 970s and early 1 980s. 

‘Le Troiskme Oeil’ is the most recent piece, 
from 1991, and it opens the CD - comprised 
of environmental recordings mostly I assume, 
but I say this because the sound of the wind 
flapping is about the only thing I can 
recognise. The remainder is an exhilarating 
ride over a strange landscape, the traveller 
never quite sure what she’s hearing. This is 
the soundtrack for an experimental film about 
the human body which the artist made with 
Jean-Luc Gu ion net. Again, the sound is 
startlingly unfamiliar, but not hostile; you 
remain entranced over 27 minutes, up to 
your neck in the sheer alien beauty of it. If 
taken in conjunction with the film images 
(some reproduced here). I’m sure it would 
induce a deep rapture of bewilderment - 
without a doubt your ‘third eye’ would 
indeed be opened. 

Once again I’m genuinely grateful to this 
terrific Italian record label and all its staff, for 
bringing yet another piece of remarkable and 
beautiful music to my attention. I sincerely 
hope, dear reader, that this music will also be 
welcome in your home and hearth. 

ED PINSENT 

Via Arduino 97. 100 1 5 Ivrea TO. 

Italy, eadelica@dn.it 


Maryanne Amacher 

Sound Characters (Making 
the 3rd Ear) 

USA, TZADIK TZ7043 CD (1999) 

Although Maryanne Amacher has been 
creating electronic sound scapes for over 
twenty years, it has only been in the last few 
years that she has released recordings of her 
work. Previous Amacher recordings can be 
found on a series of compilation CDs of 
electroacoustic, ambient and similar music 
which I'll call the Drones trilogy, released in 
the mid 1 990s by the Sombient/ Asphodel 
label. In order, these CD sets are Throne of 
Drones, Swarm of Drones and Storm of 
Drones and provide over seven hours of 
listening pleasure. Since Amacher's music 
appears somewhere in each of these sets, you 
don't need the lot, just one will do if you 
want to hear some of her music. 

The relative paucity of Amacher’s work on 
CD and other media is partly due to the 
nature of the music itself which incorporates 
the architectural features of the setting where 
the work is being performed as a major 
clement in the creation and performance; an 
entire building or a series of rooms or spaces 
therein becomes an instrument producing 
sound, which would seem to come frtxn 
nowhere in particular - yet comes from 
everywhere. It must be an extraordinary 


experience to be walking around in, say, a museum or a church or perhaps Hong Kong’s Chek 
Lap Kok Airport at midnight and hearing Amacher’s massive sounds reverberating through the 
spaces and structures. Actually, I don’t think Amacher’s music has been played in any airport 
anywhere in the world but the one I just mentioned would be a good place to start. Airport 
lounge music would never be the same again! 

In the restricted space of the personal listening environment, a small fraction of the Amacher 
experience is possible if the CD is played as loudly as possible. Parts of tracks I and 4 and all 
of tracks 5 and 6 feature playful, toy-like tones which have the effect of bringing sounds and 
melodic patterns out of the neural networks in the brain to dance about between your ears 
and to issue out of them to dance around the body! The tones in these tracks can be 
hard-hitting and almost painful on the ear. Since the CD begins with these tones striking your 
ears and inducing the little noises and patterns to work their way out of your brains and ears, 
DONT PANIC! You will not suffer permanent damage from listening to this music. If hair 
starts sprouting from the palms of your hands and the soles of your feet, that’s a different 
problem entirely. 

The rest of the music is no less remarkable with deep, subterranean rumblings and tremors 
on ‘Tower’ and ‘Tower Metals’ and the rich, sinister soundscapes suggesting mega-hordes of 
giant bees swarming overhead and blackening the skies. Here I am reminded of those 
mysterious Mesopotamian bees in the science fiction movie WAX: or the Discovery of 
Television among the Bees, where they are revealed during the course of that movie to be 
guides to the Land of the Dead. Track 4 also includes some very fluid, almost Merzbow-like 
noises that erupt out of the speakers like sonic lava. This CD is highly recommended and must 
rate as one of Tzadik’s best releases in 1999. 

JENNIFER HOR 

Tzadik. 6/ East Eighth Street. PMB 126. New York. NY 10003, USA 

Matthew Ostrowski 

Vertebra 

USA, POGUS P21016-2 CD (1997) 

‘This is a recording of a live performance’, states composer Ostrowski, ‘one member of a set 
of possible solutions. Vertebra is a computer program, an environmental construction, a 
scaffold, in which the activity of making sense and its suspensions are not merely illustrated, 
but actually taking place’. In this loopy modernist work, we hear a vast number of randomly- 
organised sound events, derived from all manner of sources (including old records, natch), 
and everything is broken down into the most exquisite fragmented, disconnected gibberish. 
This is entirely appropriate from an artist who draws a parallel between his work and 
someone who sweeps up garbage and broken rubbish off the streets - as did Robert 
Rauschenberg, for example, who made stage sets for John Cage and Mcrce Cunningham using 
the junk of the cities in which the dance company were touring. Ostrowksi used to live and 
work in New York as a DJ and as a member of a band called Krackhouse. Now he lives in 
Utrecht, where he studied electronic musk composition. If you’ve ever felt that modern life is 
completely absurd, but also completely out of control, then this non-stop high-speed tour 
through the accumulated debris of the 20 th century is just the ticket for you. 

ED PINSENT 

SO Ayr Road. Chester. NY 10918. New York. USA 

id battery 

inferno from an occult diary 

USA, SIWA 5 VINYL LP (ND) 

Further treated environmental recordings from this Los Angeles duo of Loren Chasse and 
Brandon LaBelle. In amongst the murk of unidentifiable sounds, you might occasionally spot 
bird song, bells, traffic going by, or a spoon being rattled against a metal ashtray. This suggests 
that all sounds have pretty much the same currency to id battery (the sounds of the city are 
just as important as those of the country), and everything is distorted and blurred into 
glorious out-of-focus abstraction through the recording-playback process. I've been buying 
these id battery records for some time, and it always amazes me why these non-descript 
burrs and drones can end up so interesting to listen to. John Cage, who always exhorted us to 
hear everything around us as music, would probably recognise records like this as one of his 
many legacies. Arrives in a screen-printed package, complete with the image of human hands 
whkh id battery have made into their personal trademark of quality. 

ED PINSENT 

Dubravko Detoni with Acezantez 

Dubravko Detoni with Acezantez 

UNITED KINGDOM, PARADIGM PD11 CD (2000) 

A fine compilation devoted to the works of this little-known Croatian modernist composer. 
The five tracks here have been selected from three impossibly obscure LPs issued on the 
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churchy organ augmented by random 
woodwind toots and the tuba laying the part 
of a paternal, cigar-smoking 300-pound 
uncle, farting on a huge leather armchair. 

Just as you start to enjoy the mood, a series 
of dissonant piano chords come crashing in. 

Detoni is certainly no desiccated, academic 
modernist; he incorporates group 
improvisation into his works, and (like 
Dumitrescu) clearly values the contributions 
of the players in his Ensemble, in a way that 
many Western composers do not. Just how 
much this is true can be judged by the 
moving story by the composer about when 
he made a list of all the friends and artists 
who could put the world to rights; it was his 
‘ideal cast, people of many talents and 
interest* - a compassionate vision that came 
to him in Military Hospital in 1965. This is 
probably the Paradigm label’s most ‘serious* 
project yet, although label owner Clive 
Graham is attempting to sweeten the deal by 
invoking the Nurse With Wound connection 
yet again. On this occasion Steve Stapleton 
provided cover lettering, but there are 


Jugoton label in the 1970s; outside of one 
equally rare LP on the French Philips label. 


supposedly stylistic affinities between early NWW and Detoni’s music. Listen, and discover 
them. 


this man’s work has rarely surfaced outside of I ED PINSENT 


his own home country. If you want to track 
down even more music like this, be sure to 


paradigm@sta!k. net 


search high and low for his Forgotten Music 
CD for string quartet (Croatia Records CD- 
D-K 509-62-69). 

Concensus opinion is that this release is 
significant because it’s a David and Gloiath 
story - here's some unknown Croatian, 
showing that not all the best avant-garde 
music was produced in Germany or France, 
or by famous people. That may be. Detoni’s 
music is certainly technically brilliant, 
interesting and quite disturbing; other than 
that I can't say it excites me to a fervently 
high degree. The best piece for me is the 20- 
minute ‘Fable’, an alarming composition from 
1973 featuring a reciting voice, occasional 
interjection from chamber ensemble 
musicians, and a whole bunch of insane tape 
manipulation malarkey. There are fog horns, 
radio samples, shortwave interference, and 
strange surging noises; jackhammers banging 
sheets of steel and dribbly electronics. In this 
fragmented assemblage, the most theatrical 
and narrative piece here, the voices are going 
berserk - laughing, screeching, chattering, 
whispering and reciting what sounds like 
excerpts from a children’s fairy story. Yet 
there isn’t a single recognisable syllable - the 
tapes are edited, scrunched up, speeded up, 
run backwards. Not even Samuel Beckett has 
managed a more accurate study of 
dysfunctionalism. 

Acezcantez - f The Ensemble For New 
Tendencies Zagreb - were formed by the 
composer in 1 970, he is a member of the 
Ensemble and they play all the chamber music 
here, while Veronika DurbeSic adds the 
chattering voice. Both ‘Grafika VI’ and ‘Group 
Gymnastics’, composed in the mid-1970s, are 
fine examples of the composer’s 'idiosyncratic 
sonic inventions’. The former, realised from a 
graphic score which is reproduced on the 
sleeve, is all screeching clarinets and shrieking 
violins, with added studio echo to ensure the 
harshness eats into your very marrow. The 
latter is more soothing, with a fine slow 


Cage, Feldman, Hidalgo, La Rosa, Marchetti 

Rumor! Alla Rotonda 

ITALY, ALGA MARGHEN PLANO-A 111MNM.031 CD (1999) 

Robert Ashley 

String Quartet Describing the Motions of Large Real 
Bodies / How Can I Tell the Difference? 

ITALY, ALGA MARGHEN PLANO-A 10NMN.030 CD (1999) 

First we have two Ashley pieces disinterred from the early 1970s. The more of Ashley’s 
work we get to hear the further we get from the arch-performer of the Sonic Arts Union or 
the laconic narrator of his own operas. This recording shares with his Automatic Writing 
collection on Lovely an impenetrability with an unnerving focus on detail that for all its 
obsessiveness continually eludes us. The ‘electronic orchestra’ that ‘performs’ the String 
Quartet and the first version of ‘Difference’ (version 2 is largely the work of a solo violinist) is 
a sampling device based on prerecorded violin sounds run through a Moog. Over the twenty 
minutes of each piece we are presented with an uninterrupted, overlaid flow of dull scrapes, 
sonorous pizzicati and nonspecific pulses. The busyness of these events belies the general 
effect, one of remarkable poise - a frantic ambience. Version I of ‘Difference’ adds reverb, 
motorcycle sounds and an occasional voice. Version 2 presents the events live, played 
through gated reverb. 

This is a useful, if perplexing addition to Alga Marghen’s NMN series, specialising as it does in 
the ‘radicalization of sound and music languages’ -full marks also to the label for keeping its 
cataloguing system as consistently challenging as its recordings. From the same series comes 
Rumori alia Rotonda, a recording of a concert given in 1959 that appears complete: many of 
the pieces begin during audience hubbub, gradually emerging from choruses of ‘shushing.’ The 
concert was staged in Pellegrini’s Rotunda in Milan; the sleeve and disc are graced with its 
architectural drawings (rather more attractive than Bunpers dead donkey that fronts the 
packaging). The concert was famous for the presence of John Cage - he plays Feldman’s 
‘Piano Pieces I and II’ and parts of his own ‘Music for Piano’; his own Duo for viola and flute 
from the ‘Concert for Piano and Orchestra’ is also performed. The remainder of the concert 
is taken up by performances of aleatory chamber works by (then) young Italian composers, 
amongst them Walter Marchetti, whose ‘rediscovery’ by Alga Marghen is one of the more 
fascinating events in recent musical history. A similarity of instrumentation and of the 
outcomes of chance procedures (single bursts of instruments in a sea of silence) bring an 
evenness to the concert that is most appealing - the pieces emerge as movements of a greater 
work. At times, the silence becomes too much for the audience - Leopoldo La Rosa’s piece 
for piano and three timpani is almost drowned out by insistent small talk, itself rubbed away 
by the intermittent thunder of the drums. 

The sleevenotes add much to the story, drawing on musical theory and history as well as the 
few, resolutely pejorative press notices of the time. For the Milanese cognoscenti, this 
concert seems to have been an iconociasm - while there is no reaction quite as fiery as that 
towards the end of Cage’s 25 th retrospective concert at New York Town Hall (available on 
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Wergo), there is the occasional shock - 
Cage's fff piano percussion in his ’Music for 
Piano' turns the audience to surprised 
conversation as if, rather than reject his 
technique, they are puzzling it out. This is an 
extremely satisfying release, whether you 
want an historical document, a cultural 
artefact or, more currently, a species of 
environmental recording. 

CHRIS ATTON 

Emanuele Carcano, via Frapolli 
40, 20/33, Milano. Italy. 
algamarghen@iol. it 
Distributed in the UK by THESE 
Records 



John Latartara and 
Khristian Weeks 

With For Intoned 

USA, SACHIMAY NO NUMBER CD 
( 2000 ) 

Scrupulously fair, each composer gets two 
each of the five slots here; the fifth is ‘a mix of 
two concert installations’ (of which more 
later). Weeks’s two pieces, ‘Layers of 
Manipulation' and ’Visceral Music’, both 
employ the same method of 
composition/recording: a score in 
proportional notation is played section by 
section into a tape recorder. A section is 
played back while a further section is 
recorded. This is all done with microphones 
and with tape recorders that run at slightly 
different speeds: what you hear is an 
increasingly dense, suffocatingly beautiful 
collage. Layers does it with a piano; the 1 7- 
minute ‘Visceral* with an electric bass. 

Minimal music for fidgeters. 

Latartara' s ‘Concentric IT has flute, viola and 
guitar circling closely around a Tibetan singing 
bowl, never more than a major second away 
from it and frequently (microtonally) less. 

The resulting interference patterns and 
beating notes remind me of some of Alvin 
Lucier's work, but this has more passion. 

And at over 1 0 minutes’ duration it’s only 
about 2 hours too short. Latartara' s string 
quartet ‘False People’ creates a similar 
atmosphere, with muted strings playing on 
the neck of the instruments achingly slowly. 

It reaches a sort of climax with mutes off. 


playing next to the bridge, only to collapse back into its dissonant ambient groove. The 
collaborative piece ‘Interactions’, at 20 minutes the longest piece here, overlays two chamber 
pieces, one by each composer. The understated and stately procession of dissonant events is 
pleasant enough, though it lacks the edgy grittiness that makes the pieces for smaller forces - 
especially Weeks’s bass piece and Latartara's Tibetan bowl piece - so compellingly ethereal. 

CHRIS ATTON 

www. sachimayrecords. com 

Barry Bermange 

Opera Mundi [Composition 17] 

GERMANY, WINTER & WINTER 910 043-2 CD (1999) 

This is an excellent and highly recommended work in which London-born composer 
Bermange not only incorporates his own material and found sound materials but also uses 
silence, abrupt starts and stops and a very fractured presentation to express the intense pain, 

emotion and suffering of people subjected to political oppression and natural or 

human-inflicted adversity in the struggle to live. If you are searching for noise music 
with a conscience - here it is! Although Opera Mundi [Composition I7] \% not very 
long - less than 50 minutes - it’s an exhausting roller-coaster ride as the volume ebbs 
and flows, often abruptly and shockingly, throughout the entire work. This is one 
recording that demands to be heard VERY LOUDLY. High-pitched window- shattering 
; screams alternate with mad electronic orchestras and there are times when the very 
ground beneath groans and shudders as though heavy earth-moving and tunnelling 
machinery are drilling only a few metres below. Proceedings seem to calm down a bit 
though the atmosphere seems charged with anguish; you may be tempted to let your 
guard down a little -then suddenly, WHOOSH! - those mad operatic screams, those 
disembodied voices crying for relief and recognition and the demonic orchestras 
hurtle you back into the maelstrom of chaos. 

It would be hard to find another recording which makes such effective use of silence 
and abrupt changes in volume as elements to emphasise the intense emotion and to 
help give voice to those who otherwise cannot speak and fight for themselves. 
Bermange uses noise, electroacoustic, drone and musique concrete elements with 
superb control, and the structure of the work is absolutely right for its purpose - I 
can’t think of any other way to say this. 

The sleeve packaging includes photos of Bermange's own artworks and a very brief 
general sketch of what he has done so far. It seems rather strange that Bermange is 
not better known, but it may be just a matter of time before he achieves the recognition he 
deserves for this recording. 

JENNIFER HOR 

winterproduction@compuserve com 

David Maranha 

Circunscrita 

SWITZERLAND, NAMSKEIO RECORDS NAMSK01 CD (2000) 


This is the third CD from this Portugese composer and violinist, and with the help of a small 
chamber ensemble he delivers twelve fascinating tracks of a droneworthy nature. His talented 
team of players join him and his violin on similar droning instruments - to wit harmonium and 
electric organ, plus percussion (bass drum) and electric guitar. The compositions vary 
between fast and slow modes - the fast ones driven along by a repetitive piano figure, or 
choppy harmonium chords, to sublime effect. The slower ones are sometimes augmented by a 
slow bass drum (no other percussion), creating a funereal effect like a processional march. On 
a couple of occasions, the mood is marred slightly by some nasty crackling from the electric 
guitar - a misjudged effect, I feel. But my favourites are the long, slow droners, which exploit 
the natural harmonics of the violin strings, and when these start to resonate against just the 
right tone and shade of organ chord, then we’re entering droner’s paradise. 

Violins and harmoniums, sparse percussion - could this be the alternative universe ‘outtakes’ 
from Nico’s The Marble Index LP, produced by John Cale?! It’s true that we’re not a million 
miles away from the territory staked out by the Theatre of Eternal Music, and Tony Conrad 
with Faust, when we hear an amplified violin deployed with this instrumentation - and indeed 
the sleeve note’s exhortation ‘to play loud’ will only make this more appealing to all you 
broadminded music fans who show the door to anything that smacks of polite, drawing-room 
styled classical music. But Maranha's gorgeous arrangements are calming, nowhere near as 
confrontational as the music of Conrad or Cale. Step forward and take a bow, Patrica Machas, 
Manuel Mota, SimSo Varela and JoSo Lopes - the ensemble playing here is excellent - fuelled 
by intuition, yet razor-sharp when it comes to starting and ending. It’s all far in advance of 
anything you could expect from a bunch of well-trained, technically able but stodgy classical 
musicians. I feel certain Maranha must have worked with these four for a long time, nurturing 
and honing their natural skills into this tight little unit. Highly recommended. 

ED PINSENT 

PO Box 409, 1000 Lausanne 9, Switzerland, namskeio@namskeio.com 
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ENVIRONMENT 
and DOCUMENTARY 
RECORDINGS 

Change your surroundings and never lift a finger 

># w jo 

m m m m m m m 


Water Tower 

USA, ANOMALOUS RECORDS SOUND 
1 10" VINYL LP(ND) 

Recorded by Eric Lanzillotta, here’s a 
fascinating sound postcard from California. 
When I first heard about this recording I 
knew I had to hear a copy. I had an idea it 
was simply a documentary recording 
resulting from the placement of a mic inside 
a water tower, but now I can't check my 
frets. Somehow, this recording has 
amounted to more than the sum of its parts: 
it’s the sound of the water, certainly, but also 
of the air (howling winds), and of metal (the 
hollow boom of the water tank itself). 
Everything is blending together in a perfect 
harmonised sound-picture of the elements, 
and of nature itself. I have often 
dreamed of a magical camera that /” 

could realise a perfect image, simply / 
by being given enough time to / 

contemplate the view before it; a j 
camera that could sense for itself. j 
intuitively, just how much light to j 
let in to the exposure. Even if it / 
resulted in a multiple-exposure i 
image that was technically / 

’unreadable’ by the human eye, / 
this too would be true to the / 
nature of the view it was j 

attempting to capture. I j 

suggest that Lanzillotta has j 
achieved much the same / 

effect This one document / 
was recorded in the hills / 
north of Whittier In / 

California, on one chosen J 

day (IS* January 1995), / 

but I wonder if this j 

single half-hour is the > 

result of many hours, / . 

perhaps even weeks, / K 

of intensive / / ’ 

preparatory listening. / J 

A man can lock into / M / 

his environment j 

and learn from it; * ffl 

he can live with it j yj / 

observe it and / / 

grow into an / J J 

Intimate / ml J 

relationship / ,U V 

with the give / > ^ » Jr ' ' 

and take of it j 

If attuned to j 

the rhythms j 

and / 


processes of nature, he can deliver an 
accurate representation of its forces by just 
one well-chosen extract I believe this is 
confirmed by the two water-derived 
photographs by Rachael Jackson on the 
covers - both very specific studies of the 
American landscape, yet effortlessly 
achieving universality. This philosophy for 
the study of nature should apply to all the 
records in this section, but it seems 
singularly apt for Water Tower. Quite 
possibly one of the most beautiful and 
haunting recordings ever made. 

ED PINSENT 

PO Box 22195, Seattle. WA 

98I22-OI9S, USA 

www.anomatousrecords. com 
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Michael Prime 

L-Flelds 

FRANCE, SONORIS SON-08 CD (1999) 

The great Michael Prime here continues to 
exhibit his preoccupation with growing 
plants, and the sonic properties he might 
extract from them. His ingenious 
bioelectrical device converts the energy of a 
live botanical specimen into electronic 
signals, and thence into audible sounds. On 
this occasion he's doing it with three plants 
noted for inducing hallucinogenic states in 
human users - the Peyote cactus, the 
Amanita Muscaria (which I assume is the 
‘magic mushroom' so beloved of my art 
school compadres), and of course our old 
friend the cannabis plant. This is partly for 
T conceptual unity, but also because these are 
plants which have 'a long history of 
\ interaction with humans'. Which is hard 
i to deny, but you could also say the same 
\ about pumpkins, potatoes and peas, or 
\ even the flageolet bean which has a 
\ pretty long history of interaction with 
\ the Frenchman. And how about the 
majestic poplar tree, the cedar and 
i the oak, which are virtual oxygen- 

i factories? 
i 

> Perhaps we need someone more 
\ expert in the field of 
\ hallucinogen ics to perform a 
\ blindfold test on this record, and 
match the sound to the drug, 
t Despite the druggy theme, L- 
i Fields is not a psychedelic work 
\ in any sense, but it is an 
\ excellent record of 
\ astonishing processed and 
\ natural sounds. There's no 
\ way these could have been 
' 4 produced through 
* tapework or synthesisers 
i alone; and it is as 
v variegated as the species 
\ of plants from which it 
\ is derived. There are 
\ also some 

\ \ environmental 

recordings which 

w. \ leak in occasionally 

Yy \ as background, 

- Jr \ most noticeable on 

\ ‘Listen to Peyote’ 

“ \ which opens with 

\ some wonderful 
\ open-air 
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recordings; birdsong and jetplanes. 
Prime has long been a master of 
recording the environment (who can 
forget his brilliant Aquifers CD from 
the early 1 990s) and, like Luc Ferrari, 
Chris Watson or Brandon LaBelle, 
succeeds admirably in presenting it as 
pure music. A beautiful record. 

ED PINSENT 

28 Rue du Parlement 
Sce-Cacherine. F-33000, 
Bordeaux 


Hazard 

Wood c/w Field/Bridge 

UNITED KINGDOM, ASH 
INTERNATIONAL [RIP] ASH 5 4 / 5.5 CD 
/ VINYL LP (2000) 

This Is the second release by the Stockholm- 
based artist Benny Jonas Nilsen, and it's quite 
a marked improvement on the rather 
gloomy Hazard from 1999, which was a cold 
and foggy episode. This new one, released in 
a unique packaging stroke which allows the 
benefit of both vinyl and CD, is derived 
entirely from field recordings made in the 
forest of Kungs Norrby in Sweden. Don't ask 
me how it’s done, because it's difficult to 
identify anything natural on these strange 
recordings, since all the tapes have been 
extensively reprocessed and mixed in the 
studio. But this post-production is not a bad 
thing. By the 2™’ track on the CD for 
example, we’re faced with some melancholy 
wails which are simply haunting - a bit 
like a processed bamboo flute. Like 
Michael Prime, Nilsen has found a way to 
give voice to nature, let the trees sing; 
and you need only listen to assure 
yourself that somehow there is no other 
way that these sounds could have been 
generated. Nilsen however, still cannot 
resist adding a few traces of machine- 
derived sounds, and there are occasional 
brush-strokes of static, amplifier hum and 
feedback, but sparingly used so they do 
not mar the overall picture. The CD 
contains short episodes, while the vinyl 
delivers two extended droneworks, one 
side serene and sturdy as a beech tree, 
the other slightly more threatening - 
perhaps prescient of the arrival of 
agricultural machinery or destruction of 
the landscape. The package is wrapped in 
some sumptuous photographs by Jon 
Wozencroft which, for once, are actually 
appropriate to the theme of the record; 
the cut tree stump with its concentric rings 
is a visual pun for the grooves of an LP. In all, 
an effective and sometimes moving hymn to 
the power and mystery of the forest 

ED PINSENT 

13 Osward Road, London 

SWI77SS. 

www. touch, demon, co. uk/ 

ashrip.htm 



Aube and Zbigniew 
Karkowski 

Mutation 

NETHERLANDS, E.R.S. ERSCD 001 
CD (2000) 

This is very compelling music that evolves 
surely if slowly over 50 minutes. According 
to the CD’s sleeve notes, the original source 
material for this single track was recorded in 
a corridor of a temple in Kyoto, Japan. The 
floor of the corridor was constructed in 
such a way that it apparently squeaks like a 
nightingale when someone treads on It 
Judging by some of the tape loops on the 
CD, I imagine the recording (or part thereof) 
might have been done at night and that the 
temple's building maintenance budget is a bit 
slim. 

There appears to be very little in the way of 
studio trickery in the CD's minimalist 
production apart from expected things such 
as some loops fading out and other loops 
emerging from the background; but on a CD 
like this, sounds, like looks, are perhaps 
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...Inert sounds... 


deceptive. A drastic change in the music 
occurs at the 25th minute and another at 
about the 30th minute, when a thin scrapey 
metal noise appears, followed by what 
sounds like a very squeaky overhead fan 
(which may be the sound of the floor of the 
corridor referred to earlier) in sore need of 
oiling. Yes, that's how closely you must 
follow the music! Another change occurs 
after the 40°' minute, where the music 
repeats some of the early sounds and seems 
to ebb and flow. 

Why Aube and Karkowski composed and 
recorded the music in the way they have. I'm 
intrigued to know - perhaps one reason 
might have been to demonstrate how even 
such mundane noises such as someone 


walking on wooden planks or the sound 
of old fans, when repeated over and 
over, can encourage a state of 
contemplation and enable us to marvel 
at mysteries such as the wooden floor 
that chirps like a bird. 

JENNIFER HOR 
ers@staalplaat com 


Heimir Bjorgulfsson 

The Opposite 

NETHERLANDS, FIRE INC F-18 3" CD 
(1999) 

Delicate and unobtrusive sounds, partially 
derived from location recordings around 
Iceland and The Netherlands; we start with 
water, which is always a good place to begin, 
and there are also recordings from hot 
springs and glaciers. BjorgUlfsson's chief 
preoccupation is in contrasting these natural 
sounds with the rather boring digital sounds 
which he wrings from his hard-disc editing 
suite, but (like many process artists) he 
seems to have got stuck at this point and 
doesn't arrive at any great conclusion or 
startling observations about natural 
phenomena like ice, caverns or geysers. A 
record lacking in ambition; the artist has 
failed to be impressed by the grandeur of his 
sources. 

ED PINSENT 

PO Box 1 1453. 1001 GL 
Amsterdam, The Netherlands 


Janek Schaefer 

Recorded Delivery 

UNITED KINGDOM, HOT AIR 
AIRMILE 72 7" SINGLE (1999) 

Janek Schaefer prepared this conceptual 
art piece for an exhibition called ‘Self 
Storage'. He did it by sending a parcel, 
containing a voice-activated tape 
recorder, through the British Postal 
System. As the tape recorder sporadically 
comes to life, it documents at random 
certain stages in Its progress through the 
system. A photo of the device, pecking 
out of polystyrene packing, is pasted on 
the label. Listening to the disc, a curious 
mosaic pattern slowly emerges. Mostly 
what you hear is inert sounds caused by 
the parcel bumping about through its 
rocky journey, but occasionally you hear 
the delivery van's motor, ambient noise 
episodes like a car alarm, or music from a 
transistor. And snippets of human voices, 
which presents perhaps the most interesting 
aspects to this story's unfolding. On side 
one, the package is still safely in the hands of 
laid-back post office counter staff, with their 
inane office chatter and jaunty whistling; by 
side two, we’re in the sorting depot with its 
aggressive, laddish staff. In just a few seconds 
of their mindless banter, we’re bombarded 
with images of sex and violence (‘suck me 
dick...put the fuckin boot in’) • two basic 
human axioms. As the 'story' ends, we even 
hear the grateful recipient of the parcel - a 
charming girl says 'thank you', and the piece 
is ended. We have to assume that the 
participants In this clever art scheme didn’t 
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know they were being taped; their 
contributions are unwitting, hence more 
natural and far removed from the voyeuristic 
antics of Scanner. Is all human life on this 
record! Well, it’s a bit pointless and most of 
the sounds are inert - not very interesting to 
listen to. The sleeve art is gorgeous, but I 
think it’s simply a generic label sleeve. 
Perhaps Recorded Delivery (pressed in 
pillar-box red vinyl) is raising reflexive 
questions about the nature of art’s message 
in relation to its container - ie ‘what’s in the 
packager asks the curious onlooker, only to 
discover that the work itself is the package. 
Maybe the artist himself feels we are all like 
the tape machine in the box, making an 
unknown voyage in the dark and sampling 
whatever scraps of data come our way. 

ED PINSENT 

janek@audtOh. com 

Charles Hayward / 
Michael Prime 

Wash. Rinse. Spin. / 
Osculation 

UNITED KINGDOM, RAFT 
RECORDINGS RAFT 112, 12" VINYL 
( 2000 ) 

A splendid split mini- 
LP by these two 


such an ordinary sound, but Hayward 
(despite being a lot more soft-centred and 
altruistic than he used to be) still manages to 
convey menace; the banal domestic scenario 
is mutated into a slightly threatening 
environment. This too was a theme of This 
Heat songs, such as the desolate interior of 
the living room In ’Twilight Furniture' - a 
room which quickly turns into an emotional 
war zone. 

Hayward supplements the documentary tape 
with his own musical interventions, and 
accompanies the machine with his 
percussion, keyboards, and trademark 
melodica playing. Michael Prime, on 
‘Osculation', also works from a washing 
machine, but here he treats the sound 
extensively using his Mac Powerbook. His 
gentle soaring drone is a complete contrast 
to Hayward’s approach. Where Hayward is 
direct and punchy. Prime is several steps 
removed from the metallic reality of the 
Indesit WN 850. It" s almost as though he 
never worked with a washing machine in his 
life - maybe he sends all his clothes over to 
Europe to be laundered, or leaves it all to his 
houseboy. Just kidding. ‘Osculation' is a 
magnificent airy drone, and this record 
deserves a place in your home. I keep my 
copy in the cupboard under the sink, along 
with a bottle of Novon concentrated 
biological washing liquid. The first release 


from the new Raft label, which features 
specially commissioned new works. 

ED PINSENT 

These Records, 1 12 Brook 
Drive, London SEN 4TQ 

Raum / B C Gilbert 

I play all my records 
through the vacOrec anti 
static discharge cleaner/ 
radiator, plane, bang 

UNITED KINGDOM, RAFT 
RECORDINGS RAFT 114 7” VINYL 
( 2000 ) 

Another release on the new Raft label 
subsidiary from These Records. The side by 
Raum is a process-art experiment, simply 
exploiting the possibilities offered by the 
grooves of a side of vinyl. Through 
processing, the impurities and glitches in a 
vinyl pressing are transformed into minimal 
beats, and a species of high-note melody is 
also achieved. It's like a robotic diagrammatic 
version of a dub record. (See the MEGO 
section for a similar experiment by Pure.) 
Nothing much is known about Raum, 
although he was one of 500 other nebbishes 
on the RRR lock-groove LP; look out for a 
future release of his minimal 
electron ica on RAFT. 


English eccentrics 
and past masters of 
experimental music. 
Charles Hayward, 
when drumming and 
singing with This 
Heat exhibited a 
continual fascination 
with the water, 
which was a 
recurring theme 
across both LPs 
('Not Waving But 
Drowning', ‘A New 
Kind of Water’) and 
which he carried 
forward into projects 
like The Camberwell 
Now. On ‘Wash. 
Rinse Spin.' we hear 
a more domestic 
application of the 
theme - it’s a 
documentary 
recording of Charles 
Hayward’s washing 
machine. The sound 
of machinery 
predominates, but 
you can hear the 
water flow, the rinse 
cycle and the familiar 
gurgling of the water 
emptying, through a 
thin layer of 
electronic processing 
(I think some reverb 
and echo and 
perhaps a little 
modulation have 
been added). There 
is a comfort to be 



Bruce Gilbert's track is the 
unmistakable sound of a 
malfunctioning water heater. The 
gas jets are on full flame heating 
the water, and there’s a rattling 
sound in the pipes caused by rust, 
scale or furring. This reminds me 
of my old Worcester Heatslave 
junior, which came with my flat 
and which I have recently replaced 
with an expensive Vaillant 
Turbomax VUW model. The 
Heatslave was a truly appalling 
beast I realised how bad it was 
one winter when my dinner party 
guests couldn't hear themselves 
talk. But it’s the water in London 
that is mainly to blame for this 
annoyance, as Gilbert’s track 
reminds us, and ‘radiator, plane, 
bang’ could be taken as a salutary 
warning to London Health 
Authorities that something ought 
to be done about the standard of 
London’s water. Everywhere else 
in the world insists on water filters 
connected to heaters as standard - 
but here, it seems, we have to give 
the bubonic plague a sporting 
chance to infect us all. And also 
allow London’s filthy waters to 
clog up our radiator systems with 
vile, brown-coloured, evil-smelling 
debris. Gilbert’s recording here is 
a perfect 'answer record' to the 
washing machine tracks above; 
where Prime and Hayward 
celebrate the potentialities 
inherent in cleansing waters, this 
record shows us the consequences 
of water pollution. 


derived from hearing 


ED PINSENT 
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“IN FULL CONTROL” 

Peter Rehberg interview 


############ and a survey of the 

MEGO Label 



Introduction by Ed Pinsent 


HERE WE ARE AGAIN. FIVE years too late...at least one 
enthused reader was exhorting The Sound Projector to 
have a look at the Viennese electronics Mego label some 
18 months ago. Others (more cynical and jaded than I) 
warned me off, saying was the concensus opinion was 
that the label had 'peaked' long ago anyway. Still others 
say that the majority of Mego releases are inessential, 
apart from the work of Pita 
Rehberg and Christian 
Fennesz, the two 'superstars' 
of the label. I’d seen both of 
these guys, playing at the 
LMC Festival in 1 998, with 
Mika Vainio, and enjoyed it 
immensely. In my usual 
pompous way I declared that 
(compared to most of the 
festival, which comprised a 
lot of traditional acoustic jazz- 
derived improv) their minimal 
noise might be the future of 
music. Some exceptional 
Mego product reached me 
through UK releases on Touch, 
including such all-time 
classics as Explorers__We by 
Farmers Manual, ballt by 
Rehberg and Bauer, and 
Christian Fennesz' s second 
CD. I investigated further by 
snapping up a few artefacts 
with guidance from These 
Records, who continue to 
distribute and endorse Mego 
releases. Then (thanks to 
Richard Rees Jones) the 
opportunity came up for a 
flying visit to Vienna, where 
Peter Rehberg kindly spoke to 
me. 

The label continues to release startling, exciting and very 
modern records of strange instrumental music - and have 
built up a formidable back catalogue of eccentric 
releases. 'Pure' electronic music is one feature of the 
label, so pure that it doesn't really exist outside of the 
laptop computer. The process has given rise to the 
neologism 'Powerboook trio' among music journalists, 
describing the Megoists and indeed anyone who plays 
music through their laptop; it’s becoming more frequent 


to find such techno-muso geeks at modern music festival 
around the world. Rehberg freely admits that Mego aren't 
the first, or only ones - nor do they seek the accolade. 

The usual criticism levelled at laptop performers is that 
they don't move very much on stage, and that therefore 
it's boring for the audience to watch. Well, this isn’t the 
laptop player's fault! It simply proves that the usual stage- 
bound performance venues for modern music are fast 
becoming outdated. (See picture) The audience is sitting 
down, facing a stage where the players are obliged to 

stand or sit and plug in their 
equipment. Rehberg 
instinctively knows that this 
whole dynamic is wrong, 
putting the audience in a 
subservient position, and the 
musicians in a didactic 
position. Neither side is at all 
happy with this arrangement, 
and the ultimate loser is the 
music itself. Need it be this 
way? With amplification, 
need we follow the old 1 9 ,h 
century patterns (designed for 
chamber music or orchestras) 
any longer? As Stockhausen 
has said, we need a massive 
programme to redesign and 
re-think performance 
auditoriums along new lines. 
Of course, egomaniac that 
he is. old Stocky was saying it 
so that his complex new 
music would be the main 
beneficiary - but he still has a 
valid point. 

The second common criticism 
is that laptop music is too 
easy to do; all you have to do 
is load samples into a 
programme and manipulate 
them with a mouse, and that 
therefore it isn't 'real' music. Rehberg reports below that 
he has been genuinely surprised when he is accused of 
being facile - and usually the accusations are made by 
more established, older (and more conventional) 
musicians. He has a stock answer for it, but his case rests 
largely on the fact that a laptop is portable, and a double 
bass is not. This leaves a lot of unanswered questions, but 
then nobody's saying he has to answer them. 

I suggest that (much as I enjoy the music) the laptop 
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probably isn't really a musical instrument anyway. There 
are no rules, and the possibilities it offers are virtually 
infinite. It can't be learned the same way as a piano; nor 
can digital technology respond with the same organic 
warmth of a cello or trumpet. 'Playing' a laptop consists 
of making samples, translating them into digital soundfiles, 
and manipulating them in real time, using point, drag and 
click movements on the mouse. If you have ever used a 
mouse, then you'll realise that these movements are more 
akin to performing simple spatial exercises, and solving 
problems in a graphic way, than playing a musical 
instrument. In any case, Rehberg himself purports to be a 
technophobe of the first water, unable to run even a 
basic computer programme! Maybe the Mego artists are 
to computer music what The Sex Pistols were to rock - just 
plug in and do it. 

So what? In short, I'm saying I don't care how music is 
made - if the sound excites me and interests me, then I 
like it. I don't care if laptop music turns out to be a flash in 
the pan. I don't care if it’s a development of Techno- 
related music (in thrall to its digital hardware, sequencers 
and studio environments). It might be simply another 
outcropping of the potential of computer technology, 
which is speeding ahead at such a rate (albeit the 
manufacturers are simply ringing the changes within an 
extremely narrow range of options) that developments 
like this are inevitable. 

Inevitable, because this is what happens when anarchic 
free-thinking artists get their hands on technology. The 
sparks fly, the rulebooks are ignored. Most corporate 
software developments are banal in the extreme - 
expensive and intelligent software is used to generate 
samples of The Simpsons, make pictures of Pokemon, and 
allow us to watch enhanced versions of There's Something 
About Mary on a DVD screen. Yawn! Then along come 
some avant-garde geniuses who, once they get their 
hands on a laptop, can’t wait to misuse it, to do things 
you're not supposed to do, which the manufacturer would 
not recommend. Bingo - instant noise art! Glorious days. 
Why do we let computer salesmen, the most soulless 
creeps on God's earth, limit our creativity? Think of this 
century's real heroes, the early radio- technology artists 
who discovered how to make wonderful noises by 
cracking a crystal, slightly unplugging a valve, or moving 
metal bars near the speaker. This is how The Theremin was 
invented. Rehberg doesn't claim to be a modern pioneer, 
but he does perceive Mego's activities as unofficial, 
unpaid research work of which the computer companies 
are ultimately the real beneficiaries. 

Peter Rehberg is a shrewd entrepreneur as well as an 
artist/musician. He's competitive, knowing that good and 
distinctive packaging is essential to help the music thrive 
in today's world (where we ‘enjoy’ a growing abundance 
of record releases). Mego's pride is multi-formats - CDs, 
singles, LPs, videos, MP3 downloads, and now the falsch 3" 
CD to play on your PC. Mego are keen to ride the 
treadmill of modern innovations in technology, and owe a 
lot of their success to forging ahead with development of 
their website. They have a rather impersonal spin on most 
of their sleek, finished packaging; The Magic Sound of 
Fenn O'Berg is the first one I've seen with a human face 
on the cover. But it's a false face, collaged from 
magazine cut-outs. Many of the curious images on Mego 
sleeves are produced by scrambling images using 
Photoshop or other digital treatments, producing images 
that, ultimately, are 'about' themselves; they refer to 
nothing outside of the claustrophobic world of the hard 
drive. 


The anonymity that Mego courts may be intentional. I still 
remain in the dark as to the actual creative impulses that 
fuel some of the music on the Mego label. I tried to get 
Rehberg to talk about it, but he remained largely silent. 
He's a tad disingenuous when asked about the 
importance of improvisation, which he dismisses as 
'making it up as you go along' - which is a bit like hearing 
Damien Hirst accusing Jackson Pollock of simply throwing 
paint around. But one listen to the records and my doubts 
are largely banished. 

Peter Rehberg Interview 

Date - 20 February 2000 

Place - his Vienna home 

Present - Peter Rehberg, his girlfriend 

Isabelle, Ed Pinsent and Richard Rees 

Jones 


EP: When did the label start ! 

PR: It started in, well the first release was 1 995, in May, and the basic 
idea of the label started around 1 994. 1 wasn't totally involved in the 
beginning, it was Ramon Bauer. He was involved in a Techno label 
here, called Mainframe, and he was kind of disillusioned with the 
whole way Techno was going, and wanted to do something a bit more 
experimental and strange. And so they stopped Mainframe, and one 
half went to do a lot more traditional House and Techno stuff, and 
the other half was trying to do Mego. And I was asked to do the first 
record with Ramon and Andi as General Magic. It was a good 
opportunity to start getting involved in the label. By the time the first 
release was out, I was involved in doing the label, which involved 
making phone calls, choosing what was to be released, and all that. 

EP: What were you doing before f Was it music ! 

PR: No, I was - IVe been living in Vienna since thirteen years, and IVe 
been DJing mainly, that's my musical roots, I would say. And just 
doing various other things, working for the radio, I used to do things 
for ORF, worked in a record store, the usual kind of musical activities 
which are all part of the job. 

EP: Do you have an artistic background, in the visual arts' 

PR: No. I got an A Level in Art! That's my only qualification. But no, I 
didn't go to College, or anything like that. No-one at Mego has got 
any academic qualifications. 

RRJ: So what brought you to Vienna ! 

PR: Well, my father’s Austrian - and after foiling my A Levels twice, I 
realised this whole going to College and academic route is not for me. 
And just decided when I was 1 9 I wanted to move to Vienna. Turned 
up here, within a week of being here I already was DJing at a place 
called The Chelsea, then I started writing for fanzines, and just 
generally got involved in the scene. And of course there wasn't that 
much happening in 1 987. It was still very rock orientated, and very - 
no local scene as such, I mean there were bands but they never got 
further than playing [locally] - 1 mean if they played in Linz, they 
would be happy! It's a big step! And then in the 1990s, when Techno 
came along, that really turned a lot of people's heads and got 
everyone motivated to do labels, put their own records out, and the 
whole infrastructure of distribution and independent activity really 
picked up. 

EP: So [Mego] comes out of a Techno background > 

PR: Yeah - almost everyone. But it's very wide. I mean, everyone talks 
about this so-called ‘Vienna sound', but... I mean...pfff! 

EP: / haven't heard about that What does it mean > 

PR: IVe no idea. It happened a few years ago, it was mainly magazines 
like The Wire did all their Vienna articles, and they tried to lump it all 
into one scene. Which is fair enough, it got everyone some good 
exposure, but we have very little in common with K ruder & 
Dorfmeister for example. 

RRJ: Last time / was here, I saw them at the Casino and it was like a 
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realty big dub night. But again, / didn ’t - it seemed very generic 
[music] in a way, it didn 't seem like anything too startling. 

PR: Well, it’s very well-produced pop music. I mean they're now on a 
completely different level, they’re totally 'up there'. There is a certain 
scene in Vienna - there’s Mego, then there's Cheap, who we share an 
office with - so there's that kind of working together. And Sabotage, 
who are more from the art background and doing more sort of 
practical jokes and prankster activity. I think the reason everyone 
talks about Vienna is because in every single city, there are people 
who make real experimental electronic music - it's just that in Vienna 
there's a little bit more than the usual. Instead of ten, there's thirty 
people. 

RRJ: Would you say there’s a reason for chad 

PR: Don't know, I think maybe because there was nothing going on 
here ever, and for years everyone was just sort of mucking around 
doing things - never really thinking of becoming successful or 
internationally known. So they had time - to develop all this sort of 
weirdness. And it's all come out now. 

RRJ: Coming here as often as / do, 
it seems like a city that’s very kind 
of weighed down by its own 
history. And it’s almost like a 
reaction against that in a way. 

PR: It’s quite similar [to] the 
extreme reaction in the art world 
in the 1960s, The Actionists. And 
that was extremely extreme! I 
mean. Testicle Candy are nothing 
compared to that! 

BP: Who does the sleeve designs ? 

PR: It's mainly Tina Frank, who's a 
graphic designer and designs 
wesbsites. She's the main person. 

That one was done by this guy 
called Dextro, who’s a graphic 
designer. 

BP. Was it he who devised this 
greeting-card format f 

PR: No, all Mego CDs come like 
that. Most of them do. The first 
edition always comes like that. 

After a thousand we go to the 
jewel case. They’re good because 
they’re light, it doesn't cost as 
much to ship. But they’re quite a 
bastard to pack! 

BP: And you’ve done some vinyl 
releases ? 

PR: Yes, the first six releases were 
vinyl. Which have now all sold out. 

We hope to repress them. We're 
very much into all formats. We've got Falsch, our on-line MP3 label, 
there's music only available on MP3. [But] we’re not into this 
converting everything into MP3, and then disregarding one format 
over another. We like CDs. we like vinyl. We like three inchers - CD 
ROMS - DVDs - you name it. Every single format has its qualities, and 
I think we would try and support that, and the music is based on that 
format. Some releases have to be on CD, because you can fit more 
than on the vinyl format. The next vinyl is going to be by Francisco 
L6pez. 

BP Oh, he's good! Yes, / only just discovered him fairly recently. His 
near-silent records. 

PR: He's done a vinyl release, actually you can hear it! It's more like a 
conceptual piece, it’s run-out grooves from records, processed. ..and 
it's got four tracks, each eleven minutes long. 

BP The Pure record was also constructed from sounds of a stylus 
lifting off a record, wasn't it? Jumping onto that one, and also Fennesz 
Plays, a very powerful single. They’re more like concept pieces in a 
way, is that right? 

PR: The whole Fennesz Plays thing came about because there was a 


label in America - this guy wanted to do a compilation of people 
playing The Rolling Stones’ ‘Paint It Black'. So Fennesz did his version, 
sent it over - it never came out, there was contracts here and there. 

It never came out and we thought, well here's this track, it’s really 
good, it’s gotta come out somehow. Then Christian decided to 
release it as a single, a pop single, a seven inch, and backed with a 
Beach Boys number. And that's what happened. Then Jim O'Rourke 
heard it and he wanted to put it out. He put it out as a CD single. The 
seven inch sold out within about four hours. It’s very collectible! 

BP So, you've done quite a few collaborations / know about. / mean 
Mike Harding, you’ve worked with him? 

PR: Yeessss... Russell Haswell, Merzbow, Mika Vanio... Christian does 
all of that really, the flexible computer-improv kids. 

BP: The one with Jim O’Rourke - Richard just bought it, we thought it 
was wonderful. 

PR: Oh - Fenn O’Berg, yes. That's a funny collaboration! Very 
humourous, oh yes! Does everyone think we're totally serious...? No, 

Fenn O’Berg came about, we played 
in Nickelsdorf, Christian and myself, 
which is like a big improv jazz 
festival on the Hungarian border in 
the middle of nowhere. And we 
were part of this thing called 
MIMEO. An electronic orchestra 
with Keith Rowe, myself, Christian 
Fennesz, Thomas Lehn, Phil 
Durrani. .basically a big stage full of 
people bashing around by electronic 
means. And part of that festival - Jim 
was also playing, and I think 
someone said 'Why don’t you do a 
trio, O'Rourke, Fennesz and 
Rehbergr Yeah, why not. So we did 
it at four in the morning in the 
basement bar they have there. 
Everyone was totally screwed-up 
and pissed...didn't know what they 
were doing, no-one even 
remembers the gig. But it was very 
successful! Apparently everyone 
enjoyed it, and a year later we were 
on tour. This guy Christoph Linder 
set up these two big tours for us, 
which is where the CD came from. I 
mean it's a project we really like to 
do, one of the fun things I really 
enjoy doing. But because we all have 
other commitments, Fenn O’Berg 
doesn't get that much chance to 
play. 

BP You won’t turn into Emerson 
Lake and Palmer?! 

PR: No, no, no...we played twice last 
year, and this year there's talk of going to America and doing things, 
but Jim's schedule is so [packed]... 

BP He seems to be very active, to say the least.. 

PR: Yeeess....! 

BP: Would you say you've had quite a sharp rise in your success, in 
demand for you to play internationally? 

PR: Yeah, in the last six months, it's really picked up. When we 
started there was initial interest, and that stayed on the level for 
about a year or two, and then there was another - I think when 
Fennesz's Hotel Parallel or the General Magic CD came out, that was 
like another push, and then there were all these articles - you know, 
‘Vienna Sound'! - and then that remained on the level, and then the 
last few months, the last few releases have all been very well received 
and sold very well. And that's just the way it should be, really! We've 
got plenty of releases lined up, so. ..the only way to get future releases 
out is to get rid of the ones we've got. 

BP So it’s looking successful for you? 

PR: Oh yes, and we're all quite amazed by the fact that we've been all 
over the pbce...we*ve been to the States, Japan, Australia-five years 
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ago if you'd told us we'd be going to Australia, I'd have said 'Rubbish!', 
know what I mean! No way! But...it happened! 

EP: Yes, it's kind of a leap of faith when you start a label, isn 't it / 
think you've just got to keep making records. Because I'm sent a lot of 
things for the magazine, and to me it's a bad sign when / get sent one 
release by one guy - it's catalogue number 00 1 ! - and he's waiting to 
see what happens with this before he does something else. / chink it's 
a big mistake, and you've got to keep pushing and pushing. 

PR: I think part of our so-called success - I mean, we're not rolling in 
it! - is the fact that one of our functions was, the use of the 
lntemet...we were quite early up with our website, and it's highly 
developed. . we had on-line mail order quite early on, and that's how 
the whole thing developed, because most other labels we were in 
contact with, and exchanging CDs, not only did we have an artistic 
link with most of these labels, but business links [as well], links forged 
on the Internet. 

EP: How do you make your music ! This may be a silly question.../ 
know vaguely that you use the laptop... 

PR: Yeah, laptops for playing live. Basically, like any [form] of 
electronic music using DATs, computers, samples... samp ie-based...rt's 
like doing tracks. Everyone—there's been no real development, apart 
from the software, since Techno times, you know the sequencer, the 
sampler, with which you created tracks. Nowadays it can all be done 
on one computer, you don't need all these extra, peripheral kind of 
[separate units]... 

EP: So it's better to do it on a laptop than to buy a separate 
sequencer... 

PR: Yeah, we don't need to, we don't...everything's built inside the 
software now. It's not really necessary. Those people who want to 
have more analogue feeling, and more...there are certain sounds 
which you can’t create on a laptop. But there are sounds which you 
can only create on a computer. But we've chosen to go the computer 
way. because of practicability, and just general...! mean using the 
laptop live now is like... everyone goes on about 'How does it work?' 
It's like...you're running a patch, whether it's Supercollider or Max, 
and this is...you have your own instrument. Ramon and me have our 
own Supercollider patch, which has a double loop reader where you 
can load four samples, make sequences and patterns, and it's all real- 
time. So it's like you have your own individual Instrument on some 
machine. Machines which are all the same, so people who are against 
It say it was just something you bought in a shop! But it's not. It's all 
on the screen, it’s alL.faders, and pushing buttons, and just like you 
would if you had a synthesiser, a handy kind of [package], 

EP: So these are developed packages, which you buy off the peg! And 
if you vary them, you can make them your own... 

PR: Yeah, you can customise them. 

EP And do all the Mego people use these laptops! 

PR: Yes, Fennesz has a laptop, Hecker, FM...basica!ly, yes, everyone's 
got laptops! I can't think of anyone [who doesn't], 

EP Is it all made from samples, or can you generate your own noise! 

PR: You can generate your own noises...it's a global thing, it isn't just 
Mego [doing this]. I mean when we were in Australia, there were 
quite a few acts running things off laptops. A few are still using tape 
loops and traditional means, which may be due to the fact that they 
can't afford a laptop! They're not that cheap! Generally, it's laptop 
music.. 

EP Do you always do it live! Could you say, work at home one night 
and programme a whole piece. working in the studio... 

PR: What do you mean? I haven't got a studio! That's my studio - it's a 
laptop and a mixing desk! And a minidisc player, that's my studio! 

EP: / think my question is, do you use the studio as a compositional 
aid. or tool! 

PR: Yes, yes, yes, definitely. When we work as Rehberg and Bauer we 
got to Ramon's studio. And we just - basically a lot of Rehberg and 
Bauer stuff is - we take live tapes, we record every gig we do - and 
that's the source, the playing-live interaction between two people. 

And then we chop it up, and muck around with tt. My CD is also all 
done on the laptop, inside the laptop. It's all essentially played live, by 
myself, recorded onto minidisc and thcn...a bit of post-production. 

And that's how I work. I'm not sure how Fennesz works. I think he's 


much more into constructing pieces and composing. 

EP: I'm really very excited by [this method], there 's a tremendous 
sense of.. .a very compelling surface to the sound, it really draws you 
in. Even though it seems very abstract, and foreboding. Would you 
say this is a very efficient way of making music! As opposed to say 
writing down a score, composing... 

PR: Oh yes, yes. Absolutely! The thing is, you have the freedom to do 
it wherever you want. It’s portable. Whenever we stay somewhere, 
you do get a bit bored in the afternoon, so you just get your 
headphones out and start working on something. That’s a very great 
privilege, to have that freedom. You see some of these other 
musicians having to cart around their double bass and stuff! You can't 
get that out on the train and start working, can you? 

EP So you were saying in Australia, you were getting this rather 
negative vibe from some of the improv musicians there! 

PR: Yes, but that's not only in Australia, it's all over. I think that's been 
going on since the dawn of time! There's the traditionalists - and 
there's the ones who are trying to push things a bit further. And of 
course the ones who aren't involved in the latest thing feel a bit left 
out. 

EP: But Phil Durrant for example, an improvising violinist, also uses 
live sampling software. 

PR: Yeah, there are some people who really work in that scene, and 
the thing is, some of these traditionalists, these musicians, seem to 
think that we're only making music with laptops to annoy them! They 
seem to think that we're putting them out of a job! And it’s totally 
ridiculous! I mean, IVe got nothing against them...but if they start 
saying...l mean, we don't complain about them! But they complain 
about us, and that’s the problem. 

EP: So they think it's too 'easy' because you're using a computer, and 
you're threatening to make them redundant 

PR: Which is not true at all, because there's still an audience for their 
kind of thing. Maybe it's gone down, but in general music is [losing its 
audiences]. There's so much more music out there now. Ten years 
ago, or twenty years ago, I think labels would sell much more music, 
because there weren't so many labels, not so much choice. 

Nowadays, customers are spoiled for choice. They don’t know what 
to do. Just from working on our mail order, there's like bucketloads 
of CDs to choose from! And they’re all very good! 

EP: And you see this as a healthy situation! 

PR: Yes, and some musicians who have been working and active for 
30-40 years obviously feel now that they’re not the only ones doing 
something [experimental]. And that goes down into other things too, 
like they don't get such bigger fees any more, and all this...it's not so 
easy as it was. 

EP: That's kind of ironic, because I've followed the Incus label in the 
UK for some time. / never got the impression they sold very many 
records. 

PR: Well I think with that scene they don't sell records - it's a live 
thing. [The business comes from] gigs and playing the festival circuit. 
It's kind of weird, because we're not really from that scene. 

EP Yes, / was going to ask - would you call yourself an improviser! 

PR: Not in that traditional sense, although whenever we play it’s all 
[improvised] ...I mean what is improvising? Making it up as you go 
along? 

EP: Well, do you have compositions of any kind that you'd be able to 
play or repeat! 

PR: Er, yes, there are certain structures and certain sounds and stuff 
which we save and re-use to play live, but generally - it's about SO-SO. 
There's the sounds which are all prepared which we then play, but 
what we do with them [changes] depending on how we feel. It's 
varying factors. Ramon and me always have our set sounds, and then 
usually we have a little discussion before the gig, which goes along the 
lines of 'We start low. and then get louder’. (Laughs) When you play 
with someone, or a group of people for enough time, you don’t need 
to discuss it any more because It's instinctive. You know exactly... 
'when he starts doing that. I do that!' 

EP. That is another thing with improv, a lot of improvising musicians 
who claim that they have some kind of monopoly on interaction. 
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Which is not true. It's been in other music for a long time. 

PR: I do enjoy [lmprovisers]...at the same time I enjoy playing on my 
own, because that's when you're in full control and... that's the two 
sides of the same coin, really. Both are very good. 

EP How many solo records have you made ! 

PR: Just the two. 

EP: And what about Farmer's Manual/ Are you Farmer's Manual/ 

PR: (fiercely denying it) No, no, no...Farmer's Manual are four young 
guys...sometimes three, sometimes two. It's quite a loose line-up. 

Only one of them now lives in Vienna. The other two live in Berlin, 
and one lives in Hamburg. If I wasn't involved with Mego they would 
probably be my favourite band, you know. 

EP Yes, the LP Explorers_We, I heard that one - really quite wild. 

PR: It's totally unbalanced! One 
member here has got a project 
together with Tina who does all our 
visuals. A video band - live visuals 
and audio kind of thing, which is 
also quite advanced. I just like the 
way they're pushing the limits of 
what's possible with computer 
technology. 

EP: They use a similar method, with 
samples and laptops’ 

PR: Yes. 

EP Their music is not only very 
advanced, it's also rather disturbing 
- but very funny too. 

PR: One guy from Farmer's Manual 
and Meeker, they basically run the 
Falsch sub-label, the MP3 label, and 
they do all the programming and 
[administration], 

EP: / had this idea with computer 
music (see issue seven) that here 
were a lot of artists who were in 
way subverting computer 
technology. Putting it to a use it 
wasn 'r intended to - 

PR: Exactly, and that's always been 
[my interest], ever since I've been 
listening to music. I've always been 
interested in things which [go 

wrong] - I was a big fan of Sonic t 

Youth, doing things with guitars 
which you're not supposed to do 

with guitars. I'm sure any manufacturer of a guitar would go 'What 
are you doing! You're not allowed to do that!' And that all goes back 
to the whole thing of John Cage sticking screwdrivers into a piano. 
That's the general vibe around all of us, it’s not really often discussed, 
but it’s a basic [understanding] - let's see what happens when you do 
that. 

EP Excellent So do you need to know a bit about software 
programming to be able to do any of this! 

PR: In a way, yes. We're very lucky because Andi - who's one half of 
General Magic - is actually a programmer by profession. So we have 
people who are [technically minded]. Myself, I'm pretty computer- 
illiterate! I mean, I can turn the thing on! And I can run the 
applications that I have. I don't know how to programme a computer 
to save my life! Lucky we have people who are able to do this for us. 
Maybe I should spend more time sitting down trying to learn all of it, 
but... 

EP. I'm all for it My theory is that the Home PC is now becoming like 
this family' thing. .the way they're sold to us You buy a computer for 
the family, plays games and DVDs on It It's better that the artists take 
control and investigate what a computer can do. 

PR: It's kind of ironic. I don't think Apple - most of use Macintoshes 
because they run the better applications for audio and video and etc. I 
don't think most of the people who work in computer companies 


know what's going on either, half the time! The weirdest thing is, even 
on the laptops, the newer ones have better audio output, the actual 
output is like a jack which is just like a thing on one of these, you 
know! A sort of cheap plastic thing. I don't think anyone realised that 
people are seriously going to be using a laptop as an instrument to 
play [music] with! But now. here we are - so hopefully things will get 
better in that aspect. That is always the way - artists do all the 
experimenting and the research, and then the big companies [change 
the product] to suit them...but by that time, all the artists have 
probably moved on and don't want to do that any more! Basically, 
artists are just like unpaid researchers and developers for these big 
corporations. In the same way, the independent labels are the unpaid 
A&R Departments for the major labels. 

EP Are you - to use a cliche - giving the computer a voice that it 
hasn 't had before / 

PR: Erm - yes. We don't really think 
.. about computers too much. It's just 
an interbice. The software is the 
actual instrument, that's the more 
interesting thing - and that’s what 
people don't see, and I think that's 
why people get a little disturbed by 
laptop gigs. Because all they see is 
blank bices, staring into a screen! 
What's that about! So many gigs we 
do, they've always wanted to come 
up behind you.. .you say, ‘Excuse 
me! Can I help you!" (Laughs) ft’s 
like when you're working in an 
office, or working at home, the 
worst thing is having someone 
looking over your shoulder! So 
that's why, whenever I play live 
solo, I always have all the lights 
turned off. And there's nothing - it's 
a darkened room. That's because 
I'm an audio artist, my art is what 
comes out of the speakers. If it’s a 
big festival, there's loads of 
musicians with all their things, and 
there was never a space on the 
stage. And we would say, well we 
can play by the mixing desk, or we 
can play in the comer, or we can 
play backstage. And they would say 
‘No, no, no! You have to be in the 
middle of the stage!' And we say, 
what for! 'So that people can see 
you!' Well there’s nothing to see, 

7 you know? And sometimes we have 
SKOT, Tina does some visuals - 
there's something on the screen if you need something to look at! 

We can develop that. 

EP: So it's fair to say you're fairly indifferent to this idea of a 
(conventional] performer appearing on stage... 

PR: Yes, absolutely. This whole ego thing, in the tradition of I'm up 
here and I'm the musician, you're down there and you're the 
audience. This is something which we don't [support]. 

RRJ: So why be there at all, in a sense/ / mean, you could send them a 
cape and they could play that! 

PR: Yes, that's one possibility...but at the same time, it is all live and 
most of it is improvised. So that actual place you're playing, the 
people you meet the city you're in - these are all factors which are 
occurring. If you just did it at home in the studio...that's why I'm not 
really a big fan of these Internet gigs. I mean, I like to go to Sydney 
and Tokyo and see these places! It would be a bit boring if you just do 
everything from your bedroom! I like going out! There has to some 
kind of interaction with your surroundings. But not so much that [I 
have to give the audience] something to look at. The idea of a 
performer on stage is something which is just.. .[with us] there really is 
nothing to look at! Once when played at the Sonar festival in 
Barcelona, as Fenn O'Berg, the TV cameras were trying to film the 
laptops and the screens, and of course when you film a laptop you 
can't see anything anyway because it's all too bright! 
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BP I personally don't mind too much not having anything to see... 

PR: When you go and see Francisco L6pez, it's completely dark! He 
stays behind the mixing desk, and he'll hand out blindfolds. Insisting on 
the audio experience. We're not that radical, but...John Duncan [does 
the same] as well... 

BP Oh, have you met John Duncan ! 

PR: Oh yes. 

BP: He's done some quite extreme things... 

PR: Er - yeessss! He's mainly doing audio stuff now, he hasn't done 
too many actions recently. Perhaps I shouldn't say this about John on 
cape, but he's a very nice gentleman! He's very sweet! A diamond! He 
used to live quite near here, but he lives in Northern Italy now. 

Udine. 

BP Bio you think there's a future to 
what you're doing.. where do you 
think it might be leading ! 

PR: That's the daily question, yeah! I 
don't know. I'm still quite amazed 
we've got this far, so maybe in six 
months the whole thing's gonna 
collapse. I kind of think that as a 
label it's good to stop it somehow, 
and then go on to something else. 

Something we want to avoid is 
becoming an institution. Whether 
we're able to avoid this or not is in 
fate's hands. We've done it for five 
years now, maybe another five 
years? Another year? Two weeks? 

Who knows? At the moment we’re 
on a level [where] we've got 
enough interesting things lined up 
to keep it interesting. I think the 
time to stop would be when you 
start repeating yourself. And I don't 
think we've reached that point yet 
So we haven't really addressed that 
question. That's the tricky thing, 
because many people do start 
repeating themselves and they don't 
realise it Perhaps a talented artist is 
someone who realises that his 
time's up. 

ft RJ:: These things are cyclical as 
well, aren't they f You obviously feel 
at the moment that there's plenty 
of innovative work going on that 

you want to be associated with, but that may not always be the case. 
PR: Yeah, it might stop in six months. 

BP The world is unforgiving, isn 't it! Especially the music press... 

PR: ...the backlash. Yes, we're still waiting for the backlash. It's been 
boring - every single review we get is good! The problem with music 
journalism now is they don't actually review records, they just write 
about records they like. I think you do it as well, but that doesn't 
matter. The Wire - they only write about records they like - if they 
don't like it they don't write about it! I mean, what's the point in 
doing that? There's no discussion any more. 

BP / think they also tend to assign the Jobs to journalists who 
understand and like the materia 1 One always does drum and bass... 

PR: Yeah, and there's one who does all the noise stuff, one does all 
the improv stuff , it's fair enough, but it all becomes too positive and 
too...l liked the good old days when I used to buy music magazines, 
there would be some very harsh reviews! Phew, they used to rip 
people apart! Vicious! 

BP: Who else has written about you! There must be quite a few by 
now... 

PR: Oh yes, we've got a massive file...on Isobel's desk there's a 
mountain of magazines which we try and sift through. We've been 
written about in most magazines. In England, there was a bad review 
of Get Out in Melody Maker. I’m very proud of that! It was very 



short...the woman who wrote it said, the first track on Get Out is 
very harsh, in yer face, full-on high tones, quite a horrible piece of 
music to listen to. [Based on that] even I wouldn't want to listen to it, 
and I made it myself! I don't think she got further than that track! She 
gave up! She said this sounds like someone trying to download a ZX 
Spectrum game! Fine! That sounds very good! 

BP / would buy a record like that! My other final question is probably 
even more fatuous than the last one. Do you have a message for the 
world! Or do you not think about things like that! 

PR: Not really. Have a good time, all the time! (Laughs) 

RRJ: That's Spinal Tap. isn't it!.' 

BP Sometimes the music on Mego seems a bit bleak to me. 

PR: Many people we meet around 
the world seem to think that we're 
all totally academic intellectuals, 
boffins staring at our screens all 
day...and then they meet us and 
they say, ‘Oh you're all right you 
lot, aren't you? You don't just like 
weird music, you like other things!' 
That's the important thing about 
going to places, because there's no 
point otherwise - if you don't go 
there's no interaction. At the same 
time I've always liked music where 
there's a bit of mystery involved. 

I've met many musicians since we 
started the label, and once you've 
met them you have a different angle 
on their music. Which you really 
love. Sometimes you wish you 
didn’t have to meet them! 

BP: You mean you've been 
disillusioned about your favourite 
players... 

PR: When you're at home and 
you've got the record, you think 
‘What kind of a nutcase made this?' 
You make up all these little images 
of them. And then you meet 
them. ..oh. ..a bit normal really aren't 
they? (Laughs) But no, there is no 
real message, apart from just 
putting out good records that 
everyone likes! 

m 


MEGO 

Ruckergasse 10/21+2; 
A- 1120 Vienna 
Austria 

i www. mego. at 

“THINK OUTSIDE THE BOX” 

Read on for Manifesto, Discography 
and Reviews 


61 




The Sound Projector 8ighth Issue 2000 


MEGO 001 
MEGO 002 
MEGO 003 

MEGO 004 
MEGO 005 
MEGO 006 
MEGO 007 
MEGO 008 

MEGO 009 

MEGO 010 
MEGO 011 
MEGO 019 
MEGO 013 
MEGO 014 
MEGO 015 
MEGO 016 
MEGO 017 
MEGO 018 
MEGO 019 
MEGO 090 

MEGO 090T 
MEGO 091 
MEGO 099 

MEGO 093 
MEGO 093V 
MEGO 094 
MEGO 095 
MEGO 096 
MEGO 096CD 
MEGO 097 
MEGO 098 
MEGO 099 
MEGO 030 
MEGO 031 
MEGO 039 
MEGO 033 
MEGO 034 
MEGO 035 
MEGO 037 
MEGO 038 
MEGO 039 
MEGO 040 
MEGO 041 
MEGO 049 
MEGO 043 
MEGO 044 
MEGO 045 

MR 1 


MEGO DISCOGRAPHY correct as at 09/9000 

Releases in square brackets are planned projects 

General Magic 8 Pita Fridge Trax 19" (5/95) out of print 

General Magic/Elin Die Mond/andung 19" (5/95) out of print 

Stiitipunkt Wien 1 9 UFO Beobachtungen 93-95 Do 1 9* (5/95) out of print 

Reissued on CD by Or, London, 01/98 

Fennesz Instrument 1 2“ (10/95) out of print 

Dl DSL ILO.V.E You 19" (10/95) out of print 

Sluta Leta Fan Club 19' (1 1/95) out of print 

The MEGO jacket (8/95) out of print 

Farmers Manual Me Backup CD ( + CD-Rom) (5/96) out of print 
Reissued by Mego, 08/99 

Pita Seven Tons For Free CD (6/96) out of print 
Reissued by Digital Narcis, Osaka 01/99 
General Magic Frants ! CD (6/97) 

Potuznik Amore Motors ( ... Autobahn) CD (4/98) 

[planned as Russell Has we 1 1 CD] 

[number not yet used] 

Heckcr ITIS0161975 CD (7/98) 

Pure The End of Vinyl 3" CD (3/99) 

Fenncss Hotel Bara/, lei CD (9/97) 

Farmers Manual fm19‘ (8/96) out of print 
Evol Principio 3' CD (4/99) 

Goem Dertig CM 19' (9/99) 

Fenncss Plays 7“ (11/98) out of print 
Reissued on CD by Mokai, Chicago 01 /99 
Fenncss Plays T Shirt (19/98) out of print 
[planned as Farmers Manual CD or DVD] 

Akita/ Asuma/Haswell/Sakaibara Ich Schnitt Mich In Den Finger 19" (5/97) out of 
print 

Skot Fist T Shirt (19798) 

Skot The Mego Videos VHS/PAL (4/99) 

Hecker [R] iso / challenge CD (09/00) 

Fuckhead The Male Comedy .... Oder der Traum vom k/einen Gluck CD (10/98) 
Fandub Erdberg 8 DJ DSL Anton Bolster Du Bist Leiwand 7" (19/97) out of print 
Fandub Erdberg 8 DJ DSL Anton Bolster Du Bist Leiwand CDS (10/97) 

Karkowski H 3“ CD (04/00) 

Nachstrom 17 Songs After Midnight LP (6/99) 

Pita Get Out CD (09/99) 

[number not yet used] 

Fenness/O'Rourke/Rchbcrg The Magic Sound Of Fenn O'Berg CD (1 9/99) 

General Magic Rechenkonig CD 
IBM The Oval Recording LP 
Francisco Lopes untitled 99 LP (04/00) 

Fenncss Endless Summer CD 
llpo Vaisanen Axuma CD 
[planned as EVOL CD] 

[planned as Uil Troyer 3 CD] 

[planned as PITA] 

[planned as Kern 19*] 

[planned as Nachtstrom CD] 

Skot vs. Hecker The Movie VHS/PAL (09/00) 

[planned as Jim O'Rourke 3 CD] 

IBM The Oval Recording 7* 

Radian tgll CD (03/00) 
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ED PINSENT'S appraisal 
of a few Mego releases 
from the back catalogue 

KNOW YE THIS. .Jl few points of interest 


• Many Megos are already quite rare. There are international collectors who want to own every single item on the Mego label, including every 
variant pressing. They will fail in achieving this impossible goal. Some of them ring up the Mego office and plead like dogs to be given the last 
surviving copy of some deleted item. When they fail, they are sent home like dogs with their tails between their legs. Then, their wives whip 
them like dogs. 

0 Mego loves unusual visuals, some of them provided by in-house graphic designer, video-maker and projectionist Tina Frank (also called Skot). 
All releases boast distinctive packaging. Be sure to look out for the 'greeting card’ packages on initial pressings which disappear like mayflies. 
As for snagging vinyl originals at time of reading, forget it! 

• Some of the CDs below contain hidden tracks which are extremely hard, or even impossible, to access. Oh, what wags these Viennese are. 
The digital malarkey becomes more evident as you monitor the CD player’s readout. 

• A lot of the stuff below is a few years ok), which stylistically can make all the difference; it’s not necessarily representative of what the artists 
are doing now. What is noticeable is the exponential growth between certain projects; if you compare the 1“ and 2~ ! CDs by both Pita and 
Fennesz, for example, the difference is remarkable. The later work shows increasing impatience, a manic desire to cram lots of ideas into a 
single tiny space - and expecting the listener to keep up with them. 

• 'Mego' was meant to be a meaningless word. But later it was discovered that MEGO is used as an acronym by weary hackers for 'My Eyes 
Glaze Over' - which is what happens to a geek who sits in front of a monitor for too long. Very coincidentally, Florian Hecker's surname 
makes him one letter away from being a hacker. 


Updated and remastered reissue of MEGO 
009, and Peter Rehberg's excellent debut 
release from I99S. Seven Tons For Free 
won the Prix Ars Electron ica in 1999, and 
since it’s clearly an 'instant classic' I guess 
they see no reason for it to ever go out of 
print. An excellent place for novice 
voyagers into the Mego universe - a 
blueprint for the minimalism, aggression, 
and fetishising of technology that is to 
come. However, none of It prepares you 
for the gobsmacking violence of his 
second release, which shows you how 
quickly things move along in the fast-paced 
digital world. Pita remains one of the 
more wide-ranging of the Megolsts (in this 
selection at least), caring not one whit for 
focussing on one single idea or approach 
when he can try out anything and 
everything that is allowable when you 
cram 2 million sample soundfiles into the 
laptop, and proceed to wreak seventy kinds 
of havoc withal. Freely utilising all manner of 


“WINCIPIO 


textured drones, quirky rhythms, digital 
glitches and mechanical treatments. Pita 


never settles for anything less than 
compelling and exciting music. It remains 
human, too; he's less concerned than 
Hecker, say, in eliminating every last 
trace of his personality from the finished 
work. This was the very first Mego I 
bought; when taped for John Bagnall (to 
whom this digital malarkey was also 
quite new), he quipped how could feel 
himself ‘mutating into a microchip'. 


Evol 

Principio 

MEGO 018 CD (1999) 

A number of surprisingly short tracks, 
many of which are simply silent or near- 
silent ‘filler’ tracks in between curious 
bursts of inconsequential electronic 
activity. Evol are a duo from Barcelona 
who deploy these strange clicking and 
buzzing sounds against high-pitched 
bleeps and whines. Some of them are 
looped, or sequenced, to produce 
something approaching a rhythm. 
Irritating, scratchy textures. Not a great 
record; a little bewildering in its non- 


Pita 


Seven Tons For Free 

JAPAN, DIGITAL NARCIS LTD CD 
(1999) 


A complete refusal of Music 

777 ?? 
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eventfulness and its complete refusal of 
music. 

oooooooooooo 

Farmers Manual 

No Backup 

MEGO 008 CD (1999) remastered 
re-release 

These guys are sufficiently loopy and strange 
to merit a certain pride of place in the 
warped Mego territory, even on this early 
work which is quite different to what they’re 
doing now. The insane typographical 
nightmare on the back cover (unreadable 
overlays and lines of text flying off every 
which way) are a kind of concrete- 
poetry equivalent to the music you will 
hear; it verges on being legible, yet 
constantly eludes common sense. This 
1 996 debut release of theirs is 
considerably less intense than the all-out 
dementia of later work like 
Exp!orers_ We, but still merits 
investigation - particularly if you're 
interested In taking early retirement to 
the booby hatch. Some tracks feature 
actual clunky drum-machine rhythms and 
sequenced bass-lines, but even I can tell 
that this is nothing like ’real’ Techno. 

The sound is cranky, eccentric, and 
tongue-in-cheek; but it can also turn 
rather nasty, with its thick layers of 
nausea-inducing overlays of indigestible 
foreign materials. Track five sounds like 
it contains a sample from Hitchcock’s 
The Birds, whose alarming voices were 
in any case electronically realised for 
that film's soundtrack. This CD is 
packaged with moving images on the as 
part of the CD. but I’m unable to access 
them. 

OOOOOOOOOOOO 

Fennesz 

Hotel Paral.lel 

MEGO 016 CD (1999) (2nd edition) 

Christian Fennesz is (to me) the jewel in the 
Mego crown, a unique creator and possibly 
one of the few artistes here who I guess will 
eventually live to transcend the Mego label', 
after all the fuss about minimal electron ica 
has died down. He likes music, and admires 
great Visionary’ record producers - Lee 
Perry and Brian Wilson among them. This is 
his first CD - his second, released in the UK 
on Touch, has already been appraised last 
issue (and the verdict was, it came up a 
masterpiece in every regard!). Fennesz 
works with samples and processed guitar 
tracks (which he plays himself); you can hear 
a great deliberation, and intelligence, in the 
way he organises his sound information, but 
his intellectual control is never at the 
expense of excitement, or passion. Ten 
substantial tracks on this record (originally 
released in 1 997), with a veritable kettle-full 
of ideas, experiments and approaches; beats 
and tunes, distortion, and ruthlessly efficient 
arrangement of the building blocks of sonic 
data which he's so carefully chosen and 
honed to perfection. He can handle the big 
and loud, ocean-deep sounds with as much 
mastery as he can the delicate, filigree-work 


of his quieter miniatures. Some of his music 
is strangely moving. Fennesz seems less of a 
simple process-artist and more of a man with 
something to say - on this work he's capable 
of expressing a species of melancholy with 
his processed tunes and samples, and not 
simply delivering a shock to the system. As 
ever, the conciseness is remarkable; each 
taut track is cut to the bone, a lean slice of 
the purest musical protein without an inch of 
flab. The bytes inside Fennesz's laptop are 
like precision-drilled toy soldiers; one 
command from the strategic-genius Colonel 
Fennesz, and they'll cut the enemy to 
ribbons. 


Radian 

TG11 

MEGO/RHIZ001 CD (2000) 

Radian's second outing; it combines live jazz- 
ish percussion and bass-playing with droney 
and noisy electronics. There's percussion 
and vibraphone by Martin Brandlmayr and 
bass-playing from John Norman, competing 
with the synth work of Stefan Nemeth. A 
brilliant enough idea to create an innovative 
sound-world (not that these are the first 
people to it), but as interactive playing it 
rarely seems to gel together; it’s like listening 
to two totally different records somehow 
accidentally pressed onto one CD, and 
merged together as if by digital morphing. 
Which is probably the point. There are still 
surprises, and tripwires; Tomio' for 
example, slows down to a dead stop mid- 
way through, just after they've established a 
decent clunking rhythm, and leaves you 
floundering while the musicians think what 
to do next. The first joint release of Mego 
and Rhiz. 

OOOOOOOOOOOO 

Goem 

Dertig CM 

MEGO 019 VINYL LP 

Goem is of course an anagram of Mego, but 


this is a mere coincidence. This is a rather 
ordinary effort by a trio of internationally 
famous players (another release of theirs is 
reviewed elsewhere this issue); for some 
reason everyone likes them since they 
defaulted on the Rastermusic label. 
Sometimes the monotony and limitations of 
this digital minimalism is simply too much for 
me. This drivel just sounds neutered, like a 
toy robot stuck in neutral; be stands In the 
comer and can’t turn around as he stamps 
his mechnical feet up and down aimlessly. It 
just sends me to sleep, to be frank. Lovely 
sleeve design, with die-cut holes in the 
cover, rendered by Monitcurs of Berlin. 

OOOOOOOOOOOO 

General Magic 

Frantz 

MEGO 010 CD [1996] 

Mego’s finest 'pop' record to date, this 
one's entertaining where the others are 
challenging and grim; exhilarating, 
humourous and packed to the brim with 
fast-paced beats. These off-kiltre tunes 
and time signatures may take some getting 
used to, but after a few spins you’ll be 
dancing with as much agility as the 
downhill ski racer pictured on the inside. 

( You will, at any rate, because my 
elephantine attempts at cavorting on the 
dancefloor are best kept hidden from 
prying eyes.) And speaking of skiing, don't 
miss their skewed tribute to that 
ludicrous sport in 'The Official GM Ski- 
WM Theme', a one-minute nonsense that 
should have you collapsing to the ground 
in fits of mirth. Recorded in 1995-1 996, 
these are fourteen tracks of fun - but far 
from the Club 1 8-30 mentality of your 
average dancefloor frolic, this comes with 
the usual Mego screwball approach to 
production. A clever twist on virtually every 
track will confound all your expectations. 
Produced with considerable skill and 
ingenuity in the way it resolves problems, 
and studiously avoids the use of clichbd 
sounds, beats or processes. I was told who 
General Magic are, but I forget. 

OOOOOOOOOOOO 

Pita 

Get Out 

MEGO 029 CD (1999) 

Peter Rehberg's astonishing second CD, 
composed on his laptop computer on 
various stopping-off points throughout his 
international travels, and 'far from the 
comfort of the studio' (as Metamkine have 
it). When he’s bored in his hotel room or in 
the airport lounge. Pita makes music; this is 
the sound of his boredom. It kicks off with 
an ear-splitting start, great onslaughts of 
insane, angular noise; as though the artist has 
suffered this nastiness coiled up in his guts 
for months and were now finally exorcising 
the black demon within. Get Out is a fitting 
title, an offhand response to any of those 
who consider Rehberg’s work 'provocative’. 
This is the kind of noise that I visualise as 
tactile, tangible; Ellsworth-Kelly styled 
triangular sheets of metal, battering about 
your head like an aggressive art-mobile. By 
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the time we get to the epic ten-minute track 
three, there’s little relief from the harshness, 
although there’s a tune somewhere - 
through masses of intense distortion, you 
can discern a soaring melody trying to get 
through. As though watching an open-air 
concert through a prismatic viewer, while 
the PA system flies by suspended on chains 
from passing helicopters, this is the sound 
that reaches you through the rush of the 
wind. Exhilarating! The remaining tracks 
display no let-up in the constant How of ideas 
and invention, not to mention the savage 
glee that Rehberg apparently takes in his 
savage electronic swipes (which might be 
seen, by some, as a massacre of good taste 
and everything else that’s proper in music). 

At times frenetic in their explosive 
energy, at times mysterious and reflective. 
Besides the variety and complexity, I like 
the conciseness of it all; 40 minutes of 
music (Rehberg is a child of the LP 
generation!), edited down from 5 hours 
of raw material. No tracks outstay their 
welcome once their simple points have 
been stated, with the clarity and precision 
that comes from working exclusively with 
digital information. Highly recommended. 
Issued in red or blue covers, making some 
statement about hot and cold, but it 
seems everyone goes for the red. 

oooooooooooo 

Pure 

The End of Vinyl 

MEGO 015, 3" CD (1999) 

Unlike Godard who announced the ‘Fin 
Du Cinema’ at the end of his movie 
Weekend, this record is not nearly so 
final. It’s a solo project by Peter Votova, 
working exclusively with samples from 
the run-out grooves of records (hence 
the title, you see). Result? Unfathomably 
abstract noise which verges on turning into 
music - vaguely rhythmic bass throbs, heavy 
rumbling drones and some nasty fizzing static 
at the top end. The rhythms presumably 
derive from the mechanical rotations of the 
turntable. Not overly frightening, and a good 
place to begin. Two long tracks over twenty 
minutes, packaged with three stickers for the 
cover art. 

oooooooooooo 

Esognomig 

Esognomig 

AUSTRIA, SONIG 09 VINYL LP (1999) 

Not a Mego release, but Mego related - 
Ramon Bauer and Florian Hecker (joined by 
Tina Frank and Frank Dommert) jamming it 
up in the old Mego studios with Mouse On 
Mars (ie Andi Toma and Jan St Werner). 

One of the few collaborative recordings in 
this batch, which (it can hardly have escaped 
your attention) are mostly produced by 
soloists alone with their precious laptops. 
However, the unpredictability of doing it 
with others doesn't always suit control 
freaks, and it hasn’t really improved the 
results on this outing, which is largely an 
indigestible shapeless mass of murky stodge. 
There are some interesting combinations 
which occasionally lift their head out of the 


general swamp of sound, but one suspects 
they are merely happy accidents. 

Hecker 

IT IS0161975 

MEGO 014 CD (1998) 

Hecker 

[R.] ISO | Chall 

MEGO 024 CD (2000) 

A shrewd and austere manipulator of 
soundfiles, Florian Hecker adorns the sleeve 
of his 1 998 release with computer printouts 
and analyses of his tracks which clinically 
reduce them to little more than numbers, as 


though he were generating an annual report 
of sales figures on a spreadsheet to be 
presented at the Board of Directors. 

Without a doubt a prime candidate for the 
purest expression of computer- language as 
music He treats his sound samples through 
equalisation alone, reducing high notes and 
low notes to their most basic forms. 
Occasionally, it creates an interesting 
textural sound that is almost as much fun as 
music. IT ISO/61975 contains a ‘hidden’ 
track at the start (to hear it, you have to 
scroll back an entire 14 minutes). [ ft .] ISO / 
Chall is an extremely inventive and radical 
collection of remixes of the same record, 
rendered by guest artists Bruce Gilbert, 
Francisco Lopez, Holger Hiller, Yasunao 
Tone, cd_slopper, Jim O'Rourke, llpo 
Viiisjinen, Markus Schmickler, Otomo 
Yoshihide. GESCOM and Zbigniew 
Karkowski. These are brave men, to 
undertake such a project. As to the nature of 
their contributions, at first I thought you 
would need a special microscope to fully 
appreciate what changes they have made; I 
anticipated an exercise akin to comparing 
the molecules within samples of air pollution. 
In fact, an entirely new, far longer and far 
noisier CD has been magically extracted 
from the quiet minimalism of the first. It's 
kinda perverse (the Mego people have a 
wicked sense of humour) to follow the 
audience-grabber of Gilbert’s wild mix with 


ten minutes of utter silence by L6pez, but 
this is deliberate; besides, the remainder is 
pretty much pure noisy fun. A lot of the 
electro-geniuses here add sources of their 
own to beef up the originals, and all of them 
add considerable life to the original. Filled 
with unexpected ideas, surprises and shocks, 
[R.J ISO / Chall is one of the most bizarre 
items yet released by a label which already 
has a pretty bizarre reputation. 

OOOOOOOOOOOO 

Fuckhead 

The Male Comedy 

MEGO 025 CD (1999) 

The jokers in the Mego pack. Fuckhead 
are a real guitar band, not another set of 
introverted laptop geeks. They are 
abrasive and want to shock you, so 
besides playing their obnoxious music in 
yer face, they turn up on stage stark 
bollock naked, apart from strips of gaffer- 
tape over their private parts. Their image 
is fairly distinctive I suppose, but the 
music is like a retro version of DAF and a 
hundred other imitators. There’s a lot of 
queasy modulated synth-glop, listening to 
which is like wading through green slime. 
Also unpleasant choppy guitars, drums 
fed through far too much reverb, and 
declamatory vocals reciting obscenities. 
Only mainland Europeans could attempt 
hardcore guitar funk and get it as 
absurdly wrong as this. 

oooooooooooo 

Akita / Azuma / 
Haswell / Sakaibara 

Ich Schnitt Mich In Den 
Finger 

MEGO 022 VINYL LP (1996) 

A highly atypical Mego release, this one 
stems from the label's association with 
Russell Haswell - an English noisester, 
sometime associate of Paul Smith and all- 
round good guy hipster of the London scene. 
I assume it was through Haswell that 
Merzbow was persuaded to play at the Mego 
studio, where (joined by his wife Reiko on 
the Theremin, and Tetsuo Sakaibara on 
vocals) the four of them laid down some 
tracks onto Ramon Bauer's hard disc. The 
side- long epic is incredibly strange. More 
than mere formless noise, it is a textbook 
example of how to keep your sound sources 
organised so that they form a perfect three- 
dimensional sound picture. It has drama, and 
a core of power that derives from the 
superlative playing skills and not merely from 
loud volume. Reiko’s bleating Theremin tries 
hard to mediate, but she can’t control the 
angry fist-fight that soon breaks out between 
the chattering synths of Russell and Masami 
Akita. Side two features five lock-groove 
mini-masterpieces. Beautiful package, 
instantly out of print; one of the best things 
Merzbow has been associated with. 

oooooooooooo 

oooooooooooo 
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CORAZON 

DEL 

<IELO 

Tribu 

Los Brujos Del Agua 

MEXICO, CADEMAC DCTC09 CD (1993) 



Tribu 

Musica Para Los Dioses 

MEXICO, CADEMAC DCTC012 CD (1994) 

These were to have been reviewed last issue, as part of a mammoth 
essay on the general history of indigenous Mexican music. However, 
as the essay ended up being rather more mammoth than I had 
anticipated, it was deemed a little too much for inclusion, and notice 
of these discs was temporarily postponed. My interest, or maybe 
obsession, with all things Valley Of Mexico circa 1 0th to 1 6th century, 
took me to that country last year. I was not disappointed with what I 
found. The ruin of the Templo Mayor near the Zocalo in Mexico City; 
the sites of Tollan, Teotihuacan, and especially Malinako - yep, I was 
definitely feeling that stuff. Naturally I 
have CDs of traditional Mexican 
musk, as in that which is largely 
based around rhythm, flutes, and a 
loose five tone scale - before the 
importation of guitars, sombreros, 
small pox, and slavery. To my ears, 
the best of these recordings might be 
Delfmo Guevara's Musiques /nc/iennes 
Du Mexique [France, Playasound 
PS65I36 (1994) CD], Guevara 
records with a conscious effort to 
exclude Hispanic influences, using 
traditional instruments and themes 
derived from a combination of sound 
anthropological knowledge and 
passionate involvement in the 
traditions of original Mexican 
cultures. 

I came across T ribu more or less by 
accident whilst wandering around 
IN AH (the city’s big-daddy museum). 

There seemed to be a terrific racket 
coming from the expansive open 
courtyard, which turned out to be a 
bunch of guys and gals banging seven shades of shit out of an 
assortment of wooden drums. This turned out to be Tribu, and I 
bought the two CDs on offer with embarrassing levels of excitement 
equalled only by pimpled trekkies granted a one to one with William 
Shatner. The discs didn't let down their side of the bargain either. 

Tribu, it would seem, have been going for ages, at least since Tribu 
Voi 3 of 1984. They seem to have done loads of albums, excerpts of 
which are collected on Musics Para Los Dioses, implying that this 
older stuff is likely to be even harder to find than these two. Los 
Brujos Del Agua on the other hand, is clearly an album in its own 
right. Like Dclfino Guevara, percussion on upright and log-split 
wooden drums, augmented by shaker, clay flute, and voice, forms the 
heart of their sound. Similarly, the themes are ones that have 
probably remained consistent within the Mexican tradition for at least 
1 500 years, as demonstrated by musical dedications to Coatlicue. 
Tepeyollotl and, everyone’s favourite, Quetzalcoatl. And of course, 
being of that heritage, this stuff goes a bit deeper, and has a lot more 


heart than your moustachioed new-age prog berk who graciously 
deigns to concept-album the subject having read an article in Mung 
Beans Today. This is certainly religious music in the truest sense, 
rather than any cheap animatronic substitute. Although Catholicism 
has a strong hold on Mexico, it is often overlooked that once you get 
out of the cities, old Gods like Tlaloc and Huehuecoyotl and the rest 
never quite went into retirement. Any doubts about such a claim are 
resolutely chucked off the top step of the temple by the music on 
these discs. 

Unlike Guevara, Tribu have moved, at their own pace with the times, 
this is less a recreation of what was, than a statement of what is, and 
although there are no discernible Hispanic isms here, the core sound 
is occasionally garnished with a sparing and never less than 
appropriate use of modem technology. Arguments about authenticity 
are pointless being as these were 
recorded in fancy studios, and being 
somewhat entrenched in their own 
culture, one might as well accuse 
DMX of not being black by virtue of 
the gulf between his music and that of 
Robert Johnson. Listening to the 
electronic underpinnings of 'Corazon 
Del Ciek>\ or sampled orchestration 
of 'Chichen Itza' (El Laibach anyone?) 
it's clear that had this technology 
existed in 15* century Tenochtitlan, 
then this is probably how it would 
have been used. These albums could 
have fallen out of some happier 
alternate time-line where Columbus 
choked on a ship's biscuit just past the 
Canary Islands and the Spanish 
conquest never took place. This is a 
million miles away from the 
patronising new-age slop I fear it 
could be lumped in with. It’s the 
sound of a real living culture, that is 
too often ignored, carrying its beliefs 
and traditions into the future with a 
passion that is undoubtedly straight 
from the heart. Amongst these two discs are some of the most 
breathtakingly noble, moving, and honest pieces of music I've heard. 

Accounting for plane tickets, cheap and cheerful hotel, and 200 pesos 
per disc, these are probably the most expensive CDs I’ve ever 
bought. If anyone out there manages to track further Tribu output 
down, please let me know, because I really do need more of this stuff. 
Failing that, although it could be a long shot you might try: 

Cademac. Sur 1 13 B #2143, Col. Juventino Rosas, C.P. 

08700 DF. Mexico 

WAR ARROW 
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Music from 

9 Apan 

we can use my portable 



X-Ray machine 



Acid Mothers Temple 
and The Melting 
Paraiso UFO 

Pataphisical Freak Out 
Mu!! 

JAPAN, PSF RECORDS PSFD-106 
CD (1999) 

Frankly, it 1 s very hard to resist records as 
grandiose and far-reaching as this, 
especially if you're keen on High Rise. 

Musica Transonic and associated bands 
which set the gold standard for excessive 
Japanese rock. Makoto Kawabata, mentor 
and leader of the Acid Mothers Temple, 
was the lead guitarist with those bands 
and in recent years has been pursuing a 
prolific career releasing no end of limited 
CD-Rs (which ain't too easy to get hold of), 
to document the doings of his Acid Mothers 
Temple Soul Collective. This is the second 
official release under the auspices of the 
Temple on the PSF label, and at first you 
might be forgiven for thinking it Is more of 
the same kind of retrospective pastiches of 
60s-70s rock which the Japanese do so 
successfully, and with such affection. True 
enough, the alert consumer is bombarded 
with clues; the sumptuous full-colour 
psychedelic sleeve art includes liberal 
references to the kind of 'Ancient Gods' 
imagery that followers of Von Daniken 
espouse, while also harking back to The 
Grateful Dead and The Cosmic Jokers. T rack 
titles like 'Third Eye of the Whole World’ 
and ‘Astrological Overdrive' and credits 
admit to everything up front, and evoke 
memories of Syd's Pink Floyd, Donovan, The 
Magic Band, Gong, and even Father Yod's 
legendary underground Ya Ho Wa cult 
ensembles With the large extended family of 
musicians and hangers-on that he's 
apparently gathered around him, Kawabata is 
self-consciously emulating aspects of the 
Deadheads Diggers Hippies and Ylppies; he 
boasts of 30 members in the Collective, of 
which the present release represents but a 
smidgen of their activity. Some of them boast 
weird invented names, like Father Moo and 
Cotton Casino; not all of them are famous, 
nor indeed are they all musicians. Any kind 
of creative activity (visual arts, farming,- 
dancing) will gain you admittance to this gang 
of freaks. Maybe they aren't freaks but well- 


off middle class people, slumming is Which 
is what a lot of London hippies were anyway. 

I'm sold already, but I can almost hear some 
of you thinking ‘we didn't fight the punk wars 
of 1976 for this claptrap!' Well that’s your 
problem - letting that sort of ideological 
drivel run your life and preventing you from 
hearing great music. The music justifies 
everything. I'm as suspicious as anyone of 
hippie culture, but you ignore the rich 
variegated strains of 1 960s music at your 
peril. Kawabata not only effortlessly conjures 
up a convincing reincarnation of psych, prog 
and Kosmische music, he goes one better 
and produces music so powerful that it 
literally sends the listener back in time, into 
an alternative universe. This music is bursting 
with superhuman energy. Intense overamped 
guitar solos; dreamy melodies dripping with 
major-seventh chords; liberal use of studio 
effects, echo, reverb and wah-wah pedals. 
There are songs, tunes, slow bluesy jams, 
acoustic guitar episodes where hippie chicks 
wail along, acid-influenced mumbling and 
chattering voices, and all-out freak out 
attacks that distill everything you've ever 
loved about psychedelic music into one 
perfect package of delight. I would rather live 
for one hour in this fantasy world of magical 
mystery than...well, almost do anything else 
really. I’m certainly considering giving up my 
job right now. And consumption of acid, 
cannabis resin, speed, uppers, downers, lids 
or anything else is not mandatory to 
experience full enjoyment, nor is it required 
that you sign up to some form of lifestyle 


that you might find ideologically suspect. 
Just enjoy it. 

ED PINSENT 

2-45- / / Matsubara, Terada Bldg 
2F, Setagaya-Ku, Tokyo, japan 

Koji Asano 

Momentum 

SPAIN, SOLSTICE 14 CD (2000) 

Koji Asano is a young and prolific 
composer-performer who, now relocated 
from his home town of Sattama in Japan, is 
in residence in Barcelona. Here he records 
and releases a startlingly wide variety of his 
solo musical works - electro-acoustic 
compositions, string compositions, piano 
works (see below), band performances, 
soundtracks for films, ballet scores, and 
experimental electronic pieces (see below 
again - in spades!). He even provides his own 
CD cover photographs, and they are highly 
appropriate imagistic statements that back up 
his sounds - at last a fully integrated 
conceptualist dares to enter the public arena 
again! Momentum is a thrilling CD of very 
basic amplifier noise, generated by rubbing 
two speakers together - all he had to do was 
insert two microphones into a pair of 
loudspeakers (and I do mean LOUD) and 
make a recording of the resultant rush of air 
from woofer to woofer, while he adjusted 
the levels on his mixing desk. Process art at 
its finest, but no refined 'Onkyo' quiet- 
feedback artist he, this is music with real 
guts, and not ashamed of vibrating the air 
around It in a way that attracts all carbon- 
based entities within a 1 00-yard parameter 
like an electro-magnet You too cannot help 
but join in the cosmic dance, because this 
sort of sonic attack is vibrating your body's 
molecules as surely as if you were a frozen 
pizza • it is like being microwaved alive. 

Obviously this guy has littie in common with 
the army of noisy born-again psych-peddlers, 
with their gloriously overamped guitars and 
effects pedals, which have hitherto 
dominated this section of the mag. Rather, 
he is a gifted and frighteningly convincing 
conceptual musician with several strings to 
his bow. For further arrows in his quiver, sec 
below; this one alone could wipe the floor 
with any robotic techno-derived bollocks to 
have emanated from Berlin, Vienna and 
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Cologne in the last ten years. And 
it’s so simple, too. If you don’t dig 
the relentless, throbbing organic 
rhythms of the first two tracks, 
skip to track three for a tune 
that’s slower, but more brutal; an 
intense feedback and rumble 
episode. This is like being run over 
by a Sherman tank driven by mad 
didgeridoo players. If you still have 
a head left in one piece after 
hearing this, come round to my 
place and let’s talk... we can use my 
portable X-Ray machine. And 
bring your first aid kit, with plenty 
of bandages. 

The Solstice label has been active 
since 1995; this is Koji Asano's 
14* release! More follow below. 
We have a lot of catching up to 
do... 

ED PINSENT 

solstice@retemail.es 


i young Keiji Haino. ‘There was only 
the black space left,' he wails, 
pitching his familiar ‘black' tropes 
against a musical tapestry which 
includes a traditional Indian 
instrument. This song neatly 
encapsulates the dilemma faced by all 
those who choose the path of 
liberation through drugs, sex loud 
music, anarchy and dropping out. All 
of the above sentiments are sung and 
spoken in Japanese, of course. 
Extremely curious listening 
experience for the Western mind. 

I lf your brain isn't fully frazzled yet, 
wait’ll you tune into the ‘Dog Side', 
with its wild combination of John 
Lennon-influenced anthems 
(including the long ‘Look up the sky 1 
at the end of the IP), and strange 
meandering pieces about a traditional 
Japanese festival with music, and the 
American Village where Mako 
purported to live in 1973. These final 
MPI four tracks are seriously askew, like 
\ fH orangeade spiked with LSD - they 
J become increasingly surreal and 

r 3| hallucinogenic, gradually sapping 

R your sense of reality. Some gorgeous 
instrumental music flows throughout, 
j Mako supplying all of the guitar, 
piano and mellotron passages • 
i Jm| sometJmes you wish there were 
*83 more of it. ’Melotrone is an 

I interesting instrument’, muses Mako 
1 blithely. ’I will never play It again’. 

The Mom N Dad label in Japan were, 
in 1994 at any rate, working on a massive 
CD reissue programme for Magical Power 
Mako, including his early private cassette 
recordings and demos for this first album of 
his. One has dreams of Mako surrounded by 
his exotic and strange collection of stringed 
Instruments, Jamming for all eternity in a 
psychedelic heaven, but I have never seen 
hide nor hair of these CDs. My loss. If they 
turn up for sale anyplace, let me know. 


Magical Power 
Mako 

Magical Power 

JAPAN, POLYDOR 
POCH-1486 CD (1996) 


They don’t come weirder than ifl II II I 
this, folks. A frighteningly strange 
mix of exotic recordings and songs fjfjL "1^ 
from this prolific legend of Japan 
1 970s underground rode The 
Forced Exposure people (who were among 
the first in the English-speaking world to 
start inflicting Japanese noise on the ears of 
the Western world) were champions of 
Mako, and of Keiji Haino, from an early time 
(and they still carry this in their catalogue, so 
log into the website now). And while Music 
From Heaven was a tad disappointing, I 
continue to have my mind blown by the all- 
out reverb guitar assault of Blue Doc. a Mako 
release I still heartily recommend. 

This record isn’t quite the explosive psych- 
monstrosity I had hoped for - indeed at first 
it can appear quite restrained and twee in 
places. But in fact it’s imbued with a secret 
power - it undermines your reality in far 
more subtle ways than simply smashing your 
mind apart with a psychedelic sledgehammer. 
Magical Power. Mako’s first LP. was 
originally issued in 1973 on Polydor Japan 
and here presented as a straight reissue. 

On one level, it's a collection of limpid 
songs performed on guitars, piano and 
mellotron, with guest vocals from Butch, 
Kei-Chan, Kuri, and - on one 
excruciatingly kitsch anthem - Mako’s 
own young children. This saccharine 
ditty, entitled 'Open the morning 
window, the sun shines in. The hope of 
today is small bird singing', verges on the 
smug inanity of Paul McCartney and 
Wings. But there’s plenty more 
weirdness going on - the opening tracks 
alone, originally tacks I -4 on the ‘Cat 
Side’ of the vinyl release, quickly separate 
the men from the boys. The LP opens 
with a stagy fake radio announcement 
depicting the collapse of Western 
civilisation and war breaking out between 


the superpowers (complete with an 
incongruous Donald Duck voice); from here 
we launch into ’Cha Cha\ a completely 
loopy psychedelic chant, punctuated with 
mad bursts of percussion and manic strums 
on assorted stringed instruments. ‘Put into 
your head that there is such kind of musk:’, is 
Mako's cryptic advice if you wanna 'd|g' it. It 
segues straight into T sugaru', a turgid poem 
accompanied by Shamisen playing, followed 
by a documentary recording of Mako's feet 
running back and forth in the Astronaut 
stalactite cavern. You still have one more 
poem to endure a lyrical valediction called 
’Town’ about merry sidewalks ripped apart 
by false doctors’, before you arrive at the 
first actual tune! The Cat Side closes with a 
dark psych anthem ’Restraint, Freedom’ 
which has (uncredited) guest vocals from a 


ED PINSENT 


Noise Ramones 

Rocket to DNA 

AUSTRALIA, DUAL PLOVER 296-CYG 
CD (2000) 


One long noisy track followed by 4 
remixes. The long track Just blat-blat-blats 
its merry way into those conscious and 
unconscious parts of the brain it has no 
right to enter (which is just about 
everything in the brain, come to think of 
It). Do I hear an extremely loud and 
annoying giant mosquito zizzing overhead! 
No, that irritating buzz turns out to be part 
of the, er, singular charm of this CD. I have 
to admit that there's something about this 
admittedly dumb yet cute CD that makes 
me want to follow it all the way to the end, 
which is a lot more than can be said for the 
vast bulk of this year's releases (welL any 
year’s releases) with greater and more 
laughable pretensions to being intelligent 
and meaningful. 

I know very little about Noise Ramones 
apart from the observation that they are 
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Eye Ramone and P-P Ramone and that they 
both hail from Japan. Somebody correct me 
if I'm wrong but I think Eye Ramone is a 
member of Boredoms under another name. 
The remixes on Rocket to DNA some of 
which sound like speed ed-up versions of the 
long track put under a running tap, were 
done by Dj Smallcock. 

If you're thinking of doing anything during 
the 30 minutes while you're listening to this 
CO, may I suggest you try reading a short 
story called 'Skeeter Junkie' by American 
writer John Shirley, which is about a heroin 
addict who turns into a mosquito. 

Eww-ww... 

JENNIFER HOR 

Dual Plover, PO Box 983, 
DaHinghurst NSW 1300. 

Australia 


Aube 

Pages From The Book 

UNITED KINGDOM, ELSIE AND JACK 
E&J006 CD (1998) 

Akrfumi Nakajima is the famous Japanese 
electro-acoustic tape-manipulating man who 
concentrates on using a distinctively different 
and memorable sound-source for each of his 
meticulously planned releases. So far I’ve 
heard Cardiac Strain (the heartbeat record) 
and Richochetentrance, derived from water. 
This is the infamous one which everyone 
talks about, but which few people have 
actually heard - Aube plays The Holy Bible. 

In the same way, The Bible itself is the best- 
selling book which nobody has ever read! 

We live in a secular age. The Church of 
England no longer has anything like the 
influence it used to on everyday life, yet 
we see traces of It everywhere; our legal 
system is based on a species of Christian 
morality and an idea of justice and 
humanity that derives from biblical 
teaching. It's hard to believe that the 
arguments over Darwin’s Origin of 
Species were almost entirely due to a 
Victorian Idea of the infallibility of God, 
again derived from a narrow-minded 
interpretation of the bible. The Word is 
often misused so that the Great and the 
Good (who are already in power) come 
out justified, with God on their side. 

Yet the Bible itself is a maligned tome. 

Even the church itself is guilty of 
providing a series of stupid 
mistranslations, such as The New English 
Bible, which it’s been doing since the 
1 960s in a wholly misguided attempt to 
'bring faith to the people'. The idea. I 
suppose, is that if we render the bible down 
into Mills and Boon styled prose, then 
everybody will want to read it. The total 
failure of this patronising scheme is patently 
obvious for all to see. I stick with the King 
James version, even though I never read it 
regularly; because the language in it is so 
impenetrable and steeped in mystery. It is 
also stylistically superior: tightly constructed, 
un wordy, simple. There’s the rumour that 
William Shakespeare was involved in writing 
it leading a team of Elizabethan scribes and 
authors; but this is on a par with the myth 
about Leonardo da Vinci creating the Turin 


shroud. Even to non-believers, it seems, the 
holy mysteries still exert a strong influence. 

The King James Bible probably contains 
everything you could want from a book: 
stories, history, liturgy, songs, music, advice, 
ideas, theology, philosophy and an absolutely 
explosive ending. None of this richness 
seems to have filtered down to Aube, who is 
simply using the paper of The Book as paper; 
tearing it up, crumpling and creasing it, 
flipping through the pages, and treating the 
resulting sound events through overdubbing, 
echo, and tape manipulation. I find myself 
experiencing the same impatience and 
frustration that I feel with his other records; 
the lack of empathy, the disjuncture between 
the meaning of the music and the meaning of 
the source. Cardiac Strain told us nothing 
about the human body, and Pages From The 
Book - despite titles like ‘Hymn’, 'In the 
Beginning’ and ‘Holy World’ - tells us 
nothing about The Bible. Aube could have 
used any book, or indeed any piece of paper, 
to achieve the same result. However, I do 
like the blurry image of a Cathedral on the 
cover - it looks like human bared teeth, and 
in this context is reminiscent of the image in 
the Revelation of St John the Divine: 

'And I took the little book out of the angel’s hand, 
and ate it up; and it was in my mouth sweet as 
honey: and as soon as I had eaten it, my belly was 
bitter.’ 


Metal Tastes Like 
Orange 

Secret Recording 1 

JAPAN, AMOEBIC AMO-VA-04 CD 
(1999) 

Not strictly an all-Japan release this, as one 
quarter of the amazing Metal Tastes Like 
Orange combo is Westerner Gllnter Muller 
- here adding his percussion and electronic 
skills to the playing of Masahiko Okura on 


the alto sax. the great Taku Sugimoto on 
guitar, and Otomo Yoshihide with his 
turntables and sampling. This little treasure 
has quickly become one of my most beloved 
recordings. When improvisation and 
electronics come together so perfectly, 
when everything works as smoothly as it 
does here, it not only restores your faith in 
music, but in human nature too. 

This is but one fragment of evidence of the 
exciting cross-fertilisation scenes currently 
taking place in improvised music - for 
another one, see The World Turned Upside 
Down, where Taku and Otomo play with 
Keith Rowe. This particular Secret 
Recording Is a studio date from 1998. 
recorded in Tokyo; Secret Recording 2 is on 
Muller's FOR 4 EARS label, and features 
Otomo with his partner Sachiko Matsubara, 
playing pure sine waves on her sampling 
keyboard. I'll admit that Metal Tastes Uke 
Orange may not appear to be much of an 
advance on any given 'classic' improv set up - 
in the lineup there be saxophone, 
electronics, bowed percussion, electric 
guitar...very similar, in fact, to the first AMM 
LP from 1966. But Metal Tastes Like Orange 
have virtually made improv into a new 
language, and a new currency of which they 
own 95% of the reserves. To begin with you 
can't hear the slightest trace of a jazz 
influence - Okura's sax simply adds long, 
breathy tones, without the jabbering 
squawks and squonks of post-Ayler players. 
The use of electronics is spare and simple; 
most effective is Otomo, reining himself in 
after the excesses of Ground-Zero, and 
sometimes (as on the 'Radiant' track) simply 
letting the run-out grooves of a vinyl record 
contribute a hypnotic, gentle lapping beat of 
fluffy scratches. Taku Sugimoto is a totally 
unique guitar player, utterly unlike arty 
guitarist in this field. His simple clusters of 
sweet plucked notes, gently caressed from 
the instrument, should be an example to us 
all; he is focussed, calm, concentrated and 
direct. Others speak of his tonality and 
melodic approach; I'm just sitting here rapt 
with attention and hoping he never stops 
playing. 

These 7 slow-moving pieces create the 
effect of being immersed in a gorgeous pool 
of strange sound, a warm swimming pool 
dotted with orange rinds; you can hear 
deep communication, and perfect unified, 
utopian playing. The four musicians achieve 
this sublimity more than once, where they 
blend together Into a perfectly balanced 
unit - nobody is showing off, or getting in 
the way. Far from being angry or 
destructive music, this CD is simply a 
celebration of beauty, mystery, and 
harmony. 

ED PINSENT 

sonfa@tky2.3web.ne.jp 

Koji Asano 

Preparing For April 

SPAIN, SOLSTICE 13 CD (2000) 

Koji Asano is a young Japanese composer 
and performer with a prolific manner, his 
discography runs to fifteen full-length 
releases In the past five years. Preparing for 


ED PINSENT 

PO Box 230316, Grand Rapids, 
Michigan. 49523-03/6, USA 
2 The Cliff, Seaton Carew, 
Hartlepool TS2S IAB, United 
Kingdom. 

www. elsieandjack. com 
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April is the fourth of these to feature 
solo piano, but the first to be recorded 
wholly on mkrocassette tape. It's 
heartening to see this serviceable little 
medium, previously thought to be the 
sole domain of tired senior managers and 
their overworked secretaries, being put 
to such creative good use as it is here by 
Asa no. 


Omoide Hatoba 

Livers and Giggers 
1987-1993 

JAPAN, JAPAN OVERSEAS J094-2 
CD (1995) 


Ah, wh»t bliss. I know this kind of inept 
and obnoxious stuff is old hat by now, but I 
couldn’t resist snapping this CD up on one 
of my rare visits overseas this year. It’s 
everything I wanted Japanese Noise to be - 
stupid, stupid, loud, stupid, obnoxious, 
stupid, interminable, stupid, absurd, stupid 
and utterly stupid, and covered with stupid 
scrawled artwork in magic markers. And 
it’s badly recorded too. Omoide Hatoba 
are a Boredoms spin-off group (one of 
many, Clyde), comprising the guitarist 
Seiichi Yamamoto and the one-time 
Boredoms drummer Chuu Hasegawa (or 
Chew, as some will have it). On this 
‘Earthshaking Distortion’ release they are 
Joined by Tsuyama, the former bassist in 
UFO or Die (another Boredoms related 
group, featuring Eye). Omoide Hatoba, 
according to Stefan Jaworzyn's discography, 
released three CDs for Alchemy in Japan 
between 1 989 and 1 993, an EP and a CD for 
Public Bath in America, a CD for Meldac in 
1 995, and a joint LP with The Ruins for 
Charnel Music. These releases were 
probably limited to small quantities 
(thankfully) and presumably didn't travel far 
beyond the country of origin. The point is, if 
you ever wanted to hear what Boredoms 
might sound like without the benefit of Eye's 
wacked-out studio treatments, this is one 
way of finding out Here be the raw, 
unimpeded savagery of Yamamoto’s guitar 
abuse in all its ferocious glory • live, uncut 
unrehearsed, and wild as an uncaged animal. 

The superbly dreadful fabulous tunes, songs 
and noisefests comprise a sound collage put 
together by Yamamoto with scant regard for 
good taste, decency, consideration, or even 
anything resembling entertainment Imagine 
eating a gigantic raspberry jelly sundae, filled 
with live eels and hot chili peppers. I hope 
you all puke your guts out when you hear 
this, or at least eat your own livers alive 
trying a find a copy. I found this in Vienna, 
gathering dust at a cheap price for some 
reason. I even like the way the jewel case is 
cracked, discoloured, and smeared with 
fingerprints not my own. Howcum no 
Viennese noise addicts snapped it up? Who 
wouldn't want to hear these absurd loony 
Oriental idiots doing their version of M’s 
'Pop Music', which quickly mutates in a 
free-for-all of cavorting, gibbering and 
insane guitar-playing, smeared with vile 
synth noises? And how can you live 
without hearing them howl their spastic 
choruses of ’Bar-Bar-Bar, Bar-Barbara-Ann' 
against a solid wall of guitar and drum 
noise? 39 minutes of genius-freakoid 
grotesquery, a new type of sickening fun. 
This unique strain of bad-nice painful- 
pleasure has long been the promise of 
, Japanese Underground, here fulfilled. 

I Sheesh • I must be a real JapNoise junky 
I when I settle for shit as fucked -up as this. 

ED PINSENT 

6-1-21 Ueshio Tennoji-Ku 


The album consists of six untitled tracks 
varying in length from three to 27 
minutes. Asano's style is edgy and 
unnerving: dense, cramped pianistics that 
tumble gracelessly through the ether. It's 
music that definitely rewards repeated 
listenings — the first impression is one of 
dunkiness, even ineptitude, but eventually 
this is replaced by a strange kind of 
intensity. There is a quiet but insistent 
sense of refusal here: notions of fluidity 
and virtuosity which are usually associated 
with solo piano performance are rejected. 
Patterns fail to resolve, melodies are no 
sooner embarked upon than discarded, 
silence makes its presence felt. 

The intensity of the musk stems in large part 
from the soundworld in which it exists. The 
use of mkrocassette tape means that the 
recording is constantly indistinct, with heavy 
amounts of upe hiss. At quiet moments I'm 
sure you can hear the mechanism of the tape 
recorder itself in action. As a consequence 
the musk has an ineffable, ghostly quality, as 
though it’s being heard from down a distant 
hallway or picked up by a feint radio signal. 
This striking effect, paradoxically, makes the 
album fer more listenable than it might 
otherwise have been. 


blood cells travelling through capillaries or 
bits of information zinging through 
cyberspace networks. A couple of tracks, 
'diffraction' being a good example, suggest 
the vast worlds under the oceans wherein 
dwell leviathan creatures more sensed than 
glimpsed or heard. Overall, this is an 
excellent CD of exquisitely constructed and 
graceful music. 

Hard to believe that Neina could improve on 
Formed Verse but they do on 
Subconsciousness: they stick to serving up 
atmospheric electronics for denizens of tiny 
universes and maybe much bigger ones on 
the scale of supernovae but much of the 
musk this time has a sharper edge. In a 
number of tracks, you get the impression 
that many things are happening all at once 
plus many more besides that you suspect but 
can't hear yet the musk never seems 
over-crowded and moves at a brisk pace. 
Ever so beautiful and finely crafted, this 
second disc lifts Neina's score to two out of 
two. 

Between the two discs, Neina's personnel 
changed but Sakana Hosoml and Masaki 
Narlta are the two constants in Neina with 
Hosomi writing and performing most of the 
tracks. 

JENNIFER HOR 

Mille Plateaux, Weserstrasse 7, 

60329, Frankfurt, Germany 


Over the course of the album, the mood 
shifts from stridency in the first three pieces 
to something more like gentleness in the 
fourth and sixth, with the fifth providing an 
almost jaunty interlude. The pieces are 
linked, however, by the rumbles and 
interference of the recording, as the medium 
reclaims through its own deficiencies the 
space between performer and listener. 

RICHARD REES JONES 

solsdce@retemail. es 


Neina 

Formed Verse 

GERMANY, MILLE PLATEAUX CD 
MP72 (1999) 

Neina 

Subconsciousness 

GERMANY, MILLE PLATEAUX CD 
MP87 (2000) 


Neina is the group's name and its trade is 
atmospheric, often pointillist electron lea 
of a mostly shadowy hue. Once upon a 
time, I might have called Neina ‘dark 
ambient’ but that term has been much 
used and abused to describe discs of a 
vastly inferior sort to Neina’s. Each track 
on Formed Verse draws you into its own 
insular world where you sense hidden 
and unknowable secrets behind the 
musk. Some tracks like 'da2' hint at the 


oviasixs 


workings of mkroscopic worlds such as 


Osaka 543 Japan 
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features the mighty Toshimaru Nakamura, 
here joined by European Jason Kahn on 
percussion and sampling. Toshimaru is one 
of the new emperors of feedback currently 
setting the world ablaze (actually, only a 
handful of people are paying a blind bit of 
notice, but to me and Ed Baxter this man is 
a star!) - he simply processes raw feedback 
from the PA system through his mixing desk 
(or ‘no-input mixing board' as he calls it), 
and turns it into waves of extraordinarily 
affecting noise. I should point out that the 
'Onkyo' scene (such as it is) is typified by a 
reflective quietness, not excess of volume. 
When Toshimaru played live in London in 
May this year (at the London Musicians’ 
Collective Festival), you couldn't hear a pin 
drop. An engagingly gaunt shrivelled little 
hop o' my thumb took the stage armed only 
with a tiny, portable piece of equipment and 
quietly proceeded to generate waves of 
high-pitched, near-imperceptible tones - 
excruciatingly painful to listen to, but 
intensely beautiful. It was a million miles 
away from the roaring bestiality of a 
Merzbow bellow. Toshimaru barely moved; 
it was like a meditation, a prayer in sound. 

So effective a prayer that he even made a 
'burnt offering' of one of the onstage 
monitors, as a sacrifice. To his credit, Toshi 
found this accidental development highly 
amusing. 

The music on Repeat was recorded In 1 998 
and mostly remixed in Tokyo a year later; it 
comes to us through the good graces of 
GUnter Muller's label. At first, I was a tad 
dismayed to find the purity of Toshi's 
feedback 'corrupted' by the percussion work 
of Kahn (whose capable, but rather ordinary, 
solo CDs are reviewed elsewhere 
this issue), and had set my face 
against it, determined I would hate it 
But I was wrong, because feedback 
with percussion proves to be an 
extremely effective combination. 
There is enough tension in these 
steely, wiry feedback tones to cause 
solid rocks of granite to vibrate 
apart out of sheer respect, but these 
tones are given additional drive and 
propulsion by the drumming and 
gong- 1 ike metal percussion effects. 
This is your chance to enter a new 
soundworld the likes of which you 
will not have heard before, 
incredibly simple and expressive. It is 
full of warmth too; if you were 
expecting another trip through 
impersonal digital-hell, think again. 
Toshi has somehow managed to put 
a new kind of human voice into 
feedback, that most elusive, 
unpredictable and intangible of 
> machine-generated sounds. This 

~ could be another step forward in the 

exciting musical adventure that 
constitutes experimental music 
today! 

ED PINSENT 

Steinechtweg 16, CH 4452, 

Itingen. www.datacom.ch/ 
g, mueiier/for4ears 


Koji Asano 

A Secret Path of Rain 

SPAIN, SOLSTICE 15 CD (2000) 


The 1 5 th release from Koji Asano, and 
this time around it could be he’s ‘doing' 
his version of a Mego record. It's a big 
bundle of electronic noise, created by 
computer synthesis, which suggests he's 
manipulating his soundfiles in his laptop 
with all the nihilistic relish of a Rehberg 
or a Fennesz. Two long tracks, the first 
of which is a loud and obnoxious 
growling energy field of static, modified 
occasionally by shifts in volume and 
some subtle electronic tone colours. 

The second track has a few more gaps of 
silence, but the harsh noise is still just as 
harsh, regurgitating Itself like a wild 
beast feeding on its own innards; this 
coruscating racket scores highly on the 
irritation factor, much like a pneumatic drill 
waking you up at 6.30 AM and allowing you 
little sleep thereafter. 

And yet, I wonder. ..this electronic din 
remains curiously inert, despite the artist’s 
frenetic attempts to make it more than it is. 
Perhaps he's allowing a prepared computer 
programme to run its course, while he 
simply walks away and plays with some 
plasticine for 40 minutes instead. This is 
singularly urban music, reflecting not only 
the gritty harshness of our modem city 
environment but also its immutability. If you 
live anywhere in a Urge city or even a small 
town, you will have noticed even the most 
transient features of this phenomenon - bow 
urban renewal continues to make matters 
worse, not better. Just look around. 

How long has that road been under 
repair, that condemned building still 
not tom down? The city is in a 
perpetual state of 'getting there', 
and never actually arriving. And 
even when all the building works 
are completed, your home town is 
still just as ugly and dysfunctional as 
before. A visual equivalent to this 
en tropic cycle is to be found in 
Asano’s cover photos, celebrating 
and condemning the turquoise 
charms of the rusty metal stairway 
in some desoUte warehouse 
interior. 

Ignore my self-indulgent drivel, 
please. None of this is meant to 
suggest that 'grim urban noise' is the 
only mode of music that Koji Asano 
is capable of, as one listen to 
Preparing For April (see above) will 
convince you. Nor is A Secret Path 
of Rain irredeemably ugly music, yet 
I think the verdict is that it remains 
a fairly challenging LP, denying most 
of the pleasures that I normally 
derive from noise: it's a bitty, 
fragmented episode, instead of 
delivering a smooth continuous 
flow, and the surface (for the most 
part) is deliberately repellent. 

Nonetheless. I stick to my belief that 
this singular young man knows 
exactly what he's doing. 

ED PINSENT 

solsa'ce@reremail. es 


Temporary 

Contemporary 

Repeat 

SWITZERLAND, FOR 4 EARS CD 1032 
CD (2000) 


To close this section on Music From japan, 
here's an example of real cutting-edge 
Japanese music. If you're fed up with hearing 
me blather on about the ‘glory days' of the 
Japanese underground, or the splendid 
excesses of Japanese Noise (as if I had the 
slightest idea what I were talking about in 
any case) then snap up this example of 
contemporary 'Onkyo' music immediately. It 
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Oren Ambarchi 

Stacte.2 T 

AUSTRALIA, JERKER PRODUCTIONS SKUN 5 VINYL LP 
(1999) 


Move over amateurs - let Oren Ambarchi show you how it’s done! 

This follow-up to his previous solo guitar LP, again on his own 
label, is another world-class double-header of experimentation that 
wipes the floor with the other limp-rag axe wielders in this section. 

Side one is well and good, with its relentless battering of tiny 
quarter-notes trilling their way into infinity and boring several small 
holes into your brain. But it’s the second side that's the real 
mindfucker - starting with a few simple harmonic ringing notes, it 
grows into a sequence of rich, natural chords filled with the kind of 
celestial harmonies that Terry Riley would not be ashamed of. 

Simply gorgeous, sumptuous and a dose of muscle-relaxant to the 
troubled mind. Then, about halfway through it suddenly goes insane 
- added layers of chiming fretwork are spread over the top of the 
chordal base, like so much marmalade on a slice of thick white 
toasted bread with butter. It starts to freak out so wildly that by 
the end of it. we’re hearing massed crowd of about 200 demented 
bagpipe players, and a particularly bloodthirsty clan of mad 
Scotsmen it is too. When Mike ‘Mr Wimpoid’ Oldfield first played his stupid 
‘guitars sounding like bagpipes' in the mid 1970s, and proceed to earn millions 
of pounds for Richard fucking Branson, I guess he had no idea that eventually a 
no-nonsense Ozzie would have the guts to put him in his place. 

Side two ends with a short repeat of the harmonic guitar figure that got us 
started. I wonder if this means the entire 20-minute piece was constructed 
from that a short, five-second piece of music, through layering and tape 
editing! I guess we'll never know, as Oren claims to use ‘no editing, no 
processing, no computer' in the production of these works. Perhaps it would 
be possible for a guitarist to play this music ‘live’, but I somehow have my 
doubts...at all events, it’s time to keep an eye on this man - several good solo 
records under his belt, player in Menstruation Sisters and one half of the team 
that brought us The Alter Rebbe i Niggum last year; plus he finds time to help 
organise the No Music Festival in Sydney. Ambarchi is no flash in the pan, 
methinks. By all means snap up a copy of this fine record, if you can get hold 
of one - it’s another limited pressing. 

ED PINSENT 

/ erkerproductions@yahoo . com 


Perlon 

Perlon 

GERMANY, ZAREK 01 CD (2000) 


The Presence of 
a SOLID Body 


TREATED 


GUITARS 


with 


ELECTRONICS 


Perion 


A strange and almost indigestible 
concoction from a contemporary 
power-trio here - Ignaz Schick on 
electronics, Jorg Maria Zeger on guitars, 
and Burkhard Beins on percussion. On 
the two long tracks here, it’s the 47 
minute ‘Terlenka’ that gets out of 
control - eventually - after breaking 
away from a Techno-inspired start with 
loud guitars, settling down into a long 
weird passage of improvised noise- 
making that almost surpasses the early 
work of Guru Guru. Come to think of it, 
this music even resembles a modern-day, 
refitted and streamlined take on King 
Crimson. There's the same Fripp- 
inspired angst-ridden guitar arpeggios 

and power chords, struggling against the kind of manic percussion rattling that 
Jamie Muir made so famous. Plus plenty of feedback, harsh metallic shrieks, and 
mysterious groans. However, despite some excellent playing at times, this 
plodding music gets overworked very quickly and soon loses its way in a 
quagmire of its own making. The musicians, like the White Knight, are too 
laden down with their own paraphernalia of coal scuttles and tin buckets to 
really see where they’re going. 

ED PINSENT 

Weserstrasse 22, D- 1 0247 Berlin, info@zangimusic.de 

www.zangimusic.de 


Burkhard Stangl / Christoff 
Kurzmann 

Schnee 

USA, ERSTWHILE RECORDS ERSTWHILE 008 CD 
(2000) 


Jamming it up in a Vienna studio with taptop-whizzkid buddy 
Christof Kurzmann, guitarist Burkhard Stangl wrings the full 
range of available sounds from his array of ‘axes’. On 
'Nordrand' his meditative bowing of electric guitar is pitted 
against a nervous, skittery synth figure, and occasionally 
caressed by a harmonic ’stab’ on the old six-string acoustic. 
‘Sans Soieil' is heavier, where I can detect a motorised fan or 
other instrument driving the strings, and generating a thick 
black cloud of feedback drone. Such is the studio control that 
again the acoustic guitar rings out clear as a bell over the top 
of this dense wall of noise. Schnee is four long tracks of 
improv meets laptop, produced in a 
contemporary studio setting. I like the 
long, extended notes, and the very rich 
variety of enjoyable sounds with which this 
CD is packed. But there seems to be a 
serious limitation somewhere. I'm not yet 
sure if these two guys - in spite of their 
impressive careers and discographies 
dating back to 1 990 - amount to much 
more than skilful process artists. They do 
tend to wallow in the sounds for their own 
sake a bit too long; there might not be 
enough actual playing, actual musicianship, 
taking place. Available either in this 
American version or a European pressing 
which has a rather nicer sleeve. 

ED PINSENT 

www.erstwhilerecords.com 


A.M.P. Studio 

Unconscious Country 

UNITED KINGDOM, FOURTH DIMENSION FDCD61 
CD (2000) 

For a CD called Unconscious Country, there's a lot of all- 
too-conscious programmed rhythm and percussion which 
push the more interesting and intriguing reverb guitar and 
analogue synth sounds into the background. I don't 
understand why AMP Studio think it necessary to add such 
pedestrian and lumpen rhythms (including the annoying 
knocking on some object) to music that doesn't need such 
embellishment, especially as the guitar passage of the second 
track was promising to be the most interesting part of the 
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CD! For the most part though, the sounds are pleasant and fluid with a slight 
hint of murkiness, and the music proceeds at an even pace in a manner 
restrained and orderly. There’s nothing here on this CD that would have us all 
dreaming of many-headed monsters crawling out from under the bed to seize 
and drag us screaming to the bottomless pits of Hell - instead, the music is a 
smooth day trip into a place called, well, ‘Unconscious Country’. Even the 
titles of the two tracks ‘Lost (Parts l-lll)’ and 'Found (Parts l-IV)’, in that order, 
seem to suggest as much. Those of you who want their music to have more 
passion, push the instruments and sound/texture exploration more and 
resemble a guided tour less are advised to book with a different travel agent - 
if you want a return ticket, don't forget to ask. 

JENNIFER HOR 

PO Box 63, Herne Bay, Kent CT 6 6 YU 

Martin Archer 

Winter Pilgrim Arriving 

UNITED KINGDOM, DISCUS 12CD CD (1999) 

As a follower of all things 70s, I was especially struck by Archer’s advert for 
this recording and his namechecking of Faust, Soft Machine and Nick Drake. 
Two of them are dedicatees of pieces here. The 1 6-minute 'Winter Pilgrims 
Arriving’ is reminiscent of Faust in its collocation of bizarre movements: a 
synth/crwth duet and a comet/acoustic guitar duet interrupted by inexplicable 
thunderings. The guitar becomes multitracked, more thunder, the crwth 
returns. All falls away to an impressive synth solo. ’Chemistry Lock’ is for the 
Softs line-up with Elton Dean and at times strongly resembles their free-from 
blowing at the time of Third/Fourth, though the digital drums and sampled bass 
do pale beside the Wyatt/Hopper originals. Still, there are some impressive 
Ratledgc-likc synth flourishes and horn fanfares that could be fragments of 
Ratledge charts. ‘River Followers’ recalls Drake’s 'River Man’ at least in title - 
it features some rude guitar from Benjamin Bartholomew set against a lyrical 
bass clarinet. ’Horn’ is a Drake tune from Pink Moon, its aching melody recast 
for sopranino sax. Perhaps the expectation of homage that such pieces 
suggest is too strong to sustain anything but frustration about much of what 
remains - there are passages in ’River Followers’ that sound more like 
someone falling down the stairs than anything I associate with Drake. I do 
think that homage powerfully directed my listening here and also disappointed 
it at times. The closing minutes of ’River Followers’, all acoustic guitar, 
clarinet, atonal synth and a recorder consort do get close to an improvised 
arrangement of some unknown Drake composition, until that guitar blurts in 
once more. 

CHRIS ATTON 

PO Box 658, Sheffield SIO 3YR 
www.discus.mcmail.com 


Flying Saucer Attack / 

Main / White Winged 
Moth 

Mort Aux Vaches 

NETHERLANDS, STAALPLAAT NO 
NUMBER CD (2000) 

This arrives packaged with a little board game 
you can make up by cutting up the sleeve of the 
CD. It’s a bit like a Sci-Fi version of Battleships, 
complete with naff Star Wars rip-off designs for 
the spaceships, which are named after the three 
bands/musicians compiled onto this latest Mort 
Aux Vaches extravaganza. Attention-seeking 
packaging has always been the watchword of the Dutch geniuses who issue 
this stuff, but this board-game one has to take the biscuit. I’m keen on board 
games myself, but then I’m not a very adventurous person - and what does it 
say about the prospective audience for this music! It’s hardly rock and roll, is 
it! 

No-one’s more pleased than I to see that Main is still ’on the scene’. If you’ve a 
short memory. Main is mostly Robert Hampson though for a time he was 
doing it with a partner. Main issued a slew of splendid works and remixes of 
their own materials in the mid-1990s (Firmament and Ligature spring to mind 
as prime examples), and you can still find these records being cast aside today 
by people who ought to know better. On ‘Counterglow’, a nice long track of 
sumptuously polished treated guitar effects, he continues to wow the crowd 



with his loud and lengthy drones, faint suggestions of 
melodies, and exciting rushing sounds. Hampson has an 
attention to detail and a rigourous work ethic that got 
overlooked in the welter of Ambient swill that swamped the 
market for a while - and I still say he’s closer to Kraftwerk 
and Cluster than any upstart who made the same claims. 

White Winged Moth is another solo turn, New Zealander 
Dean Roberts. He clangs and clatters his overdubbed electric 
guitars to delicious effect on ’Scratch(ed) Music’, no doubt 
paying tribute with this title to Cornelius Cardew and hence 
to Keith Rowe also. On his superb and hypnotic droney- 
grindetto exercise, he doesn’t shy away form rough edges 
and succeeds in sounding like he’s playing through an old 
steel-springed mattress. This is always the sound you achieve 
when you put crocodile clips on your strings. Then again, on 
the Virgin 1 970s comp LP Guitar Solos 2, there is a man who 
actually played his instrument through a steel bedframe - and 
Fitzgerald was his name! That sounds like the start of a Val 
Doomcan song, but it’s actually true. (Well, actually it was a 
piano fra me... but I nearly had you going there.) 

Flying Saucer Attack are a UK combo I have tended to 
ignore, based merely on my own prejudice. I have vague 
recollections of an overlong record of wishy-washy, rustic 
drones. On their four cuts here, the combo is now just one 
guy, D Pearce. Things have improved slightly since I last 
checked in - there is at least some shape to the work, but it 
still isn’t much more than a snatch of a simple acoustic guitar 
riff played over an ‘environmental’ backing tape. Pearce’s 
third outing at least has a decent fuzzed -out excess kick to it, 
and his contributions do round out the CD to make it a 
satisfying listen. 

Whatever happened to the electric guitar, anyhow! When 
you receive a CD like this and realise you’ve been existing on 
a diet of laptops and electronics for sot months, you wonder 
if the guitar has been in some way discredited as an 
instrument - in the narrow confines of the avant-garde 
world, at any rate (I haven't bought any rock records made 
after 1989, so don’t bother asking me again). True, we allow 
our distinguished axe heroes such as Bailey. Rowe and Haino 
their place in the sun, but if you add up the average number 
of appearances of a good electric guitar on most 

contemporary / new music records, 
what do you get! A pretty 
embarrassing answer, that’s for 
sure. Let’s do our best to rectify the 
situation, starting right here. Pick up 
a copy of this CD, and if you like it 
too, write to me and maybe we can 
even play the board game together! 

ED PINSENT 

PO Box I/4S3, 100/ GL 
Amsterdam, The Netherlands 


Shifts 

Equal / Unequal 

UNITED KINGDOM, FOURTH 
DIMENSION FDTEN59 10" 
VINYL LP (2000) 

Not to be confused with the 
sublime Pangaea CD on the Elsie 
and Jack Recordings labeL this is a 
shorter and earlier excursion from 1 995 by Frans de Waard, 
the Netherlands record-label boss who fashions intriguing 
’guitarscapes' in his spare time. These two sides, are cold, 
foggy and spectral, produced by sustained gentle brushing 
against amplified guitar strings combined with fairly extensive 
treatments with pedals and post-production effects. There 
isn't an awful lot of body to this thin stuff, and there are 
many people who have done it more successfully. But this 
kind of austere, slightly gloomy music may be just the sort of 
thing you need if you wake up one crisp morning and, for 
you, the sun is too bright in your eyes and you would prefer 
the day to be cold and foggy. Assuredly, a record like this 
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could produce a hydrometric event in anybody’s day - sending the barometer 
into a spin - the only consequence being you will then have your head lodged 
in a raindoud for the rest of the afternoon, and people won't talk to you. 
Metaphorically speaking. Equal / Unequal is decent enough music, but 
somehow lacks the depth or volume to live up to all the mesmeric possibilities 
that it aspires to. Try playing it excessively loud and see if that improves 
matters. Released in a limited vinyl pressing in a brown paper sleeve. 

ED PINSENT 

PO Box 63. Heme Bay. Kent CT6 6YU 


Surface of the Earth 

Surface of the Earth 

NEW ZEALAND, CORPUS HERMETICUM HERMES 021 CD [1996] 

You’re lost in a deep underground labyrinth where no light penetrates. Before 
you is a network of narrow twisting tunnels and caverns thick with blackness. 
Yet, you’re not alone, for you can hear the deep and abrasive voices of huge, 
biomechanoid mammoth creatures as they bellow and roar greetings to one 
another, and rumble and clank their way through the passages, scraping against 
the walls as they do so. 

This is the world created by Surface of the Earth on their self-titled CD 
released a few years ago on the Corpus Hermeticum label. Nine tracks of 
70+ minutes of harsh and grating drones generated by lots of guitar feedback 
and other guitar treatments trundle out of the speakers to inflict some serious 
damage on your eardrums and brain cells regardless of the volume. Yet the 
music is always atmospheric and mesmerising in its own whoppingly dissonant 
way. 

Those among you of limited attention span might be bored by the admittedly 
limited range of sounds and the seemingly formless nature of the music but 
each track is distinct - 'Voyager’, for example, has a serene mood while some 
of the other tracks can be quite aggressive. 'Sea of Japan’ sounds more 
conventionally guitarish than the rest but of course, that’s only relatively 
speaking - heavy metal is nothing compared to this CD! 

Yes, I’d call this ambient music of a sort: ambient music meets 
industrial/drone! Somehow I feel that the science fiction writer Stanislaw Lem 
would feel quite at home listening to this music. I don’t expect that everybody 


who reads this review will necessarily like this offering from a 
Kiwi group but the patient and open-minded listener will find 
the music quite intriguing territory and will want to revisit 
the labyrinth again and again, the labyrinth wherein dwell 
those mysterious monsters which turn out to be quite placid 
at times and only interested in minding their own business 
after all. 

JENNIFER HOR 

PO Box 124. Lytdeton, Canterbury. New 

Zealand 


Oren Ambarchai and Robbie 
Avenaim 

Clockwork 

AUSTRALIA, JERKER PRODUCTIONS SKUN 6 3" CD 

To round things off, here’s a splendid short live recording 
from the highly-esteemed Australian guitarist Ambarchai 
once again, here joined by partner Avenaim on percussion. 
The guitar, crocodile-clipped and picked by a horny-handed 
demon with 50 arthritic fingers, is like a wild musical-box 
from hell, set to the time signature of a portentous gong and 
some crisp percussion work. Structurally, it follows the same 
successful pattern of purposeful improvisation that these guys 
often manage to lock into, starting out as kind of manageable 
and then gradually developing into glorious pandemonium - 
manic, strange, nearly out of control, and with ten times the 
intensity as when it began. Skip to the ending and you’ll be 
astounded - if you could leave it on a loop for a few years, 
the sheer focussed energy of it would make you mutate; 
you’d all have green skin by now, and could capture your 
breakfast using your long slimy tongue. A high-quality 
recording that really captures all the timbral spectrum of this 
home-made gamelan and guitar affair - as though Les 
Percussions De Strasbourg were duetting with Les Paul De 
Capital Records. I imagine that The Pink Floyd, when they 
were recording some of the percussion sections for The 
Dark Side Of The Moon, liked to kid themselves that they 
sounded as brilliant as this. They did not. Ambarchai and 
Avenaim do it again. Jerker Productions rule! 

ED PINSENT 

jerkerproductions@yahoo. com 
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Donald Miller: Lovable 
Rogue, Toxic Dandy 



Interview by Ian Nagoski 


BEST KNOWN FOR THE PAST TWENTY years as the 
maniacal guitar-gutter in the ash-and-honey auditory 
hallucination called Borbetomagus, Donald Miller is 
also a character worthy of serious study (particularly if 
your study-habits involves quantities of alcohol) and 
one of the best fucking guitarists in the world. 

Despised and misunderstood by half of the avant- 
garde world for his debauched persona and his 
endless (damned entertaining) yammering. Miller's 
version of the 'punk' attitude has never quite been 
the sex-symbol stance, aloof detachment, or other 
angsty bologna of, say, the Richard Hells of the world. 
Miller’s punk is a mean smirk, a sidelong glance, 
spiked with painful reminders of failure, a mix of cocky 
wit and an sense of death in the room - playing 
peek-a-boo with his listener’s mortality. 


Big surprise: Few people get the joke and fewer want 
anything to do with Miller’s seethings. 


If his foppish cruelty weren't backed by a dazzling, 
alien vocabulary or a driving, lustful creativity, there' d 
be nothing else to say. but Miller's guitar doesn't 
spew any hollow whisky-drenched ambiguities. 

Whether it's out of some kind of desperation or 
inspiration or what, I don' t know - he certainly 
doesn't come off as a transmitter from God sitting on 
stage in a pair of Converse and a twisted-out 
mustache, smoking Ultra-Lights - but he somehow 
drives horrible lotus-eyed demons out of his amp and 
around the room at incredible, physically searing 
volumes. It's a terrifying and wonderful experience to 
feel that grinding, sailing, shredding raw sound, 
tasting not merely of whisky or vodka, but of tears and jizz and pussy juice - the real stuff. 


If Miller couldn't drive his audience through pain and horror into some rarified other world, well, he wouldn't be one of the 
greatest fucking guitarists in the whole world. By his age. he'd be a been- there done-that witty dork-hipster with nothing 
to contribute but a few Harry Smith stories and a laundry list of reasons why he is a significant figure in the history of 
whateveritis. Miller has the Harry Smith stories, and I suspect that he might keep a short list in his wallet of reasons why he’s 
a wonderful player and those other guys suck, but the proof is in his playing. He’s not just whistling Dixie. 

To anyone who thinks that Miller can be - well - a little grandiloquent, I say, ‘So what! You don’t get to be head- 
shakingly, heart-breakingly great without vision, clarity, humility and most of all, an open-hearted, open-eared attention 
to subtlety and detail. You just don’t.' Besides which, his bombast is part of his charm. Mr. Miler reminds us, scolds us not 
to lose our sincerity, our humanity, our ability to laugh and scream and fail right out in front of everyone. Loosen up, kids! 
Remember what Grandpa said: ‘You might as well learn to laugh at yourself. Everyone else does.' 


OK. The story of the interview is this: Frustrated with hip and witty interviews (probably because I am neither), a few 
months ago I sent the most doe-eyed, sincere and intimate questions I could think of to a handful of my favorite 
musicians, hoping to learn 'the real truth about creativity' or something embarrassing like that. Because that's what I 
really care about. 


Big surprise: 1 didn't learn anything. 

Cause I’m an idiot and a social retard (as one friend kindly put it,) and I went about it all wrong. But I did get this kick-butt 
little bit of repartee back from Sri Miller. 

I guess he's seen worse. 
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IN What are the key 
moments, the crucial 
experiences, which drew 
you toward the music 
you make today ! 


DM It has been my 
great pleasure 
throughout the years of 
similar inquiry to blame 
it all on Dad. 


Case history; my father 
came from a poor 
southern family, and I 
mean poor going back 
across 'The Pond’ as the 
Brits call it or to couch 
it in the terms of mah 
muthah's ante-bellum 
Suthen faux-aristeecratic: 
frum a tawng and 
distinguished lahne of 
slaves an' endertchud 
suhvants in this heah 
New Wuhld. His father 
was bom in Missouri, my 
Gramma in North Carolina (and the poor 
dear bearing the middle names of TWO 
Confederate generals), and both the first 
generation, I suspect out of the Hilts. Dad 
was the first in his genetic line to attend 
college, much less reach teaching at an 
advanced post-graduate level. The killer is 
that one of his first jobs out of college was as 
a rocket scientist I kid thee not 


There were no trailer parks in Alexandria, 
Virginny in 1919, but you get the idea. So 
Dad scampered his way up the Vaulted Walls 
of Academia as far as he could vault his lean 
ass and did pretty good fo' hisseff: Associate 
Professor (in my youth given Honorary full 
Professorship) of Pathology at George 
Washington University Medical School. 

Along this way through a natural talent for 
the sciences, he developed an equally 
passionate devotion to the arts, and that 
means all of them. Worst of 
all, he had extraordinary 
taste. 


I will spare the impacts in my 
early youth of Gustave 
Dore's illustrations for 
Dante, the pre-trick-or- 
treatings spent only with 
jack -o- lantern light listening 
to recordings of the Weird 
Sisters' incantations from 
Macbeth, or the 
comparisons made betwixt a 
serpent's tooth and an 
ungrateful child. 


First Point; you have 
endured this Tennessee 
Williamsesque background 
data on my Dad because 
Southerners, as with most 
Far Eastern cultures, are 
obsessed with ancestor 
worship. Second Point: my father 
approached all his obsessions, running 
defiantly from the ensconchion of white 
trash, as a compleat Outsider. 


This means squat to the average new music 
reader except to point out that I was raised 
in within the aural cushions of some of the 


1 Wow First? 


read that the 
ballet was really 
about an old Rus 
pagan sacrificial 
ritual, the 
delight to which 
is separate from 
the constant 
expansions on 
tonality I got to 
hear every time 
I played with my 
plastic dinos and 
wanted to hear 
that piece. 

Cutting even 
quicker back to 
1 3, Jesus Christ 
Superstar being 
all the rage here 
in the States and 
required 
listening for 
hipness (gad. 
does that 

fucking age us and damn us for it?). After 
saturation bombing (compare with Hanoi 
and eastern Cambodia, not to mention 
unclassified mountain ranges of Laos, this is 
the early 70s) of the fake- Ligeti crucifixion 
sequence on my fold-out turn-table, I caught 
my father in one of those special Saturday 
moments when Mawm wus awt shawppin' 
and Dad could listen to all the intense shit 
she could not stand. (Note the date. 1973. 
Anyone still have a bevy of Borbeto CDs you 
can only listen to when yer better half is at 
the mall or her mother's? Shit don't change 
nowhere nohow.) 


Anyway, Dad was grooving to Penderecki's 
Utren/a, and he, sneaking the listening in but 
knowing it was hot poop, beckoned me 
down the stairs to share the experience, and 
I was walking down those steps in a state of 
transfixion. This was, how one say?. The Shit 
By I S, we were regularly listening to a 

regimen of Mom's unwanted. 
We even went to a Penderecki 
show at the Kennedy Center 
where Dad taught me how to 
get backstage and shake the 
fucker's hand. Then at 1 6 I 
caught the old man checking 
out Bohor /. trying to figure 
out Xenakis. Take if from 
there. 


As history bares, I went a bit 
further with it than he did; he 
admitted during this period 
that he had even owned the 
original recording of Sonatas 
and Interludes for Prepared 
Piano and a Gate Five, but had 
given them away in perplexity. 
There was that moment of 
non-bonding when, with his 
bucks and aegis. I had 
purchased that masterpiece 
recording of Cage's Variations II done by 
David Tudor on amplified prepared piano 
with contact mikes and phono cartridges. To 
this day this is one of the most influential 
experiences upon my instrumental approach 
I was completely shaken, in awe, droolsvllle, 
kid, and all Dad could say was ‘I have never 


better choices of (and in D.C. in the ’50s) 
‘good'/classical/westem-serious music any fag 
bugger had bothered to record. More to 
that point when he was not slavering over 
Bach's harpsichord work, Beethoven's late 
Quartets, or Schubert’s Leider, Dad had that 
distinctly fine grasp to groove heavy, daddy- 
os, on atonality. He was probably in the first 
count on this continent to get Schoenberg, 
Berg, Webern, and especially Bart ok . 

(All of you fools in 'Indy' muzak credit Fahey 
(not undeservedly, no) with the founding of 
the first 'independent' / 'alternative' label. 
How doth the parlance go? Oh, yes; ‘Busted, 
assholes!’ Bela beat everyone to it. Ever 
hearda Bartok Records? Dad has 'em all, 
fuckers. Hey, no one else was gonna put 
'that crap' out, yeeecch! So that wild und 
crazy Hun did it himself and sold 'em on his 
tours and through mail order.) 


Cutting to the chase here, I grew up with 
Stravinksy's Le Sacre du Printemps, a la the 
paleo logical association provided by Disney. I 
will admit that I was 1 3 when I finally picked 
up a copy of one of the versions we had and 
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been able to understand Cage. IVe tried. I 
just don't get It.’ 

Dad is muy cool -if you haven't guessed — as 
far as High European kulchur goes. Mention 
Bill Monroe or the Carters to him, and he 
has not a clue. Play him some and he will 
become physically uncomfortable, and out of 
southern politeness mention the time he 
took me to see the theatrical release of 
Deliverance. He might then turn the issue to 
a discussion of James Dickey as poet 
(unaware of the incident when Dickey picked 
me up hitchhiking in Georgetown ((In for a 
reading at the Library 
of Congress, I shortly 
found out)) and felt 
me up, and yeah, I got 
outta there before 
any pig squealy shit, 
thank ya, ma'am). 

And just In case one 
that not knew me 
vewwy well 
wondered how tn the 
midst of this high- 
falootln' intellectual 
hububbery I could 
have turned out the 
transgressive, dope- 
shooting drunk with 
the womanizing 
reputation what 
proceedeth me, bear 
in mind that Mom 
Dearest is a failed 
shrink wannabe 
turned Jocastan 
Hannibal Lecter (Ah 
am th spettin' image 
of hur beluwed 
Dayddee — my maternal grandfather was an 
itinerant carpenter/paid-up Klansman who 
was killed in a car wreck by a drunken 
bootlegger in Wilson, NC when Mom was 
1 2, havin' luwed hes guud whahte Chrishen 
famly unta death itseff). 

Cut again: household strife is the norm with 
young Donald at 1 7 and his aspirations in the 
finer arts of writing, painting and music. 

Mom, in that peculiar ole money fashion, 
wants him put away before he disgraces the 
family name (which, of course, is my fathuh's 
good-fo'-nuthin' trash name, but she'll ignore 
that in the light of Dad's academic 
ascendancy). Dad comes back from a lecture 
at Tufts with a copy of Pink Floyd's Relics to 
appease young Donald's taste in psychedelic 
rock, which he can barely abide. By this time, 
young Donald is already into Max Ernst, 
Hleronymous Bosch, and Aleister Crowley. 
'Thanks, Dad, but I've had this album for two 
years.’ 'So rip off the sticker and exchange it 
for something you want at Bialek's.' 

Which I did, for that weird ECM album with 
Jamie Muir I had heard about. Bialek's 
probably had a deal there, I felt no guilt. 
Derek Bailey played the fucking guitar the 
way it was meant, at that point in the 20th 
century, to be played. Plus Hugh Davies, 
what name I knowed from that side shit he 
did for that heavy Mikrophoncy session for 
that stealing Karlheinz kraut kat, daddy-o. 
Evan is a chapter of this unto itself. 


How much more of this shit do you need! 
When my future geometry teacher played 
Coltrane's India for us in Quaker Meeting 
listening at 1 6 and killed and rebirthed us! 
Not to mention two years later his turning 
the bunch of us at Sidwell onto the AACM, 
and me, right personal, Spiritual Unity 1 . How 
about the copy of 'Requia for Molly' that was 
passing through the Montgomery County 
library system and ended up with me just as I 
was concluding my classical guitar studies! 

And don't fergit The Blair Witch Project was 
practically shot In my back yard. 


IN Are there people in your life who 
understand your music! 

DM Oh and where would I be without 
them. 

The list is fairly substantial, and I risk 
insulting anyone I might leave off should I try 
listing. I see shades of an Oscar acceptance 
speech, thanking ‘all the little people.' I think 
I should narrow this to a deep buncha 
gratitude that long to Henk Berkman, one of 
NYC's most fanatical new music fans, for his 
undying support and assistance through his 
obsessive correspondences to Borbeto from 
The Fucking Beginning. Without his REALLY 
I KID NONE OF THEE tireless efforts, our 
first European tour back in "84 would still be 
a pathetic fantasy. This little whirlwind, 
dubbed by Herr Sauter 2 as The Borbeto 
War Machine, came at a time when NYC 
gigues had shriveled to nihil, due to our 
Inability to override the influence in town of 
the John Zorn Mafia. We were, after all, a 
buncha pesky, uncouth noise- mongerers 
with no talent, woik ethic, or concept of 
proper analized sobriety, that long. Just a 
buncha blowahs, that long! Herr Berkman 
got his (and ours) back at these schnoids 
when he referred to these feeble-minded 
noomuzikers as the 'pink-ponk-ploong 
school 1 of American 4* generation free 
improv, in the liners he did for our second 
LP with Hugh Davies. Henk is also a great 


2 Jim Sauter: saxof>honist/lumberjack in 
Borbetomagus God bless him. 


sculptor and if want some really cool 
portraits of Jimi, get in touch with me and I'll 
get in touch with him to get in touch with 

you.... 

Henk Berkman is one of those rare figures 
who, when one has completely given up on 
the species, one can remember, ‘Oh yeah, 
there's always Henk.' before the full write- 
off. 

I also like to think that most of my regular 
rogues' gallery of collaborators have a pretty 
good idea what I am trying to affect. 

Granted, only a few are hip to the magickal 
content of The 
Great Working, 
but what the 
Inferno. That is a 
private region of 
the substructure. I 
do stress ‘most’: 
there are a few 
folks, like a certain 
drummer we shan't 
discuss, for whom I 
was played as a 
means to an end 
(meaning I had fans 
who would come 
to a concert and 
pay), but these 
gigues and the 
occasional ad hoc 
In situ i bizarre 
congregates come 
forever with the 
territory. With that 
bit of being the son 
of slaves and slave- 
owners both sitting 
down in my own 
genetic encoding, I was interested in my 
younger days of getting off of the First Chair 
of the stage and trying that of the simple 
sideman. This might sound a tad (or a fucking 
large aquatic mammal) bit cheeky now, but 
at the time it was a legitimate undertaking. 
And any number of deities know that it 
stinks on ice. And may all them deities 
aforementioned bless cats like Phil Schapp 1 . 

Say, Monkeybutt, I had the impression YOU 
had a decent grasp of my otherwise 
unassailable cevre. Or doncha!* Why am I 
here! What do you really want from me! 
You're all out to boil me in the lobster fat of 
Atlantean landlordism! You've never sucked 
my cock with that heart-shaped lipstick on! 
Get out of my house, I've got a living to 
make! 5 

IN What was the most pleasure you have 
ever gotten from a sound f 

DM Recently a Brit former day-gigue co- 
worker mailed me a collection of scans from 
the early '70s London free improv mag 
Microphone, including the classic percussion 
issue with lengthy philosophical diatribes and 
exegeses by Paul Lytton and Jamie Muir. 

Tony Oxley's one-line contribution states: 


3 Encyclopedic New York jazz DJ. Kind 
of a know-it-all Mr Rogers for lovers of 
'America's Classical Music.' 

4 Love your tunes, baby-bubbie 

5 Some kind of Jack Smith reference, I'm 
told 
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'The most important activity for me is the 
enlargement of my vocabulary.' Right fucking 
on, dudee-pie. So my main business as a 
guitarist can be defined as the generation of 
new sounds, to be exploited, expanded, 
coddled, nurtured, raped, abandoned, or 
become standard stage lingua franca, as 
expected (and sale for me) as that lighter 
fluid biz was for Jimi. So picking one that 
gave 'the most pleasure' is a bit akin to 
naming a favorite child, or In my case, cat. 
But I got a good one. 

Back in '84, my girlfriend came home from 
one of her biweekly junk store sprees for 
punk garmenage with two 
mechanical drumming animals 
for my ever-expanding 
entourage of deviant sonic 
devices. The inner workings of 
the panda were bust, so the 
engine misfired with a loud, 
grinding whine of some volume 
and density. This thing over my 
usual sheet meal (my first line 
of magnetic disruption) through 
the pickups of my 
Rickenbacker, then my Electro- 
Harmon ix Little Big Muff. 

Kid, it was asty. 

Lugged that cute little fucker 
with Borbetomagus through 
Germany, Switzerland and 
London that Fall. He even 
made It into the live action 
photo on the insert of New 
York Performances. The motor 
finally died altogether, but I still 
got him in the closet. 

IN What strategies have you 
developed to balance a sense of 
intimacy with an audience and a 
comfortable solitude or 
autonomy t 

DM it comes with experience, 
oh young Monkeybutt. When 
you go through the bit of 
playing to audiences of two to 
two thousand on a(n even semi-) regular 
basis, you flgger out how to diversify betwixt 
the need for a personal world construction 
around your equipment and performance 
duties versus having fun with the faction of 
the audience what luvs ya. Try playing a 
buncha shows in France sometime. Cure 
even Brian Doherty's* sOgefright, what be 
superserious if not supercilious. 

IN Under what circumstances 
environmentally, do you have the best time 
making music ! 

DM At this point in the 'career', I have 
played just about everything known to most 
Americans'. I have good 


6 Electronics guy in Lhasa Cement Plant, 
who was also in Borebetomagus early 
on. Maybe you knew that 

7 Not quite as outrageous as it seems 
This writer has seen Miller pull out some 
pretty great slide electric blues at a 
soundcheck, and word on the street is 
that he's a ferocious fingerpicker Or did 
he mean that he has 'played under the 
influence of just about everything. ..'? 


things to say about most of them. I perfectly 
enjoy approaching the equation with a 
meabolism firm with sobriety and loaded 
with the angst of public scrutiny that is 
heightened by this conscricture, but a beer 
allowance also works, afore and aft 

IN In listening to music, which do you value 
more, a sense of loss-of-setf or a sense of 
gaining-of-setff 

DM Son, you toiled as one of La Monte’s 
endentured servants for muy too long. 8 
Definitely in the gain pool. 

IN Is music a part of your fantasy life ! Is it 


In your dreams at night or in your 
daydreams or do you only think about music 
when you are actually 'doing' it! 

DM I am one of those folks for whom the 
Walkman was superfluous. I have music in 
my head consantty. Unfortunately, I can't 
always control the editing whilst immobile. 
This morning I got 'Maneater’’ stuck in 
there, and I will not be able to shake that 
piece of crap out till I sort walking. 
Wonderful catch phrases like ‘Shoot me 
now!' apply to syndromes like this. I suppose 
I should be grateful it's not tinnitus. Yet. 

Fortunately, I do walk a great deal (just like 
Ludwig van, droogies). Doing the schlep 
home through midtown Manhatan from my 
day job, I can rig up fanasy playing situations 
with old colleagues. Personal favorite of late 
is a ‘jazz’ version of 'Down on the Street' 


Either way. 

8 Your Interviewer was dish-washer, 
plant-waterer and grocery-shopper to the 
stars for six months 

9 By Hall and Oates, pop duo 
immortalized by Nick Tosches 


rendered in some dingy downtown bar by 
my defunct rock band with Tony Pinotti of 
Circle X feme. The Slow Club. This fierce 
little slice of 'never done’ can propel me 
through crowds at a speed that clears 
sidewalks. 

I rarely get to actually play in my dreams. 
Most often I am stuck in some airport lounge 
with any number of real life compadres, 
when aliens atack. nuclear war intervenes, 
or sundry other travel disruptions that result 
in band diaspora. My one recurring 
performance dream, though, is way weird. 

It involves doing double 
guiar duty with (are you 
ready for this?) ‘Brother’ 
Jimmy Page. And we usually 
launch off with 'Four Sticks' 
or 'In the Evening'. Barring 
pop psych evaluations about 
career and success 
frustrations, I can only 
submit that it's a 
Thelemite 10 thang. Honest 
Injun. 

IN Do you think of your 
own music as erotic ! 

DM ‘Doctor Schaeffer. 
Doctor Schaeffer. Please 
report to Neurology.' The 
husky voice of the full- 
lipped duty nurse poised 
itself in the air from the 
intercom like a pulsing 
hardon waiting to be 
wrapped in her mouth. 
Personally, Dr. 'Fingers' 
Schaeffer could care less 
about the buxom duty 
nurse's oral facility, 
worshipped throughout the 
horny legion of the entirely 
hetero EMS boys' club. He 
was still in rapt fascination 
of the pulsating dual reca 
in the ass crack of the 
uncommonly filthy, bright 
red 1 2-year-old boy with the oozing, spitting 
pustules and throbbing erection who had 
been wheeled passed him in Emergency, 
humping the gurney face down. WelL you 
just don't see chicken like THAT every day. 
the renowned lobotomist mused to himself, 
hoping to keep his own boner hid under his 
physician's smock. 

The good doctor had travailed the wilds of 
the hospial's stinking, hopelessly septic 
ground floor from his private sconce of 
office, 'research laboratories' and holding 
pens on the edifice's secretive 1 3th floor, to 
'check' on the quality of the morphine supply 
'down in the black hole'. Saff surgeon Dr. 
Benway had been circulating rumors again 
that some junky night nurse had been cutting 
the saffs sash with Sanlflush again. But after 
a quick visit to his office john, his 'inspection' 
yielded the most positive of results, and 
Schaeffer no longer pined to plumb the 
feverish temperature of the unwholesome, 
doubtlessly plague-ridden brat's begging 


,0 Being a badass guitarist does not 
require any special interest in Crowley 
Just a coincidence 
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lower apertures with his own rectal 
thermometer. He smiled slyly, no longer 
worried that his lab coat preceded him by 
notable inches. 

'Ah, yes, Hippocratic oath and all that.' the 
doctor mumbled bemused iy to himself. ‘I 
must have a waiting patient.' 

'New flesh, Doc - , grumbled Schaeffer's 60- 
ish liny nurse attendant. Known on the 
1 3th as ‘Whirrr Bitch’, she always kept a 
nine-inch full meal dildo on full throttle up 
her graying snatch sealed In with duct tape. 

Her urinary tract was fed over this heaving 
monstrosity Into an urostomy pouch, the 
contents of which she saved for ‘liquid din- 
din' for her ‘Sweetie', a 15-year-old 
runaway she kept chained in her sub- 
basement. 'Special case. Senator's 
daughter, found providing overt actt of 
oral sexuality to boys of her school of the 
lower classes during an election year.' 

'No doubt our good senator is a 
Republican', Dr. Schaeffer sneered. 



'Yes, and he wants her corrected with 
benign prejudice. A nookie cookie to stand 
with him on the platform and wave, oozing 
middle- American adolescent fellatial charm 
to all those bright-eyed and bushy-uiled 
young saps and post mid-life crisis geezers 
who just want to fuck a juicy 1 7-year-old 
mouth, but without them knowing how easy 
she gives that out. And believe me, there’s a 
lot more cum and Bud in her tummy than 
malts and cheeseburgers.' 

'Routine, my dear, routine. I'll have a doting 
daughter back in Daddy's lap in no time. 
There is always the drool factor after my 
work, but if Senator Daddy has been 
enjoying a little of this action himself, he will 
consider that gravy. Just make sure he knows 
to have his wife wipe off her chin before the 
photo ops, especially if it's his semen Baby's 
got all over it.' 

'I know the drill. Doctor. I'll — uuunnnh - oh 
excuse me, Doctor’, as Whirrr Bitch felt 
Steely Dan #46 hit her near petrified g-spol 
for one more glimpse at the godhead. 


Dr. Schaeffer entered Holding Pen #3 with a 
cut and dry sense of purpose. His patient fit 
his exportations: a nubile youngster slut in 
expensive, p re-washed -and -worn cutoffs and 
fitted tank top from which long legs, 
desperate arms and pronouncedly advancing 
teen tits heaved against harsh rope 
constraints. Her eyes popped helplessly with 
panic, and her mouth, which had launched in 
her few years so many wads of hot cum 
down her needful tender throat, was tightly 
bound with a heavily used black hankie. One 
of the orderlies who had snuck her into Dr. 
Schaeffer's Special Wing had no doubt seen 
the Irony of making her taste his dried salty 
splooge in her last moments of witfullness. 

A lifelong heterophobe, none of this 
scintillating scenario registered anywhere in 
the notorious Lobotomy Kid's Eros. He was 
there to do his job on this sexually 
precocious young skank. and do it he would. 
Funding was involved, after all, not to 
mention his brilliant career. Grabbing his 
trusty, if slightly rusting from poor cleaning 
habits he had acquired from his days of 


medicinal 'inspections'. Black and Decker, he 
found an appropriately phallusesque drill 
from his personalized drawer. 

His patient writhed on her angled able, 
further reddening the abrasions on her 
smooth young wrists, ankles and tightly 
bound tits. She squealed like a stuck farm 
animal around the gag in her sweet mouth, 
into which the jerk-off sains of that orderly 
dripped with her hot saliva. 

Always a professional, the good doctor was 
not with out his bedside manner, even while 
forced to approach this evil teen twat. 'Now 
my dear,' he cooed at the Senator's wayful 
daughter and giving his electric drill a good 
and loud turn, 'you hold still now while I 
work. Otherwise,' as he held the actively 
twirling drill over her fear-soaked forehead, 

'I might gouge out one of your eyes. Then all 
I can do is skullfuck you...’ 

IN Is there a social or spiritual benefit to be 
gained by the kind of music that you make! 

DM See above. 



IN Do you find humor in your own music! 


DM See above, post haste. 


Apart from his playing in Borbetomagus, 
Donald Miller has also performed and/or 
recorded with William Hooker, Blaise 
S/wula, Lhasa Cement Plant and numerous 
others. His most recent recording, Here 
Below, with Michael J. Schumacher and 
Charles Curtis, is out on Pelt's K/ang 
Industries label and is one of the best things 
he's ever done. 

Ian Nagoski is a musician living in Baltimore. 
Maryland. 

The phrase 'Toxic Dandy' is copyrighted by 
Will Schofield. Used with permission. 

3 $£ 
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Various Artists 

In Memoriam Max Brand 

AUSTRIA, RHIZ CD-006, 2 X CD (1999) 


samples of voices from the American space 
programme, along with some truly terrifying 
electronic roars, loud crashing waves of 
unfriendly sound, abrupt jump-cuts and edits, 
and anything that contributes to the 
surrounding metallic blastiness. It's ominous, 
suggesting not only that the whole space 


composition in Vienna and Berlin, at a time 
when Futurism was all the rage, celebrating 
the advance of technology and speed. In the 
1 920s, he realised an opera called ‘Hopkins 
The Machinist 1 , an astonishing blend of 
dnematk-influenced staging, theatre, 
machine-imagery and jazz music If you visit 
The Hamak museum in Langenzersdorf 
(near Vienna) you will find 10 hours of 
Max Brand tapes in the archive. I don't 
know if they are available for listening. But 
this CD is. 

ED PINSENT 


This release wins the 'Golden Oscillator' 
prize for retro-blasto vintage analogue 
electronic CD of the issue. It seems to 
have slipped by quite a few prospective 
listeners (partly perhaps through the 
functional, nondescript sleeve design), yet 
it contains rare gems of undiscovered 
electronic music from the past. Some 
cynical observers of the European 
electro-elite scene whence this emanates 
have even suggested the whole thing is a 
clever fake, whic, hould tell you we're 
onto a winner. 


Max Brand's •history and his place in the 
world is not well known. Trained as a 
conventional composer, he was living in 
America when he turned, quite late in 
life, to electronic music. He arranged for 
Robert Moog to build him a special 
synthesiser. From this resulted the works 
‘Notturno Brasilelro’ (1959), ‘The 
Astronauts' (1962), and ‘Ilian 4' (1974). 

By 1 973, he wasn’t scoring sheet musk at 
all - and like other electronk pioneers, 
became focussed on creating all the 
sounds himself, and producing work simply 
by using his own tape recorders - 
independent of ordinary musk production 
methods. Like Raymond Scott (another 
unsung pioneer and tinker er). he applied his 
music to commercial ends, composing 
soundtracks and effects for TV advertising. 
But he remained relatively obscure, and did 
not achieve success with his more artistk 
works. He left America in 1975 and returned 
to Europe. In transit, his synthesiser was 
either left behind or lost; likewise, his tape 
works were either lost, or merged and 
mixed together before his death in 1980. 


Extracts from these tapes are, I think, 
represented here on the first CD; the 
substantial pieces are 'Notturno Brasileiro'; 
‘Stormy Sea’; 'Watzer' parts I and 2; and the 
five French folk songs. These haunting tunes 
feature the voice of a French chanteuse 
Ligoa Duncan, and her French folk tunes are 
metamorphised into robotic yokes and 
woven into the fabric of his music. The 
remaining pieces are five untitled fragments, 
three of his commercial advert soundtracks, 
and some spoken texts. One of these, which 
begins 'Good afternoon Mr Brown...l am the 
Machine', is distinctly chilling. 


The long second track is the best one. 'Max 
Brand Konzentrat’ is, I assume, taken.fr om 
the mix tape' and is credited to Curd Duca, 
an Austrian contemporary electronkist, who 
manipulated It. This powerful track features 


It’s hard to convey the steely darkness of 
this, and the other mighty works which Max 
Brand managed to leave behind on this earth. 
Perhaps they were meant as warnings. They 
should have been buried in a time capsule 
and opened up in front of the United 
Nations. 

The second CD features various artists, 
mostly Austrian sound artists; among them 
are Curd Duca. Pita R eh berg. Radian, Fon, 
Epy, Fritz Ostermeyer, Alois Huber, Pure, 
Peter Androsch and Wolfgang Dorninger. 
These modern electronk geniuses from 
Europe use the tapes of Max Brand to realise 
compositions and pieces of their own. They 
take few liberties, add little of their own, and 
even in some cases diminish the power of 
the originals. But on its own terms, I suppose 
it works quite well; if you hadn't heard Max 
Brand first, you might even enjoy rt- 

Brand was bom in 1 896; a citizen of the 
Austro-Hungarian empire, he grew up in 
relative middle-class comfort in Vienna. He 
belongs to another age - a contemporary of 
Kurt Weill, Schoenberg and Alban Berg - and 
in fact came to electronk music very late in 
life, aged 59. He learned classical 


Jason Kahn 

Drums and Metals 

SWITZERLAND. CUT003 CD (2000) 


Jason Kahn 


Analogues 

SWITZERLAND, CUT004 CD (2000) 


■ Though Jason Kahn may have released 
these CDs at about the same time, they 
■ are as similar to one another as the 
proverbial chalk is to cheese. That's a 
good thing actually as I found Analogues 
more interesting than Drums and Metals 

As the title suggests, Drums and Metals is an 
all-percussion affair of 6 tracks totalling 
approximately 37 minutes of repetitive musk 
in a minimalist style. The sparing approach 
certainly grabs the listener's attention but 
the music quickly assumes the air of merely 
being 6 exercises in technique and virtuosity. 
After a while, you start to wish something 
different would happen; some distortion 
maybe, the odd background noise, any kind 
of fancy special effects! A better approach 
might have been to assemble the various 
rhythms and sounds into I long continuous 
track with all the bits segueing into one 
another and maybe overlapping to create 
some depth to the CD; the playing time also 
could have been cut down to 30 minutes or 
less as the music wears thin over 37 minutes. 

At least Analogues has what I wish Drums 
and Metals had: atmosphere, depth, a sense 
of direction and the exploration of sounds. 
Repetition and a minimalist approach still 
apply but here they serve to give structure 
and direction. I'm not sure that one can do 
much with minimalist playing other than to 
establish a pattern and then to vary it over 
the track which seems to be the traditional 
minimalist way. Samples of radio and field 
recordings and of drums and metal objects 
are used to create moody and sometimes 
ominous musk as opposed to D and Ms 


programme was doomed, but the entire 
planet is under threat. Even our own space 
rocket becomes more like an invader from 
Mars rather than a friendly symbol of space 
exploration and new civilisation. 


The Crackling 

ETHER (O) 

Modem digital scrummaging... plus early ethereal emanations 
from the voltage-vaults 
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somewhat clinical feel. 

The abstract designs (by Kahn himself) on 
the packaging for these CDs are modest but 
they seem appropriate - the design for 
Analogues in particular suits that CD's mood 
very well. 

JENNIFER HOR 

Hoengasserstrasse 22, 8037 
Zurich. Switzerland. 
kahn@attglobal. net 

Horse and Nose 

Cancer Lights 

UNITED KINGDOM, SERF14 CD (2000) 

Behind some of the worst cover art and 
design work ever witnessed by these eyes 
are ‘improvised duets for concertina and 
electronics’. It starts with distorted heavy 
breathing, calliope, tape farts and the ever- 
present trickle of flushing urinals With 
keyboard riffs straight from a 70s John 
Carpenter film and a straining for 
atmosphere that stumbles and falls 
somewhere between Eraserhead and The 
Blair Witch Project it all sounds distinctly 
like film students knocking out some kind of 
low rent ‘avant garde' soundtrack for their 
own film. Shit - it is! 

Quite what this film could be like is another 
matter. I pictured two goth kids hiding in the 
woods to get away from the 'normals' at the 
Village Fete. They can't get their CD player 
to work properly and they haven’t got any 
matches for their fags. Meanwhile, the local 
pervert is taping it all to play back later in his 
darkened room. The spoken word at the end 
must represent the adults searching 
frantically through the undergrowth. The 
trickle of water gets louder as the camera 
pans in on the kids' pale, dead feces, the 
water running into their open mouths and 
eyes. 

This is followed by an Escape From New 
York outtake remixed by Sun City Girls, 
shades of Bowery Electric as muffled hip-hop 
war drums underpin guitar drones and then 
the Clangers, Soup Dragon and Salaryman 
are caught jamming with T ubeway Army. 

Yes. I know that sounds ridiculous but it's 
true. It’s also surprisingly good. 

Rounding up the show are what might be 
Merzbow after three solid months of 
smoking weapon-grade ganja and then a 
measured pastiche of the more eccentric end 
of 80s synth-pop - Japan, Kraftwerk. Yello - 
even a Duran Duran B-side maybe - that 
degenerates into cartoon wolf howls and 
Tom Waits midnight backstoop silliness. 

Basically, if Death in Vegas changed their 
name to Wisconsin Death T rip this is what 
their next album would sound like - a host of 
skewed references jammed into the distilling 
jar and shaken with vigour and a mad sense 
of ambition. Entertaining and strange, 
controlled and surprising. Horse and Nose 
hide their talents behind a misleadingly shit 
image - the converse of many of their 
contemporaries. 

RIK RAWUNG 03/07/2000 

www horseandnose. com 


Goem 

Punik 

NETHERLANDS, ST AALPLAAT STCD 
093 CD SINGLE (2000) 

Andreas Berthling 

Mengerzelle and 
Grdnberger 

NETHERLANDS, ST AALPLAAT STCD 
146 CD SINGLE (2000) 

Distinctive and some might even call it quite 
cool and dinky packaging adorns these new 
'Material Series' CDs from Holland! Land -a - 
goshen! The titles and track listings are 
embossed into the jewel cases! Yipes! The 
one by Goem has orange perforated card for 
inserts and the CD is pressed on a light 
yellow transparent disc! Zowie! The one by 
Andreas Berthling is packed in white artificial 
grass and a slip of curtain cloth! Yep, here be 
the sorts of materials you associate not with 
records, but with filofexes, sportsgear, and 
other cheap and nasty consumables of the 
modem age. Staalplaat is a label that knows 
how hard it is to compete in the welter of 
new music releases (which probably exceeds 
several thousand records per month, for all I 
know). So through distinctive packaging, they 
crave your attention, and having secured it 
they offer you... 

Well, nothing much at all. The music inside 
these sumptuous packages Is rotten. 
Mengerzelle and Grilnberger is worthless 
electronic drivel, a series of silly static bursts 
that are simply annoying. Andreas Berthling 
is a talentless twerp from Stockholm who 
uses a computer programme to distort field 
recordings. As dull as a wet teabag! One 
listen and you realise why MEGO arc so 
acclaimed - at least they do it with some fire. 

Goem's outing is marginally better, with at 
least a little variety In their choice of sounds, 
but there are fer too many dull, lumpen 
beats plodding in like a traffic warden in 
hobnail boots over the lovely polished 
parquet floor. These beats were generated 
using a broken Dr Rhythm drum machine. 

No wonder they got it so cheap! These guys 
(Frans dc Waard, Roel Meelkop and Peter 
Duimelink) are fairly big names, and no 
slouches - and reckoned to be pretty hot shit 
in the world of minimal electronics, having 
debuted as Goem on the Rastermusic label. 
Can’t understand why. if they do music as 
boring as this. Their effort on the Mego label, 
Dertig CM, is slightly better than this, but 
not much. 

ED PINSENT 

PO Box / HS3, 100/ GL 
Amsterdam, The Netherlands 


Gerald Wenzel 

Prairie Program 

USA, PHTHALO 30 CD (2000) 

Of the 1 7 tracks on this CD, the first, 
'Ffowes', introduces us to the feeling of 
remoteness and the vast, still spaces of the 
American prairie as experienced by Gerald 


Wenzel while driving through Colorado and 
which inspired him to compose the music 
that is Prairie Program. Just as the prairie is a 
huge, mostly silent canvas over which the 
wind whips up and blows fine dust, an action 
which at first seems insignificant yet which, 
over time with constant repetition, can 
completely cover and obliterate dead animals 
and man-made objects (and alternately 
expose them as fossils) and change entire 
landscapes, so on Prairie Program space is a 
canvas over which Wenzel whips up spare, 
soft-sounding compositions that cover a 
range of moods (not a large range, though) 
and which can be very catchy. No, not all of 
this prairie-inspired electromca is gloomy 
and ominous electro-ambience, indeed, most 
of it isn't; a number of pieces like the 
dance-friendly ’Delivery’, 'Shift', 'Trace' and 
'Page' are actually very bright and perky 
while still retaining the sparse approach. 
Despite the number of tracks and the length 
of the CD (over SO minutes), the music gets 
perkier towards the end! The production 
enhances the bright crispness of some of the 
latter tracks by making everything, even the 
softest noises, all up-front. 

As many of the tracks are short and not 
always distinct from one another (I suspect 
this was deliberate: little things on their own 
might not amount to much but together they 
make a big impact - call it a fractal approach 
to making music), I suggest you listen to 
several tracks together as one piece (tracks 
1 0 to 1 5 in particular could be one 
continuous piece of music) or treat the 
whole CD as a more or less continuous 
composition with several parts and moods. 
With Prairie Program the American 
Mid-west at last has electronic music it can 
call its own. 

JENNIFER HOR 

www.phchalo.com 


lhan 

lota 

GERMANY, MILLE PLATEAUX MP81 
CD (ND) 

Duration 60:20 

A trick of fete, 1 0 years ago caused me death 
to Dr. Rhythm, which I had only just 
acquired, my younger brother ran it 
backwards. The only sounds which would 
come out were squeals, wines, dicks, buzzes. 

It found its use a year later in 'Roh', a piece 
made w / what was left of it; having to chase 
the sounds as I played it. (w / pennies, 
fingers, pieces of wire) the circuits burnt. 
'Roh' was released on shimpfluch in 1 990, 
the Roland Dr. Rhythm only cost a fiver, 
lhan I know nothing about but this glitchfest 
of sub-electronica, is bare, clinical but 
beautiful, like the Dream Machine, a folly or 
a mechanism to reveal. It has the sound of 
background music for a modern art tv 
programme, just at the moment when the 
feature gets stark, or overtly tenuous 
conceptual bleeding. 

In life there are two things; good & bad, this 
is like its cover a grey area. But I bought 
this out of my own money. Akin to pan 
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sonic, but warmer. Played loud enough in 
the room it comes some what alive, even 
when petrol soaked corpses are dragged 
rancid out of the last hopes, a delicate pink 
rose of the finest plastic appears in light 
shone through crystal. It's unnamed turns : 
clicks - loops - fault? and ultra sonic 
pressure. Better than ATB. It feels 
contradictually purposeful, like an absent 
minded professor. 

I recommend this to you because its beats 
of shattered nail, sharps, hits in to metal. 
This is noise music. And it is quality. 


spitting but mostly quiet and rather longish 
Lahetys/T ransmission’, and all tracks require 
concentrated listening. There are tracks so 
spare they barely hang together and there 
are tracks like 'Osittain/Partly' (whose 
stop-start organ beginning I found amusing, 
otherwise any humour on this CD is hard to 
find) which seem disjointed. 

‘Unessa/ln Sleep' is the most atmospheric of 
all with its echoes and plaintive melody, 
slipping almost into the nothingness territory 
carved out by Bernhard Giinter and 
Francisco Lopez. 


I'm glad I brought it; even though it was the 
only copy in the shop, a promo to me at 
discount. 

SHAUN ROBERT 


Kevin Drumm / Martin 
T6treault 

Particles and Smears 

USA. ERSTWHILE RECORDS 
ERSTWHILE 006 CD (2000) 

Subtle...)n the right mood. I could go for the 
delicate nuances of sounds achieved by this 
duo, but sometimes these nuances are a bit 
coo darned subtle. Apart from the occasional 
roar of static noise, this is largely a series of 
discreet buzzing and burring murmurs, 
mingled with high-pitched pleeps, inept 
clunks and half-assed strums on a distorted 
guitar, while scratchy records on a 
turntable are whissing by unobserved in 
the background. This is sold to us as a 
rare meeting of minds between the 
Chicago guitarist and electronics player 
Kevin Drumm and the Montral-based 
turntabler Martin Tdtreault. Just think - 
they probably wandered the globe alone 
for years, never meeting until they 
played on stage in 1999 with Jim 
O’Rourke, then headed to a nearby 
studio to lay down a few tracks. This 
record has some moments of glory, but 
(like so many electronics records I hear 
these days) is mostly timid and pallid, 
and its incoherent string of noises 
fragment into gibberish far too easily. 

This points to a serious failure of nerve, 
and a lack of genuine Interaction 
between the players. 

ED PINSENT 


Kajo is impeccably constructed but its appeal 
seems mental and abstract, focussing on 
communication and similar ideas; it's not 
likely to attract punters who yearn for 
something more obviously emotional. (Kajo 
does evoke feelings and emotions in parts, 
but I know some people expect music to 
sweep them clean off their feet and are not 
prepared to work at listening to music). I'd 
recommend Kajo if you're already familiar 
with Pan Sonic and the individual members' 
solo output. Beginners may like to investigate 
Vainlo's contribution to Carsten Nicolai's 20 
to 2000 series released last year on 
Rastermusic; the music, somewhat similar to 
Kajo, is noisy in parts, quiet (very quiet!) in 
other parts and very funny too. 

JENNIFER HOR 

Touch, 13 Osward Rd, London 

SW!7 7SS, UK 

www. touch, demon, co. uk 



I'laiiw iiliinami-f uillism tanka 


www. erstwhilerecords. com 

Mika Vanio 

Kajo 

UNITED KINGDOM, TOUCH TO.43 CD 
( 2000 ) 

Mika Vamto of Pan Sonic here presents a 
series of low-key and at times intensely 
insular sound -and -noisescapes. Proceedings 
kick off with ‘Kytkenu/Connections’ (Vainio 
provides English translations of the original 
Finnish titles) which features a background of 
drone, static interference and the sound of 
footsteps across a floor. All nine tracks have 
a detached air about them, whether they are 
droney (there are a fair few. though they are 
different from one another) like ‘Leslie’ (no 
need for translation here!) or the initially 


Vidna Obmana and 
Willem Tanke 

Variations for Organ, 
Keyboard and Processors 

SWEDEN, MULTIMOOD RECORDS 
MRC 031 CD (1999) 

The indefatigable Vidna Obmana returns 
with another hour of high-concept Ambient 
product. Here he’s come up with a series of 
variations and treatments of organ pieces 
composed by Willem Tanke. Tanke was 
inspired by Frrtjof Capra's Tao of Physics, 
which draws parallels between modern 
Western physics and Eastern mystical 
traditions. The sleeve note claims that 


Tanke and Obmana 'attempted to capture 
the atmosphere of the mystical visions and 
subatomic whirls' which form the subject of 
the book. Not being familiar with Capra's 
work, I'm not in a position to judge the 
success or otherwise of this venture. But in 
purely musical terms the results are moody 
and elegant, a striking dialogue between 
ancient and modem that largely avoids the 
soporific tendencies of Obmana's earlier The 
Shape of Solitude (reviewed in SP7). 

Tanke played his original compositions on a 
classical pipe organ, and Obmana then 
processed parts of these electronically. The 
organ tends to occupy the upper register 
while Obmana's treatments rumble away in 
counterpoint. The pace is formidably slow: 
Tanke plays the organ with evident respect 
for its origins, careful not to rob the 
Instrument of its spiritual context. Obmana 
layers in sonorous drones to the point 
where it becomes hard to distinguish 
between his contributions and those of 
Tanke. The combination Is reminiscent in 
places of such monuments to inner space as 
Tangerine Dream's Phaedra and Vangelis' 
Blade Runner soundtrack, enveloping the 
listener in warm cocoons of sound. 

Occasionally the mood deepens. On the 
lengthy 'Canon III' the electronics quietly 
recede, allowing the dramatic swell of the 
organ to dominate. On ‘Choral (Midi- 
Etude)' the clicks and noises of the original 
acoustic recording arc looped to form soft 
but ominous beats. Such interventions 
strengthen the impact of this impressive 
recording. 

RICHARD REES JONES 

Box 53095, 40014 Gotenborg, 

Sweden, www.multimood.com 


S.E.T.I. 

Pod 

UNITED KINGDOM, ASH 
INTERNATIONAL [RIP] ASH 4 6 CD 
(2000) 

I grew up next to the M62 1 motorway and 
sometimes I would sit at night with my 
window open and listen to the world 
outside. There was the constant hiss of 
traffic from the motorway, the wind in the 
bushes, dog barks, neighbours voices, 
sometimes a TV turned up too loud. It was 
very atmospheric and strangely soothing, 
suggesting the enormity and apparent 
simplicity of the planet under a night sky. 
Motion or stillness, light or dark. That was it, 
and it was all free. 

S.E.T.I. (Andrew Lagowski) wants you to pay 
£ 1 4 or so for the privilege to hear the same. 
This is the third in an 'alien' trilogy that toys 
with the themes popularised in The X-FHes 
and the kind of books you can order from 
Counter Productions - secrets, conspiracy, 
intelligence, mutation, evolution. The track 
titles (Crab Nebula, Gemini, Mars Rover) 
suggest a stellar theme. The cover artwork is 
photos of buildings in shadow. It is one of 
the most pointless records I've ever heard. 

I don't like to shoot down anyone’s artistic 
endeavours but surety this is an art prank of 
some kind? 18 tracks of electronic bleeps 
and bioops that could be sound effects from 
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shit sci-fi films or spooky noises from The 
Blair Witch Project. No theme, no structure, 
no heart, no soul. No purpose whatsoever. 

The howling vacuum of its pointlessness 
suggest the airless void of outer space and if 
that was his goal then congratulations are in 
order. This really is just taking the piss. 

Don't anybody out there be inspired to try 
anything similar, the world doesn’t need It. 

RIK RAWUNG 10/07/2000 

Ash International (R.I.P) IJ 
Osward Road. London SWi7 
7SS. www.rouch.demon.co.uk/ 
ashrip.htm 

Stalaktiten och Mirjam 

Angestmaskln 

USA, PHTHALO 16 CD [1999?] 

This CD begins promisingly enough with 4 
playful and quirky tracks with little noisy 
touches that had me thinking of Personal 
Electronics and a very mini-Mego. These 
tracks are followed by a good piece of 
driving minimalist electronica that calls to 
mind Pan Sonic in their Kulma days. After 
this track though, the CD starts to veer 
between very short bursts of noise and 
other wacky sounds and longer tracks that 
take in Influences from New Age ambient, 
hip hop, techno and other styles. Individually, 
these tracks are not bad but as a whole do 
not make for a recording that can maintain 
listener interest over approximately 57 
minutes. There is hardly any variation in 
mood or pace. SoM obviously enjoy playing 
about on their equipment and finding out 
what they can produce, but they have a lot 
of work ahead incorporating their more 
noisy and off-beat elements into structured 
pieces that can be sustained for more than 
30 seconds and in which they can explore 
the sounds their machines produce and 
discover new and interesting directions. 

While there are enjoyable moments on the 
cd and SoM are not without a sense of 
humour, I advise those with shallow pockets 
to wait for a follow-up recording to see if 
SoM can develop a more individual, 
adventurous and Integrated approach 
without having to fall back on a mish-mash of 
rather obvious musical influences. There’s 
not much information about SoM on the CD 
sleeves (they only give artist, CD and track 
titles) but I’ve a feeling the band could be 
Swedish and if so, it would be to the band's 
advantage to travel outside Sweden and hang 


out with similar acts In different places as I've 
heard that Swedish musk can be derivative 
and conformist. (I've heard a number of 
Swedish acts on the Cold Meat Industry label 
in the past and let me tell you, they all seem 
pretty much alike!) 

JENNIFER HOR 


Pimmon 

Assembler 

IRELAND, FALLT F.0012.0001 CD 
( 2000 ) 

Pimmon 

v.p.e. 

THE NETHERLANDS, E R S 12/01 
VINYL LP (1999) 

Two works from Pimmon (ie Paul Gough), 
the Sydney-based Australian sound artist 
who's a ‘new boy” but rapidly emerging as a 
noteworthy talent. The ERS LP reached my 
'office' last year, but was not noted at the 
time; I decided to revisit it in the light of the 
new Assembler CD. V.p.e. is nothing to feel 
ashamed of, but one should regard it as one 
the early preparatory sketches before the 
full-blown widescreen canvas of Assembler. 
The 12 tracks on this full-length CD are 
fascinating - rich in variety, effective in 
method, and scoring good results on every 
other track. Uke the men of Mego (who 
approve highly of his work), Pimmon is a 
computer-mode muskian and his fascination 
with technology extends to every part of this 
CD - the sleeve art (streams of numbers 
overprinted on a blue field), the track titles 
(which resemble fragments of computer 
code) and the packaging - this CD is 
supplemented by downloadable MP3 files, 
SlmpleTextAudio files and Graphk Scores, 
which can be found at the Assembler 
website, if you're that way inclined. Though 
Pimmon can lapse into using static and 
crackly noise • sounds which, even at this 
stage, are starting to appear familiar in the 
Crackling Ether realms - for the most part 
this work is innovative, and displays a strong 
sense of organisational design. Strong but 
simple melodies are suggested, by smearing 
and blurring together some rkh sampled 
chords, whkh dance around in a dense 
canvas of noise supplemented by layers of 
crackle, fizz, and bubbling bitstream- 
malarkey of all kinds. There is a strong sense 
of surface, tremendous attention to detail, 


and a near-architectural illusion of space. 
Assembler comes highly recommended, and 
Pimmon' s work should be monitored with 
interest. 

ED P1NSENT 

Fa/it - Biessington House, 18 
Ballynahinch Street, 

Hillsborough, County Down, 

Northern Ireland BT26 6A W. 
www.falltcom info@falltcom 
ERS - ers@staaipiaat.com 

Nocturnal Emissions 
and Origami Artika 

Mort Aux Vaches 

NETHERLANDS, STAALPLAAT NO 
NUMBER CD (2000) 

Mort Aux Vaches, meaning 'death to cows' is 
apparently a show on VPRO radio, and here 
are two broadcast sessions from that show, 
one by NE, and another by er... someone 
else. Someone or some persons who might 
possibly be named as above. 

Origami etcetera kick off with some remote 
ambience suggesting isolated mountain 
passes, and suchlike, before bringing in a 
modest rhythm section and then going all 
screeching meal on us (as in car crash 
rather than Tygers Of Pan Tang). It's good of 
its kind, but not startling. If anything it 
sounds like a better recording of what NE 
were doing on their early albums: 
contrasting harsh noise with relative quiet 
and serving it all up on a bed of cranky 
fucked -up rhythms. 

The NE half opens with more samply loopy 
stuff before Steptoe and Son-percussion 
heralds the overdriven sound of the skipper 
playing harmonica while hit ship goes down, 
finally breaking into a couple of recent live 
favourites. 'Bring Power To la Knees' is 
similar to the live recording already released 
on Electropunk Karaoke, with some 
monkeying around here, and jiggery-pokery 
there. Finally, there's a welcome and lengthy 
rebooting of "No Separation' with Nigel 
almost crooning over a steel band ambience. 
It's impressive that something so obviously 
programmed has the feel of a late night jazz 
workout (or so I would imagine) despite 
being played by robots It's probably down to 
the unfussed way sequences drop in and out 
of the mix, the uncharacteristically relaxed 
feel of drum machines chattering away to 
each other, and Nigel’s absent-mindedly 
wandering off into songs about his Aunty 
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Mary, whose name conveniently rhymes with 
hairy, dairy, and canary. 

In its entirety, this CD is probably a little 
patchy, but the fast fifteen or so minutes 
compensate for any minor inconsistencies 
earlier on. Also, the last two NE tracks 
sound great when you're knackered or ■ 
on the verge of passing out from 
prolonged alcohol consumption. Mind 
you, a little more information on the 
weirdly shaped card cover would've 
been nice. 

WAR ARROW 

PO Box /I4S3, 1001 GL 
Amsterdam, The Netherlands 


filters, is constructed to a mathematical 
pattern that mirrors the effects of solar 
activity on the earth's magnetic field. Dodge 
obtained this ready-made structure from 
data painstakingly compiled by NASA 
research scientists, who somehow 
compressed years of studied patterns into 
I seconds of musical notes. It's a startling 
I piece, but also the most musical' here in 
I that it almost sounds like someone two 
I synthesisers simultaneously - although no 
I human possibly could deliver arpeggios this 
I quickly. A golden hymn to the sun, as 
I glorious as anything played by Sun Ra on 
I his Solar Sound Instr ument. 

I 'Out of Into' was composed by Daria 
I Semegen with the Turkish composer 
Biiient Are! - working exclusively with 
electronic sound sources, which are 
further manipulated by tape loops and 
mixing. It is extremely disjointed and 
verges on going completely nuts - which 
befits a soundtrack for a ribald animated 
experimental film. Also represented are 
Ingram Marshall, with the lyrical and poetic 
voice work ‘Cortez', llhan Mimaroglu, and 
Alice Shields - who wrote the detailed 
sleeve notes describing the work and 
equipment of the Center, the techniques and 
methods available to them, and includes 
descriptions of each track along with 
extensive discographies for all the 
composers. A pretty darn essential slice of 
American musical heritage...if only there 
were equivalent archival releases for our 
own electronic composers (starting with the 
Radiophonic Workshop, please). 


ED PINSENT 


PO Box 1 1 453, 100/ GL 
Amsterdam, The Netherlands 


Tone Language 

Patience is the Key 

NETHERLANDS, KORM PLASTICS 
KP 3001 CD (2000) 


Ahh - an enjoyable one this. If you were 
ever keen on the first Oval release (and I 
know it still has its supporters), then this 
should appeal. Skipping and looped CDs ® 
never lose their appeal I guess. Especially 
when they're used to carve out another new 
strain of near-pop music, as we (almost) hear 
on 'The Robot Sparrows’. This charming 
tribute to the little metallic birdies is a jolly 
little thing. The ghost of a melody is not so 
much suggested or sketched in as it is simply 
implied - by use of negative space, notes in 
the wrong place. 'Winter's Thrill - achieves 
much the same effect, I suppose, although it 
appears to be slightly more conventional, 
with minimal voice samples and a plonky 
little beat in amongst all the fugitive music 
loops. It’s fun, yet it catches you out more 
than once - tripping you up on your own 
expectations. 'Record #l‘, unless I’m much 
mistaken, uses the famous organ loop played 
by Gareth Williams of This Heat on ‘Graphic 
/ Varispeed' - and proceeds to twist it into a 
superb long drone track, and a useful variant 
on Ambient music, laced with additional 
edits and backwards ta|>es. On ‘Field Plano 
Form', the Eno influence is foregrounded; It’s 
a beautiful track, and comes close to 
invoking a poignant nostalgia, but at the same 
time it’s terribly reminiscent of Music For 
Airports. 'A Plant's Days in Stages’ Is equally 
pleasant, and even If it veers subtly on this 
side of 'tasteful' in its slow-moving chord 
sequence, it never makes the mistake of 
becoming LaBradford. 

Tone Language is Lee Anthony Norris, 
joined by two Japanese players Ichiro and 
Kenji Taniguchi - which seems a somewhat 
unlikely team, unless they were brought 
together in the international net-working 
web of jet planes, music festivals, 

Powerbooks and e-mail addresses that makes 
the modern world such a wonderful place to 
be for today’s electronic musician. Norris 
has more of a Techno background as 
Metamatics, but you rarely hear the slightest 
trace of a stupid robotic beat on this record, 
I'm glad to state. It’s dreamy and drippy for 
sure, but never reaching the soft-centred or 
soporific depths of chill-out Ambient drivel. 
These tracks get under your skin; days after 
you hear them it’s like you imagined the 
existence of a perfect pop record, thanks to 
some memory implant chip which was 
embedded in your brain by these mad 


Various Artists 

Columbia-Princeton 
Electronic Music Center 
1961-1973 

USA, NEW WORLD RECORDS 80521-2 
CD (1998) 


Another collection of vintage electronics. 
Runner up to Max Brand, this fine release 
wins the ‘Silver Circuit Board' award as a 
glorious showcase of old analogue sounds, 
formal experiments in electronic music and 
tape work from a bygone age. The Columbia- 
Princeton Electronic Music Center was the 
first such establishment of its kind to be 
created in the USA, and during its prime 
came under the auspices of Vladimir 
Ussachevsky. Both a place of learning and a 
resource-studio, the Center saw the 
realisation of some 300 pieces between 1 95 1 
and 1 983 - some of which are reckoned to 
be classics (by their former alumni, at least). 
The description of the hardware available at 
this time is enough to make any American 
post-rock band drool; in the 1 970s they had 
six oscillators to generate sine, square or 
sawtooth waveforms, two Buchla 
synthesisers and a Thomas electronic organ. 
This was at a time, I assume, when these 
devices were still quite expensive to build, 
and to buy - and funded Centers like these 
were a good place to find them. Then there’s 
the tape recorders, microphones and 
phonographic equipment, all to the best 
standards. The composers who were lucky 
enough to wind up here seemed to treat it 
all like a gigantic sweetshop and proceeded 
to have oodles of fun. You can hear the 
sense of exploration, of excitement, on each 
piece here. This is my new toy. We are 
about to make 1 00 violinists redundant... 

My favourite here is the piece by Charles 
Dodge, 'Earth's Magnetic Field' from 1970. 
Here he plays an IBM Mainframe computer, 
using a version of Fortran (a business 
computer language so ancient that today it's 
taught as a history lesson). The resulting 
music, fed through comb filters and Allpass 


ED PINSENT 


701 Seventh Avenue, New 
York NY 10036-1596, USA. 
newwor!drecords@ero/s. com 


For further "vintage 
volts", Raymond 
Scott's latest 
retrospective CD is 
in the GADGETS 
Section 
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Lustmord meaning summit about sex and death in German, whose debut on 
Sterile Records is reputed to be a classic, although I only ever heard Paradise 
Disowned which wasn't. Lustmord being Brian Williams, a man I once sat in a 
pub with, listening to him and some other geezer swapping notes about footage 
of tanks and related military hardware they'd recently been lucky enough to tape 
off the teevee. Then again, he did some good stuff with Chris & Cosey, he was in 
SPK, and this CD features the irreproachable talents of Clock DVA's Adi 
Newton. 

Anyway, before getting down to business, there's the press release. Check this 
out: 

‘At the time The Monstrous 
Soul was recorded, the 
legendary B. Lustmord 
resided in a squat in London, 
near the Oval cricket ground, 
just around the comer from 
David Tibet, founder of 
Current 93. It takes little 
imagination to connect the 
bleak visual landscape of 
south London's worst slum to 
Lustmord's grim electronics. 

This wasn't simply a fantasy 
video game soundtrack, it 
truly reflected the 
environment from which it 


\S 

A 

IS PERVERSE 


Firstly, 111 see your David Tibet and raise 
you an Elvis, seeing as my mum went to 
school with Paul McCartney’s 
sister-in-law, and The Beatles were 
privileged to meet he whom is, was, and shall in perpetuity be The King. There. 
Don't my reviews seem that much more important now you know them to be 
the labours of one who can deliver such a proud boast? Secondly, I really am 
getting very very tired of know-nothing pampered pussies slagging off south 
London. I live in south London. I like south London. South London has good 
people. If you really think south London has slums, one of which is the Oval for 
crying out loud, then I suggest you've had it too easy, and might perhaps like to 
return to your fucking yacht before some justifiably disgruntled Southsider runs 
up in your set and peels yo muhfuh' cap back, ya heard me? 

Annoying killing-spree inducing press releases aside. The Monstrous Soul itself 
ain't so bad. I suspect its author has a more than passing affection for H. P. 
Lovecraft- The oldest Lustmord track I can remember hearing, over fifteen years 
ago, was named after that author's At The Mountains Of Madness, and if the 
titles here, which include 'Ixaxaar' and The Daathian Doorway', are any 
indication, his interest in that whole genre of atmospheric horror, has remained 
undimmed. Having a lot of time for Lovecraft's tales of uncles about whom the 
family never spoke despite his will containing a house which villagers refused to 
visit, this does hold a certain appeal. The music is electronic, and undeniably 
dark, with quantities of reverb and delay that could’ve merited a Lustmord spot 
on Roy Castle's Record Breakers had this come out twenty years earlier. Gothic 
is not a word I would use lightly, but unlike those crappy Batcave pantomime 
bands who have leant it the tone of a slur, this really does have that quality in the 
true Mary Shelley-Eraserhead- Southern Comfort sense. As has been proven 
time and time again, the Gregorian chants and reverbed drone thing, although 
simple on paper, results more often than not in hilarity for the listener and 


come a long way since the last thing I heard, and if there's 
more where this came from, I say bring it on, but please 
please please Seftor Williams, next time get someone who 
isn’t a complete man’s hairy cock to pen your press 
releases. 

WAR ARROW 

So/ei/moon, PO Box 83296, Portland, OR 
97283, USA 


Various Artists 

Nature is Perverse 

SWEDEN, FYLKINGEN RECORDS 
FYCD 1017, 2 x CD (2000) 

‘This CD is a documentation of the 
Nature is Perverse festival, organised 27- 
29th of November 1 998 by Fylkingen, and 
the Modem Museum in Stockholm. Some 
of the pieces are remixed or 
reconstructed, some are pure excerpts of 
the recorded performances'. So says the 
press release. 

It reminds me of the Faust Tapes LP w/o 
the fluffy tunes. A run down of the tracks: 
CD 1(1) Free Jazz Scream (2) Careful 
cooking in laboratory conditions, mutates 
into the voice of breeding shortwave (3) 
Raw computer sounds mixed ever more 
clever (4) tiny clopping horse hoofs, 
uneven loops (5) A fight sequence 
between two rubber monsters, use your laser eyes 
Godzilla (6) undanceable hardcore grabba loops w/ 
Muttering shouting in German (7) A spacecraft takes off, 
hits a cloud in the void, a spin dryer, please put another 
20p in. CD2 (8) Switch the keyboard on and walk away 
(9) no instruments, no music ( 1 0) Non rhythmic break 
beat, expensive food mixer, maybe (II) moody clouds w/ 
ever louder interruptions (12) Snoring, drums, voices make 
statements and stories ( 1 3) Like a soundtrack to a very 
good Russian animation about the 2nd world war, bombs, 
blood, guts and souls (14) Harmonic glass sings in 
sympathy with a distance ringing telephone. 

Sit w/ your favourite poison and listen. . . it comes up in 
the ears. Thoughts in side the head. Noisy electro- 
acoustic, not easy listening. 

Roster Dror Feiler, Kapotte Muziek, Framers Manual (sic), 
MstaOstrand. Mats Lind strom, Freundschft, Kent Tankred, 
Goem, Voice Crack, Zbigniew Karkowski, SOren RonoM, 
Elggen/Liljenberg, Tetsuo Furudatc, Small Cruel Party ... 
anyone you know ? 

SHAUN ROBERT 

www.fytkingen.se 
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eLectR0Ni<; AmBicNt Remixes 




CTI 

Electronic Ambient 
Remixes One 

UNITED KINGDOM. 

CONSPIRACY INTERNATIONAL 
CTIEAR1 CD (2000) 

In which hardworking Industrial 
maestro Chris Carter revisits his past, 
and remixes his own 1 980 LP The 
Space Between. More than a straight 
remix, this is clearly an intensive 
reworking and extension of that 
music, and this much is obvious to a 
man who's never even heard it. On 
the plus side, I can report that the 
surface and detail is absolutely 
sumptuous - there's a richly polished, 

almost burnished sound, indicative of many hours of toil in the studio. In fact this 
‘super stereo sound’ CD boasts of its ‘resonant and sub-sonic frequencies’ which 
quite clearly, Mr Carter sadly reminds us, your stereo simply will not be able to 
reproduce faithfully. Sure enough, there are sonic textures a-plenty that tickle 
your tootsies as surely as en entire book of carpet fabric examples; and enough 
highs and lows to send your aural capacitors on a spacerocket ride. Technically 
it's well-nigh flawless: as music, I find it uninvolving, boring and uneventful. This 
CD has the edge over a fair proportion of the Ambient herd with its slightly dark 
brooding edges, but generally these 14 overlong 
pieces just wander into the room, strike their 


appropriately frenetic doing that 
snare-with-coffee-jitters thing in the right 
places. The extraneous effects and 
atmospherics, utilising what sounds like bird 
song on a few occasions, while never overly 
intrusive, have enough going on to render 
them of greater impact than the usual 
drone-forest-bore wallpaper found on discs by 
Photek and suchlike. As drum & bass goes. I 
personally prefer the nuttier stuff like Panacea 
(despite an off-putting but valid remark made 
recently by a friend that every time he hears 
Panacea he expects a badly miced up voice to 
chip in with 'Alright sarf London, this one goes 
out to the Millwall massive...') mainly because 
the airy-fairy variant is just too wishy-washy. 
Futurist Antiquarianism is obviously closer in 
spirit to that drifty-swirly variant of the genre, 
but manages to succeed where others have 
often failed. The textures are good and 
well-stewed, being evocative of imagery other than a 
spotty herbert with his finger glued to the gain button of a 
digital reverb. There's something instantly memorable 
about the distant refrains in the same way as was the case 
with some of My Life In The Bush Of Ghosts - they sound 
like you've heard them before somewhere, even when you 
know full well that you haven't. 


extravagant pose and then just stand there like an 
ornamental umbrella stand. I know this man is 
important, but this is a rather unremarkable 
release - a lot of flash and polish but with few 
aces up its sleeve. 

ED PINSENT 

World Serpent, Unit 7-1-17, Seager 
Buildings, Brookmili Road. London SE8 
4HL. UK 

Nocturnal Emissions 

Futurist Antiquarianism 

USA, SOLEILMOON SOL 76 CD (2000) 

I was left a little unconvinced by NE’s attempts at 
drum & bass via the Transgenic single reviewed 
last issue. It wasn't so much that it didn't have its 
own merits, but calling it drum & bass just 
reminded me a little of 

arts-council-grant-getting-serKXJs-composer Tim 
Souster on a South Bank Show ye ars back. I 
know nothing about Mr Souster beyond this TV 
appearance where he announced the creation of 
some highly important work which had taken 
thematic juxtapositionality (or summat like that) 
from punk, which was big at the time. Cue five 
minutes of video featuring a green mohicaned and 
leather studded theatrical type on a motorbike, 
snarling vocodered opera into the camera along 
to a symphony of Yes type keyboards. Now, I'm 
not usually one to complain or make unkind 
remarks about the endeavour of a serious artist 
but - doll me up in stockings and suspenders and 
make me pick up the soap in the showers at HMP 
Wandsworth - what a complete and utter utter 
utter utter pile of toss. There are good reasons 
why few artists deviate wildly from their chosen 
field of expression, and this is why 
Showaddywaddy never made a skatecore 
comeback, and Tony Hart's gangsta rap album 
Str6 Baf/in ' 4 Tha Muthaphukkin ’ Streetz only 
exists in an alternative universe. 

Anyway, this time Nigel Ayers has pulled out the 
stops and wholeheartedly thrown his lot in with 



the drum & bass camp, and it works! Without 


specifically ripping anyone off, the rhythms are 
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for release information, newsletter and distribution: 
57 West Street. Nottingham, NG5 71)B, England. 




the new blockaders - small cruel party - putrefier 
- dieter muh - deep kiss 720 - defektro - etc 


bip-hnp 


8 IP-HOP is a label supporting unconventional 
sound adventures. First releases are a series of 
international compilations documenting music based 
on machines, glitches, bleeps. Creative Electronica... 
The series is named BIP-HOP GENERATION 
Every 3 months will come out a volume featuring 6 
International artists. Each contributing around 10 
minutes of exclusive music. 

On Volume 1 : 

SCHNEIDER TM (Germany) records for City Slang. 
PHONEM (UK) New albums on Morr Music. 
GOEM (the Netherlands) New albums on Staalplaat. 
MARUMARI (new-york) Latest albums on Carpark. 
ULTRA MILKMAIDS (France) New records on 
Ant Zen/Duebel. 

MASSIMO (Italy) New album on Staalplaat. 

through BAKED GOODS (info@baked-goods.com) ; 
EAST INDIA (info@dutch-east.com). 

For more info about worldwide distro and 
direct ordering, please check our site : 
www.bip-hop.com 
Or write to : biphop, B. P. 64 - 1 3 1 92 Marseille 
Cedex 20 - France (Please enclose an IRC to get 
a reply). Fax : 33 (0) 4 91 64 89 15 
E-mail : ip@bip-hop.com 
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It Is actually embarrassing to give yet another glowing review to NE, even though 
I have avoided the word 'ambient', but it can't be helped. Another fine album 
that sounds as good as it sounds different to its predecessors. Hopefully, the 
next one will be an absolute stinker and I’ll be able to sleep easier, but on the 
strength of this, it sounds like NE's uncharacteristic contribution to New 
Orleans bounce (or whatever) is still a long long way off. 

WAR ARROW 

Soleilmoon. PO Box 83296. Portland. OR 97283. USA 

Ignaz Schick 

Tabit 

GERMANY, ZAREK 02 CD (2000) 

Quite good - a funny and grim solo turn by Herr Schick, which is actually 
marginally better than the other CD on this Zarek label (see the 'Treated 
Guitars' section). Given the chance to express his own solo voice, Ignaz proves 
he's capable of acting the curmudgeonly, anti-social old crank. Adopting this 
stance, his growling electronic bitterness seeps out of him and fills up the room, 
like exhaust fumes in a suicide’s garage. The sounds he conjures up are basic, 
grubby - this CD is mostly dominated by a nagging, rumbling drone, which 
resembles the sound of an electronic outboard motor. As such, it appeals to me 
enormously - reminding me of my two favourite 'motor engine' CDs - Jordi Vails 
on his motorbike and Lucas Abe la in his VW van. (See previous issues for my 
raves on these). Ignaz Schick evens out the mix by adding found radio voices - 
which is beyond being a cliche nowadays, it's simply part of the furniture. 
Sometimes it works, as it does here. They aren't threatening voices, but Tabit is 
a dark and urban recording, blighted with many symptoms of the evil side of 2 1 st 
century life - overwork, stress, insomnia, weight problems, loneliness. recogmse 
yourself in any of the above snapshots! Then maybe here’s your ideal soundtrack 
for 'relaxing' after work. 

ED PINSENT 

Weserstrasse 22, D- 1 0247 Berlin, info@zangimusic.de 
www.zangimusic. de 


Fon 

Fakt 

THE NETHERLANDS, WERKZEUG 01 CD (2000) 
Duration 42 44 

acousmatic Plasticman I Dub Noise I trance noize dub I 
BIG BEAT DISTORTION I hardcore techno chill out . . . 
The feel of a Dave Clark abstract mix session. 


O.S.T. 

Death Notice 

USA, PHTHAL023 CD (1999) 

An album of funeral music - now here's an idea whose time 
is long overdue! While Paul McCartney throws away a 
decade and more of his career on composing silly love 
songs and zillions of disposable girl groups, boy groups 
and soloists of both sexes relentlessly chum out 
mountain-loads of black and silver frisbees of variations on 
the boy-meets-girl or girl-meets-boy theme, O.S.T. records 
an entire album ( 1 8 unnamed tracks to be precise) of 
electronic funeral music. Is this a sign of things to come! 
Are we gonna be happy! 

Actually, there's not a lot on the CD to be happy about. 
The bulk of the music is solemn and funereal. Death 
Notice could have been an opportunity to reflect on the 
nature of music for funerals, challenging conventional 
Western notions on the role of funeral music and funerals 
generally. Anthropologists and sociologists tell us that 
funeral celebrations represent affirmations of life for those 
left behind by a loved one. We could have had a recording 
of different pieces with different moods expressing the joy 
of life, hope, anger at death and other states of mind. 
Instead, O.S.T. gives us a shopping-mart selection of more 
or less generic electronic funeral tunes, many of which 
don't go beyond church organ-style droning or New Age 
synth noodling. Now and again, there might be a track (like 
tracks 7 and 10) which escapes the church organ or synth 
cliche and approaches a meditative state but overall I can't 
help but feel that an opportunity to explore and engage 
with the concept of funeral music has been squandered. 
This is not a sign of things (imagine zillions of disposable 
electronic variations on the boy-k>ses-gir! or girl-loses-boy 
theme being churned out for commercial consumption) I'd 
like to see. 

JENNIFER HOR 


SHORTWAVE NOISE - Brilliant ! It catches me - Track 5; A 
tribal feel. Aborigine or African. Bit unsure about this CD 
before this, seemed abrt to self conscious abstraction, 
tentative beats. SIGNAL FLASH, a burning Screen. All is 
white, glowing black in reverse. Ancient whispers. 

‘distinction in direct or indirectly such Strength application 
or in the measures, it's or case work station hear to 
determine, include or not. (consideration) of the and-fine- 
gone most important development exaction between. 
Therefore both seizes operation of functioning the 
necessary printing must be selected, the possible hand is 
that still another another suitable fine feeling. 

Standardisation against stubbness which dies you, practices a 
strong unobtrusive examination of the technical culture out 
above. However the activity moderate reference, as soon 
as, to the reality loses breaks and their subjectively 
understandable directions forms simulations. Technical 
innovations did not become in that position se layer the 
world a constant stamp print' 

(Adapted quotes from a highly strange press release) 

I recommend this CD, it is just beautiful, amazingly put 
together, what can I say. 


Image removed at request 
of the artist 


Juxta Armageddon 


SHAUN ROBERT 


mailorder@staalplaaL com. www. wrkzg. net/FON 
Distributed in the UK by Sma/ffish Records 
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The Crackling 


ETHER (©) 


Minimal beats 


Muslimgauze 

Ayatollah Dollar 

NETHERLANDS, STAALPLAAT 
MUSLIMIM 024 CD SINGLE (2000) 

Cool! Muslimgauze with dub and hip-hop 
beats! Recommended to anyone who hasn’t 
found time or inclination to immerse 
themselves in the ocean of releases from this 
fellow; or even have simply been put off by 
the bongos, the Arabic wailing or the 
peacocks cries. This CD contains little of the 
usual Muslimgauze formula elements which 
make so many of these posthumous releases 
a bit identikit and featureless. Ayatollah 
Dollar is more direct and simple, just a series 
of interesting noises, samples and music 
loops, set to the dance of irresistible 
drum loops. Yes, you heard right - it’s 


Current Value 

In a far future 

GERMANY, POSITION CHROME PC 
CD (2000) 

Duration 68:45 

Thou It comes after in time (and as on the 
button. Position Chrome are), this is a 
prequel, not so much Star Wars bar jukebox 
music. It is now 2000 1 it is music for this 
year. Truly music concrete for the 
millennium. The BOMB is in the beats, like 
shards w/ pick-ups; in slow motion. 
This one is more head nodding, than 
Frequency Hunt% liquid beats. 

SHAUN ROBERT 


actually a pleasure to listen to, and you 
might even find you can dance to it too. 


LoopStatic 


My favourite one here is ‘Mezzin Zahawi’ 
for its superlative (although slightly 
mechanical) pastiche of 1 970s stoner dub 
music - complete with perfectly sampled 
scratchy vinyl surface noise throughout! 

A heavy bass riff, a looped guitar, 
zooming sound effects, and perfectly- 
timed drop-out sections that King Tubby 
would be proud of. Arrives in a gorgeous 
turquoise embossed jewel case. Nice. 

ED PINSENT 

Staalpfaat, PO Box IMS. 1001 
GL Amsterdam. The 
Netherlands 



Richard H. Kirk 

LoopStatic [amine li ring 
modulations] 

UNITED KINGDOM, TOUCH TONE 12 
CD (2000) 


Current Value 

Frequency Hunt 

GERMANY, POSITION CHROME PC28 
CD (1998) 

Duration 59:02 

An old monochrome computer game, phaze 
shifted into a bubble, traced its way from the 
lips of Ocean waves, heighten reality. 
Somewhat adrift. The future is now. 

Current Value makes clinical, but distortion 
drenched D&B. It makes me think of 
B/aderunner, it would make a good 
soundtrack for a sequel. 

This music has a deadpan paranoiac spiritual 
feel. An other worldliness. 

SHAUN ROBERT 


I loved Cabaret Voltaire without reservation 
up until the point when Chris Watson fled 
the ship, after which I really really liked diem 
a lot without reservation up until The Drain 
Train ( 1 986). The one that killed it for me 
was that ‘Hypnotised’ single, which just 
sounded like they were ripping off the 
people who had in turn ripped them off 
about a year earlier. And that video with 
Stephen Mallinder clubbing in his hoody and 
waving a stopwatch didn't help. Somebody 
should've told him. Richard H. Kirk, as I 


understood it, is, or maybe was, the musical 
mack daddy of Cabaret Voltaire. Of his solo 
work, I have only Time High Fiction ( 1 983) 
which I must admit can't have travelled 
between turntable and B&Q shelving unit 
more than three times tops. It could be a 
classic, but lYe yet to play it enough to find 
out, which could perhaps be of significance. 

Evidently lie's still cranking this stuff out, and 
now in a techno / dance vein. As someone 
who either originated the genre, or was at 
least doing something similar a long time 
before everyone else, he's probably more 
entitled than most to do this kind of thing, 
although at times I can't help feel that he's 
ripping off the people who originally ripped 
him off. See previous paragraph. As it stands, 
LoopStatic is actually pretty listenable, and 
certainly the best I've heard by Dicky in a 
long time. Most of the album comprises 
fast and heavily layered techno, of mildly 
downtempo leanings. I can't help 
wondering if it might be a little too dense 
to make you throw ya set in the air on the 
dance floor, but it works well on 
headphones. There's some great sounds in 
there, and a nice use of contrast between 
dirty grinding bits and mournful flutey bits. 
The rhythms are at least a few steps ahead 
of the pack, and I've already played it 
more than Time High Fiction . My only 
doubts are firstly, the use on one track of 
a tape of an evangelical American type - 
jeez, get over it - secondly, it gets a little 
repetitive, and thirdly I miss the vocals; It'd 
be great to hear Stephen Mallinder 
mumbling incoherent conspiracy theories 
over this just like in the olden days. Like a 
lot of stuff around at the moment, it 
sounds less like a finished whole than a 
work in progress, but at least a work that 
has good reasons to be in progress other 
than an excuse for one of them spotty 
techno twerps to avoid getting a real job. 

WAR ARROW 

Touch. 13. Osward Road, 

London. SW/77SS, UK. 
touch@touch. demon, co. uk 

Konstruktivists 

Persona Non Grata 

UNITED KINGDOM, INTERIOR 
RECORDINGS / JARA DISCS 
INTCD002 CD (1997) 

Konstruktivists sometimes being a little too 
subtle for their own good, it's taken me a 
while to get acclimatised to this, their eighth 
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(I think) album. As a concept, if not 
a finished thing. Person a Non Grata 
has been floating around in the 
ether since at least 1 986. It was 
recorded entirely inside one of 
them computers, which is evident 
from the crisp sound and precision 
programming, although the warmth 
of the music could fool one into 
thinking otherwise. It’s largely one 
for your techno crew, given that 
many tracks are built up from a 
thumping bass drum. Being entirely 
the fruit of sampling technology 
hasn't resulted in any particularly 
generic sterility, as one might 
suspect. The only identifiable 
sources actually come from within 
the Konstruktivists back catalogue, 
making me suspect this album 
represents a sort of combined 
reassessment-update-remodel-this 
is the story so far kind of thing. 

'Artist Engineers' gets taken apart 
and put back together in beefed up 
form. Similarly 'Andropov 84' from 
the classic Psykho Genedka album 
(for my money the most convincing 
set to come out of that post-TG 
wave of bands, forget SPK and Test 
Dept) is given a face lift, change of 
identity, new passport, and sent 
back into the former Soviet Union 
with an entirely unexpected spring 
in its step. 

Konstruktivists could almost be said 
to inhabit their own universe. 

NKVD lacks formal training in art, 
music, or anything more sophisticated than 
dead-end employment, and despite the 
unorthodox name, is one of the most regular 
geezers you could meet His listening habits 
are centred largely on the likes of Heldon 
and Neu! with a little Glitter Band, Cockney 
Rebel, Yello, or Nash The Slash thrown in 
just to confuse matters, but as for anything 
beyond these, I get the impression he only 
ever encounters the music of the moment by 
accident if at all. Subsequently it’s pretty 
hard to detect what influences (including 
those named above) have gone into 
Konstruktivists. So while at first Persona 
Non Grata may not sound as wildly radical 
as whatever blatantly unmusical crap you lot 
might be listening to right now, the closer 
you get, the more remote and removed from 
any current mainstream it sounds. Perhaps 
NKVD is one of those characters who, like 
in Star Trek, became separated from our 
universe in about 1 978, only to return on 
infrequent occasions when chronoton 
particles (etcetera) cause Konstruktivists 
reality to intersect with our own. 

Anyway, random flights of brain-diahorrea 
aside, this is what obscure Finnish techno 
should sound like. Without going all wacky 
and pointless it sure makes that Richard H. 
Kirk album sound dated, even though it's 
more recent. 

WAR ARROW 

NKVD, 7 Folly Road, 

Wymondham, Norfolk, 

NR /BOOT 


Minit 

Bootleg 

GERMANY. TONSCHACHT 
TONSCHACHTOOI (2000) 7" SINGLE 

The New Peculiars 

Dance Music 2000 

GERMANY, TONSCHACHT 
TONSCHACHT002 (2000) 7" SINGLE 

A.F.R.I. Studios 

Room Service (Parts 1 - 3) 

GERMANY, TONSCHACHT 
T ONSCHACHT003 (2000) 7" SINGLE 

More art collectibles, produced In numbered 
editions of 500, with generic covers, and 
pressed on the thickest heaviest vinyl I've 
seen. The records themselves actually look 
great They're so damned chunky one of 
these would probably kill you if it fell from a 
high shelf. Still, I do have reservations about 
this collector's market thing. 500 copies is 
hardly what you'd call a limited run. The vast 
majority of artists are probably lucky to sell 
that many, and I'm talking about the 
Chocolate Hitlers and Bum Trumpets rather 
than the Lustmords and Merzbows. And a 
collectable, because that is what these are 
whether by accident or design, is only ever 
as good as its content Faberg6 eggs might 
look okay if you're into that sort of thing, but 
come a poor second to the real McCoy 
when you want to dip your soldiers. Rare 
previously unreleased recordings by Ricky 
Martin will still be tatty fake-Latino crap even 
when released on II ” polycarbonate disc in 


a numbered edition of four with a 
different print of Ricky's buttocks 
on each one. The proof of the 
pudding is in the eating, as they say, 
but instead of eating these records, 
I'm going to listen to them... 

Minit remind me a lot of some of 
the better tracks on the Fit For 
Kings compilation of New Zealand 
artists reviewed a few issues back, 
particularly Parmentier or 
Children’s Television Workshop. 
They’re based in Australia, so I 
wouldn't like to guess whether or 
not this is just a vague geographical 
coincidence. Bootleg is a fine single 
comprising two tracks of quiet 
electronic loops, waves, and clicks 
producing a very distinct 
atmosphere, somehow suggesting 
the artefact has fallen from some 
alternate time-line where heavy 
vinyl discs store the encoded 
memories of huge clunky steam 
driven computers. 

Dance Music 2000 is an electronic 
farting noise with the title chanted 
over the top, followed by two 
tracks played presumably by a 
family of chimps while the post-tea 
party buzz is still kicking in. 
Improvised tuneless pointless old 
cobblers if you ask me. The only 
thing that's peculiar here is that 
someone cared enough to press the 
record button, let alone release it. 

Finally, one Andres Krause, working 
as A.F.R.I. Studios does some quietly 
impressive stuff with pure sine waves which 
do that Charlemagne Palestine thing of 
changing not so much according to what's on 
the record, but where you're standing in the 
room. Harmonics 'n' stuff - maybe I won't be 
playing it to death but it's enough to make 
me wonder what his album Schwellwert 
sounds like. 

So, two out of three isn't bad. Further 
releases are promised by the label including, 
tantalisingly, one by Ashtray Navigations, so 
this would seem to represent a generally 
promising start. 

WAR ARROW 

Tonschacht DOppeistr. 2, 

50679 Koin. Germany 
tonschachtatgmx. net 

Schlammpeitziger 

Augenwischwaldmoppge- 

fldte 

GERMANY, A-MUSIK A18 CD (2000) 

Great fun poppy electronic dance music 
from our old friends, superstars of the 
Cologne A-Musik label. Ah, remember the 
days when everyone thought Cologne was 
so wonderful? I heard Schlammpeitziger back 
then and thought they were jolly enough - 
happy to report they haven’t varied the 
winning formula one iota. If you've had as 
much as you can stomach of dour, minimal 
electronic glitch music (which can be about 
as appealing as a meal of spinach and castor 
oil) then it’s time for a bowl of cherries from 


92 



The Sound Projector 8ighth Issue 2000 



Schlammpeitziger. This is complex and 
intricate work, but sounds so simple. 
Here are beats, melodies, simple modal 
chord changes and a rich analogue sound 
that should get you tripping down the 
street like a lumbering dummox. It may 
sound like the later work of Kraftwerk 
condensed into a perfect three-minute 
formula, but who says that’s a bad thing? 
Jo Zimmerman deserves his place in the 
sun, so give Mouse On Mars a day off 
and check this out. 

ED PINSENT 

A- Musi k, Kleiner 
Griechenmarkt 28-30, 50676 
Kd/n, Germany, 
www.a-musik. com 


l@n 

Twoinone 

THE NETHERLANDS, STAALPLAAT 
STCD143 CD (1999) 

An album of 1 7 tracks with cutesy titles like 
'noraf, ‘wee to' and ‘urvdoweg’ turns out a lot 
better than you might expect when it 
happens to be Twoinone by that 
two-in-onesome L@N. This twosome, 

Muller and Huber, used live recordings as 
their source material, manipulating and 
recording it on different channels (and I 
assume separately from each other) and then 


combining the results in a way that 
incorporates stray sounds, glitches and other 
random elements as though they are a 
natural and even necessary part of the 
recordings; to take one example, the track 
‘flulaan’ includes what appear to be the 
sounds of aeroplanes flying overhead as an 
essential part of the rhythm. Despite this 
way of working, L@N's pop sensibility 
ensures the music stays accessible and 
coherent and that nothing falls into 
self-indulgent, unlistenable, academic wank. 

The majority of the 1 7 tracks revolve around 
strongly distinctive rhythms which remain 


more or less constant throughout the length 
of the tracks while noises pass in and out 
That’s probably one of the oldest tricks in 
the avant technopop manual but who cares 
when the result is 75 minutes of danceable 
and quirky techno that insists you get up 
and do some toe-tapping? OK, I know 75 
minutes sound like a long time - some 
movies aren't even that long! - but 
Twoinone maintains listener and dancer 
interest all the way through with tracks that 
are not too short but not too long either. 

This is a CD that could spawn several remix 
albums - some of the tracks could well 
spawn remix cds themselves. As for the 
track titles, yes, they might look frivolous 
but they are descriptive and appropriate for 
the light-hearted and joyful music. Go on, 
can you think of any better? 

JENNIFER HOR 


Soalplaat, PO Box 1 145, 1001 
CL Amsterdam, The 
Netherlands 



Hello I’m Martin Archer I have a new CD, Winter pilgrim arriving, which is released on my label for contemporary, 
electronic and improvised music, Discus If you don't already know how my stuff sounds, then this is as good a place 
as any to start On this record I've paired my own electronics mainly with guitars, sometimes the overdriven post- 
hardcore playing of Benjamin Bartholomew, sometimes the gentle (but terminally studio-disrupted) acoustic duo of 
Benjamin and Tim Cole. My old Homweb colleague Derek Saw appears as featured soloist, re-invented as a comettist 
in the finest AACM tradition And there are cameos from Simon H. Fell, Mick Beck and others This record is partly a 
homage to the eccentric European music of the first half of the 1970s, which for me means equal measures of Nick 
Drake. Faust and the Soft Machine, and partly (as usual) a glimpse into the future " Fascinating ... defies 
categorisation an internal coherence which makes it compulsive listening ..an art-rock mini-universe" — Joe 
Cushley , Mojo. “I love what Martin Archer does. Year after year he manages to surprise me This is one of his most 
accomplished works. Daring, demanding and highly rewarding “ - Francois Couture, L'lnentendu ‘Already has my 
vote for one of the richest and most profound recordings of the year" - Bill Tilland, Motion. “Distinctively English 
and completely unique." - Richard Cochrane, Musings. "Archer’s nonconformist musical approach somehow 
echoes the more conventional Englishness of Soft Machine and Nick Drake without recourse to imitataion. flattery or 
recognisable tunes." - Stewart Lee, Sunday Times. Recording of Discus 12CD was successfully financed by 
advance subscriptions from some of you, and I'm now starting a similar scheme for my next release, a new CD from 
T ransient v Re sident . For this as yet untitled work we’ve taken a series of electronic pieces recorded during 1998 and 
1999, and we re orchestrating them with contributions from our usual colleagues. Tracks include our take on Morton 
Feldman, four short computer processed duets for saxophone and violin, some krautrock retro organ workouts, and 
even a couple of little tunes But we can only release this with 150 - 200 advance orders. What do you have to 
do? Just write or email to let me know that you're placing an advance order I'll bill you the ridiculously small sum of 
£5 immediately prior to release What's in it for you? Obviously, a beautifully recorded and packaged Discus CD. And, 
as with 12CD, advance subscribers are immortalised by having their names listed in the CD booklet Please help with 
this, be impulsive, subscribe now/ Do you think that new CDs are too expensive ? Me too That's why I've 
decided to take the radical step of reducing the price of all Discus CDs to a level which is in line with the real cost of 
making them. So, my full length, beautifully recorded and beautifully packaged releases will from now on cost only £5 
(add £1 for postage overseas) Perhaps others will follow. You won’t usually see Discus releases in the shops 
because I don’t work with any distributors. You can order direct from me at PO BOX 658, Sheffield S10 3YR, or you 
can email me your credit card details via www.discus.cwc.net, where you can also find details of other CDs. reviews, 
texts, and pictures I'm your huckleberry, Martin Archer 
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The PHANTOM OF 

L*I»B*E*R*T*Y 


BOTULISM 

DONKEY 


MIMEO 

Music In Movement Electronic 
Orchestra 

USA, PERDITION PLASTICS PER 009 CD (1999) 

Verily, we live in exciting times for the prospect of good 
improvisation when there is evidence like this in the world. 

It's a large-scale troupe of players of international repute, 
generating some of the most fascinating, moving and 
essential documents ever issued in the name of improvised 
music. Plus - It’s virtually all electronic! 

These recordings are some three years old now, but the 
significance of MIMEO is at last beginning to be felt around 
the world (ie I mean I finally got to hear a copy!). New 
electronic music - it’s one way out of the artistic cul-de-sac 
of strictly )azz-based improvisation, whose adherents seem 
to take it as a corollary that real improvisation also has to 
be primarily acoustic to begin with. It’s also a way of 
reclaiming laptops and analogue synths from the Djs and 
dancefloor crowd, and from the clutches of bedroom 
Ambient geeks. But let's not throw out the babby with the 
biscuit-barrel. ..if you know what I mean. 

Keith Rowe is here, and if ever there was a man who 
deserves some kind of recognition 
for his heroic efforts in the field of 
improvisation, he'd have scooped 
the 'Golden Earlobe' award 
twenty times in a row by now. 

Pioneer of table-top electronic 
guitar bowing and mutilation since 
the early 1 960s, with AMM of 
course, and he braved much on 
the battlefield of critical hostility 
or audience indifference. You will 
note also his sterling work with a 
young Japanese guitarist Taku 
Sugimoto on another CD below; 
and his brief team-ups with Taku 
and Otomo. Rowe is not blind or 
deaf to the contributions of the 
"young upstarts'; he lives in the 
real world. 

With MIMEO, maybe it’s also 
about time we started taking the 
‘laptop brigade' more seriously. 

Both Fennesz and Rehberg, those 
two doyens of the MEGO label, are also on this record, and indeed 
feature on the A-list of virtually anybody who hosts a modem music 
festival in these times. Wild UK composer Richard Barrett also plays 
computer and sampler. There are further unspecified electronics 
expert-contributors to the MIMEO-melange, namely Justin Bennett 
and veteran Thomas Lehn on analogue synths, Cor Fuhler, Yannis 
Kyriakides, Jerome Noetinger, Gert-Jan Prins and Phil Durrant - who 
also adds a little violin in the MIMEO-mix. 

With this tiny army of musicians, the possibilities for noise and chaos 
are inherent - especially given their expensive toys and loud 
amplifiers. Based on the evidence here however - admittedly, edited 
highlights selected and trimmed by Rowe - their discipline and craft is 
such that they never tip the balance in the wrong direction. There are 
loud explosions, climaxes, energy bursts; but for the most part, it’s a 
quiet and meditative trip, the slow-movingness perhaps a strategy to 
allow each player to find a space they can perform in. Because, as 
with the best improvisation, there’s a /or of careful listening going on 
here. 

These guys have recently completed a mammoth round-the-clock 
playing exercise, hosted by a large Festival in Europe; taking it in 
turns, relay-style, to keep up a stream of continuous improvised 
music for some 24 hours. What better way to see off the 
competition!! 

ED PINSENT 

4216 North Damen Avenue, Chicago, Illinois 60618. 

USA perditionplasrics@ameritech.net 


Keith Rowe / Gunter 
Muller / Taku Sugimoto 

The World Turned Upside 
Down 

USA, ERSTWHILE RECORDS ERSTWHILE 
005 CD (2000) 

The World Turned Upside Down used to be a 
favourite rural pub sign theme in the British Isles. 
Perhaps not so much any more. The sign would 
feature a classic image that plugged straight into 
our collective memory of Folk History - when 
the effigy of the Virgin Mary was carried through 
the city square on Lady day, when Day-Kings 
might rule for a day, and when the Land of 
Cockaigne, where bread and cheese grew in the 
trees, was in the minds of every starving peasant. 
One example of a World Turned Upside Down 
inn sign might be a hare turned into hunter, 
shooting a rifle at the poor human running over 
the lea. It was testament to man’s imagination 
that even the 20 tf ’ century couldn’t do away with this kind of thing 
altogether. 

Have you ever been snagged by an old familiar movie on TV, which 
they decide to screen at 1 1 .30pm when you’re thinking about turning 
in because it’s work next day? You’ve seen it before anyhow. Maybe 
you can just watch ten minutes - and you end up sitting and watching 
the whole film, because it’s so irresistibly watchable? The last time I 
fell into this delightful trap was with Alan J Pakula’s All The President's 
Men , and I must know the story backwards by now, but it’s always a 
joy to sit and admire the way that it’s told, the way that it’s acted. 

And it’s worth missing two hours’ sleep for any day. 

There’s always a danger that buying a CD becomes a substitute for 
listening to it. And worse, collecting the work of an artist is like some 
attempt to negate that artist, and through containment, eliminate the 
threat his music poses; by ‘owning* his complete works, you put him 
into a safe box. I know at least one collector who, for years, has been 
doing this with Sun Ra. Each man kills the thing he loves. 

Talking of no sleep. I’m sure all of you are no strangers to those 
wonderful late nights where the day has been so good you simply 
don’t want to get into bed. Let’s stay up another two hours and just 
enjoy the mood of the day, the way everything turned out right, and 
the way that CD you’re playing just sounds perfect and you don’t 
ever want it to end. I suppose a really perfect night would include a 
partner to share it with, but that’s not within my frame of reference 
just now. You know what I mean. 

The World Turned Upside Down is undoubtedly one of the most 
lovely CDs of modern improv to have reached us this year. On it. 
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these three musicians play 
for the duration of two 
long tracks of gorgeous, 
simple, quiet, restful, 
respectful music. Keith 
Rowe (once again, still the 
guitarist from AMM), an 
experienced and 
thoughtful player who has 
never yet settled into a 
sterile groove of his own 
making. Taku Sugimoto - a 
simply magnificent young 
Japanese guitarist who first 
came to our attention last 
year, thanks to Otomo 
Yoshihide and Keith Rowe 
and Ed Baxter and a 
concert at The Spitz. And 
the hard-working German 
improviser, Gunter Muller, 
here playing percussion 
and electronics. Unlike the 
loud and restless, try- 
everything and do it 
quickly school of 
improvisers, this CD is 
slow and serene. So slow 
that you can perceive the 
three separately-orbiting 
universes that the players 
are creating in every 
detail. Each of them is like 
a storyteller, weaving 
separate episodes of a tale 
that will eventually be 
brought together in the 
final tableau. Taku in 
particular must be singled 
out for praise, given that 
he isn't afraid of playing 
notes, or tunes! They are 
very simple tunes (don’t 
expect ‘My Melancholy 
Baby*), but melodies were 
once absolute taboo for 
some hard-core 

improvisers. Neither is Taku terribly bothered if he doesn't move 
along very quickly; once he’s found a place he likes to loiter, he’ll stay 
there all night if necessary. 

Rowe turns his fan on to the strings, blowing them with a divine 
breath; and punctuates the music with shortwave samples of vocalists 
who never knew they were taking part in the cosmic dance, until 
now. Muller adds bowed percussion with restraint and respect. 

This is probably a near-perfect CD which you won’t ever want to 
end, and even when I think I'm just going to play ten minutes of it, I 
stay there until the end, mesmerised. And if you think you can contain 
the music simply by collecting it in this case, you are sadly mistaken. 
The hares will turn on the hunter, and the hunter gets captured by 
the game. 

ED PINSENT 

www. erstwhilerecords. com 

John Butcher / Phil Durrant 

Requests and Antisongs 

USA, ERSTWHILE RECORDS ERSTWHILE 007 CD (2000) 

Butcher plays soprano and tenor sax, while Durrant treats Butcher’s 
playing with live modulation and electronic manipulation. This is at 
least the second recorded outing of this particular double-act, an 
earlier one being the excellent Secret Measures CD on the Wobbly 
Rail label (reviewed in issue six). As stated then, this form of 
experimentation has a long pedigree and it is extending the range of 
what improvisation can do - with some success, as others like Kaffe 
Matthews are taking up similar experiments. Throughout all the 


extreme electronic 
remoulding and reshaping, 
you never forget that a 
human voice is propelling 
the work - John Butcher's 
breathing, clucking and 
tonguing work always 
recognisable, and thus 
preventing Durrant from 
lapsing into sterile and 
aimless button-pushing. 

The human interaction of 
improvisation is still very 
much the heart of this 
animal. 

You won’t need an awful 
lot of this record before it 
starts getting a bit 
tiresome, though. Butcher 
isn’t the most interesting 
ever sax player in the 
world, although he is a 
serviceable one. Although 
the electronic horseplay 
can get completely nutsoid 
at times, a lot of it is rather 
staid and takes too long to 
warm up. Is it more than 
just inventing and exploring 
the textures of sounds? I 
wonder.. .the pieces just 
sort of dribble in and then 
wander out again, despite 
bearing intriguing titles. 

The difference between 
this and Secret Measures*. 
The latter was recorded in 
concert, of course - while 
this is studio-bound start 
to finish. I’ve said it before 
and I’ll say it again - some 
improvisers just shouldn’t 
try and do it in a studio. 
They need a live audience 
to feed from, to keep it 
fresh, add to the tension 
and increase the chance of mistakes (which can be part of it anyway). 
Requests and Antisongs is just a shade too controlled, too clinical. 

Of interest - this record was engineered by Toby Robinson, of the 
Pyramid label and The Nazgul fame. 

ED PINSENT 

www. erstwhi/erecords. com 

Thomas Durcudoy / Ghislaine Hillard 

La Travers6e a I’echelle 

FRANCE, PRICILIA RECORDS P-REC 012 CD (2000) 

Clarence Palmer 

Stuck in a Hedge 

FRANCE, PRICILIA RECORDS PRIREC 014 CD (2000) 

Norman D Mayer / Hugo Roussel Jr 

Ultra Queen Monroe 

FRANCE, PRICILIA RECORDS P-REC 011 CD (2000) 

Three very fine CDs from new French label Pricilia Records, which I 
recommend you investigate sharpish. La Traverste a I'echelle is a 
stuttering, chattering affair built out of tape loops and skipping 
records, with a few added layers from percussion and found objects. 

It steadfastly refuses any of the playful nonsense I tend to associate 
with some improvisers who whip out the close-miked toys (like 
squeaking rubber duckies) and hope to debunk any notions of 
seriousness thereby. Wacky improv gets right on my tits - almost as 
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much as arty improv. These guys manage to tread the narrow path 
and at times, their formless jouets catch fire and suggest the sort of 
nagging, muttering brilliance that you normally only get from talking 
to ranting strangers in the street. Some of whom may be 
undiscovered geniuses, for all we know. In addition, they score on the 
tape loop front by avoiding the pitfalls of Stock Hausen and Walkman 
- not a cheesy sample in sight. I think some live electronics would do 
wonders for this combo, but this is still a good CD. Eight out of ten. 

Clarence Palmer is a singular name that conceals five UK improvisers 
from Brighton. They do use live electronics, besides everything else in 
the improvisers kitchen sink, including those undrunk cans of caustic 
soda. Again, tape loops or stuck records feature, but sparingly used - 
in a way that ought to make Tim Gane hang his head in shame. 
Portishead this ain’t - Clarence Palmer’s record collections (there is a 
vinyl glut, a secondhand LP mountain, in Brighton) are just another 
jostick in the urn. Besides the insistent black drone, which I think lasts 
throughout the length of this CD (three cheers!), there is some 
frankly demented improvised guitar playing that would make any 
followers of the Derek Bailey school hang up their volume pedals this 
instant. You rarely get a chance to hear such maladroit genius in this 
lifetime, so tune In now. Slow, nasty and brooding, in places this kind 
of resembles a bedroom cassette of teenage angsty noise, but it 
usually pulls up from the brink in the nick of time. Featuring lain 
Pax on and the notorious Andrew Clare, who has appeared on various 
monstrosities including work by The (dreadful) Thirteen Ghosts. 
Nonetheless, this is a good one. 

Ultra Queen Monroe features the two ‘owners’ of the label on two 
decent tracks.. .the first one has a prepared sax playing against a 
prepared guitar, the second one is two prepared guitars in unison. 

The more sombre of these three offerings, a cooling-off period after 
the frenetic fun of the first two. The first part is a real winner, 
recalling effortlessly the glory days of Derek Bailey playing against 
Anthony Braxton - or on the rare occasions when he was still on 
good terms with Evan Parker, and they played a sax-guitar duo or 
two. These guys still have to win their spurs in many ways, but it’s a 
very creditable showing - and the sound dimension is very well 
realised, in particular the near- industrial metallic chatterings of the 
guitar. Creates a chilling atmosphere, but not a gloomy one. 

The label is dedicated to home-made values - these are high-quality 
CD-Rs, taken from tapes, and come issued with computer-printed 
sleeves. Good artwork for all three, in particular the cracked drawing 
for Clarence Palmer’s release. These mostly feature the work of 
young, new players, who have only been together since the 1990s - it 
renews my faith in improvisation, gives me fresh hopes. 

ED PtNSENT 

Prfcilia entertainment, IS Bis Rue de la Haute Malgrange. 

54180 Hei/lecourt, France, 
www. multimania . com/priciliashop 

Thomas Lehn / Gerry Hemingway 

Tom and Gerry 

USA, ERSTWHILE RECORDS ERSTWHILE 004-2, 2 x CD 
(1999) 

Earl Howard / Denman Maroney 

Fire Song 

USA, ERSTWHILE RECORDS ERSTWHILE 003 CD 

John Butcher 

Music On Seven Occasions: Selected Duos 
and Solos 

USA, MENISCUS MNSCS 004 CD (1999) 

Double CDs of free improvisation are too often the bane of my life. 
Usually amounting to as much as an old-fashioned triple of quadruple 
record set these both try my patience and strain the domestic 
routine. Recalling the chequered history of the synthesiser In free 
improvisation. I feared the worst of this 1 00-odd minute set from 
Lehr on analogue synth and Hemingway on drums and percussion. I 
needn't have worried. Far from the attenuated twitterings of a 
Richard Teitelbaum, Lehr meshes into that fine bricoleur tradition 
exemplified by the homebuilt electronics of the majestic Michael 


Watsvisz and the skittering, po-mo antics of the Shaking Ray Levis' 
Dennis Palmer. The fit between synth and percussion is at times so 
close it’s hard to judge who is who. But these aren’t the most 
satisfying parts for me - that honour is reserved for some Ravenstine- 
like blasts of desert heat across Hemingway’s parched, scraped 
cymbals. One for the collection, this. File Under After Much 
Waiting. At Last Recordings of Improvised Synthesiser We Can Love. 

This Erstwhile label is new to me, but here’s another release that 
crackles with ideas. Four tracks, none under ten minutes, comprising 
a solo alto saxophone piece, a hyperpiano solo (as far as I can judge, 
this is a species of prepared piano) and two duets. The duets at least 
appear to be compositions, but all have an eclectic quality that 
suggests a blend of notation, open score and free improvisation. The 
duet ‘Pulse Field’ recalls much of Braxton’s chamber jazz in its opaque 
themes and intimate, intense interplay. The 1 7-minute title track is 
outstanding. Howard lays aside his alto to duet on synthesiser with 
Maroney’ s hyperpiano. Where Erstwhile find these people I don’t 
know, but here’s another synth player who is taking the instrument 
by its rotten old horns and giving it a right old shake. Brooding and 
understated for the most, Howard is careful, detailed and never less 
than captivating. A duet recording of Howard with Lehr should be 
arranged forthwith, Erstwhile, if you're reading this. 

Thomas Lehr pops us on John Butcher’s collection of 1 8 solo and duo 
improvisations which after the large-scale works of the Erstwhile duos 
might be heard as light relief or as infuriatingly insufficient For 
someone whose eyes are going, the colour contrasts of the track 
listing make this a tricky recording to approach specifically , but it 
looks like Butcher is playing with some musicians from Chicago, as 
well as Veryan Weston. Alexander Frangenhelm, Thomas Lehr - and 
himself. It would be unfair to say that this is all pretty standard fare 
for him, but coming so close after the two previous CDs I certainly 
found it less gripping. Butcher is as good as ever - growling, 
multiphonkrking, snarling and shrieking. I've not been following him 
especially closely since those marvellous outings with John Russell’s 
Quaqua in the 1980s, but from the evidence here he’s not about to 
run out on us. The seven minutes he shares with Lehr don't 
disappoint - Butcher sounding more like a digital partner to Lehr’s 
analogue electronics: much chirping and fizzing makes for a satisfying 
encounter - Lehr has that false register sax scream down pat. 

CHRIS ATTON 

Erstwhile: www.erstwhilerecords.com 

Meniscus: 30/0 Hennepin Avenue. South Suite #217. 

Minneapolis MN 55408. USA 

London Electric Guitar Orchestra 

7 Wholls 

UNITED KINGDOM, 2:13 MUSIC 2:13CD007 CD (1999) 

The shocking howls of a guitar arc looped under the clanking footfalls 
of a second, itself giving way to the swell-pedalled comping of a third, 
over which is laid a lyrical, distorted fourth. This in turn is overtaken 
by a synthesised fifth that would make Klaus Schulze go weak at the 
knees. Traces of the earlier guitars reappear, combine: the closing 
minutes of this first of seven movements are dense with stylistic 
collision. What we have here is a realisation of Fred Frith's graphic 
score ‘Dry Stone II’, performed by the seven-piece London Electric 
Guitar Orchestra (LEGO, ho ho). The modus operand i is as 
described: a guitarist solos, the solo is looped then a second solos 
over that, and so on. This allows for a remarkable lexicon of guitar 
styles; heavy rock, progressive, lyrical blues, pages from the style 
books of Frith himself, Bailey, Beefheart. 

Restless and kaleidoscopic though these pieces are, there is a 
continual confluence of the guitarists’ voices. None seem afraid of 
staking their claims to each piece at the same time while none are 
arrogant enough to demand star billing. Also rare in this world of 
(almost ) free improvisation, there is much harmonic interest - and 
there’s the surprise of an unadorned major chord to begin the third 
movement. I’d thought for long enough that we’d heard the last of 
innovation from the improvising guitarist - LEGO have proved me 
very wrong. And any record that features a Scotsman bellowing (I 
think) ‘botulism donkey!’ must be a good thing. 

CHRIS ATTON 

139 Gibson Gardens. London N/6 7HH 
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LATE REVIEW OVERSPILL... 


Felix Kubin 

Sch nitzler / G roscher Lausangriff 

GERMANY, POP ECLECTIC POP1 7" VINYL SINGLE (2000) 

irr.app. (ext.) / Rats With Wings 

Sound Snack #1 

GERMANY PLATE LUNCH P114-S01 7" VINYL SINGLE (2000) 

A pair of light serving* from the Rate Lunch Kitchen in Bad Honnef Both 
sound pretty Germanic if you'll permit me to resort to sonic stereotypes, 
though the two weirdly named outfits on the second T are from California 
and New South Wales respectively. So what do I know? 

Before listening, the name Felix Kubin suggested a minor abstract painter from 
the Bauhaus school with maybe a few mediocre works gathering dust in a 
Dlisseklorf museum of modernism. Sure enough the sound is abstract but 
these two sides of friendly electron »ca are no mediocre bore. Felix skilfully 
tweaks his software to produce bouncy constructions of bioops and squawks 
luggied aloft by a gloriously scrttchy drum-machine. Could be proof that there's 
Nfe yet in the poppter end of Euro electronics. 

The shared single between irrapp^ext.) and Rats With Wings is altogether 
more. ..opaque. Liberal use of backwards tape and a nostalgic electro-acoustic 
approach sum up the former's working method. Tones range from a rusty 
gate-hinge in need of WO40 to somebody shuffling boxes around while trying 
to tidy the garage. Rats With Wings brew up grainy, distant hums like vintage 
aeroplanes passing slowly in the night. There's not much here to command 
your attention, proving without doubt there’s high-quality droning and sub- 
standard droning. Or to put It another way. If Tony Conrad is Fortnum and 
Masons then Rats With Wings are The Pound Shop. 

JOHN BAG NALL 

PO Box 1503, 53585 Bad Honnef. Germany, 
wwwpta ee lunch, com 

Peter Hammill 

None of the Above 

UNITED KINGDOM FIE 9122 CD (2000) 

None of the Above is Peter Hammill's first collection of new 
songs since 1 998’s This. That was HammHI’s fortieth album, 
released in his fiftieth year, and this remarkable alignment 
produced an album of eloquent meditations on age and the 
passing of time. Refusing as ever to fall into habit and routine, 

Hammill has this time produced ‘a number of tales of people in 
earthy and/or earthly circumstances’. This concern with the 
outwardly mundane and quotidian is reflected in the title None of 
the Above which is to be read as meaning ‘there is nothing of a 
spintua!/ otherworldly nature here*, as well as punning on the 
difficulty of categorising Hammtil’s music. 

As we have come to expect from Hammill. this album contains 
several fine examples of what makes him rock's finest, most 
literate songwriter. The opening Touch and Go' sees his darkly 
resonant vocals giving voice to urgent threads of melody, 
sustained by swelling, grandiose piano chords. Tango for One’ is 
another, starker arrangement for piano and votce. illustrating why 
Hammill’s recent work is such artfully uneasy listening. Refusing 
conventional song structure, he makes listeners work hard for 
their rewards by forcing them to follow the undutant patterns of 
the text. 

The promised attention to earthly detail is manifested in the 
subject matter, some of which is unusually explicit for Hammill: a 
violent husband, a demented stalker, a rose-grower mourning the 
death of his wife. These are vivid domestic dramas in which 
HammiH’s gift for idiomatic phrasing is matched by settings that 
range from the sombre to the pulsating, yet always foregrounding 
the elegance and mutability of the voice. 

Most of the instruments are played by HammiN himself, with 
occasional contributions from violinist Stuart Gordon. The 
soundscape is endlessly vital and fascinating: shape-shifting changes 
of mood and timbre; instrumental colouring by turns delicate and 
brutal; the juxtaposition of the tightly arranged and the purely 
improvised. The final song is the blissful Astart’. a grand finale of 
transcendent emotion that is as lyrical and beautiful as anything he 
has written: a wondrous end to another intensely rewarding 
Hammill album. 

RICHARD REES JONES 


Loren Chasse 

Exfolia Motors 

USA, UNIQUE ANCIENT TAVERN CD 

I Ve gotten tired of the sterile digital dickery of Rrtomelle, Raster, 1 2K, Mego, 
and any other upstart laptop ensembles gunning for a prize at the Ars 
Electronics festival. In about ten years. I can probably start to enjoy my Oval 
records again; but for now they II be safely tucked away until the next fad of 
pseudo-intellectualism comes and goes. Fortunately, there's L Chasse who has 
been quietly mastering one of the more intriguing sound aesthetics through his 
numerous collaborations in Id Battery (with Brandon La belle). Thuja. The Knit 
Separates, and Coelacanth. 

Instead of wrangling over computer algorithms to simulate the abstract 
anomalies of the natural order. Chasse simply exploits the abstract anomalies 
of the natural order. In harnessing the sound producing elements of soil rocks, 
fabric, water, fire, and even the electromagnetic fluctuations caused by a 
strobe light Chasse is able to do what few of his digital counterparts can do... 
express sound in terms of an intimate, poetic experience. Although such forms 
as crystalline feedback, resonant bells, and rural field recordings are easily 
recognizable in Chaise's recordings. Chaise's deft contextualizing ability buries 
these elements deep within a gnostic mysteriousness. 

Exfolia Motors (only Chasse's second album) is a collection of four separate 
bodies of Chasse's work. These could be viewed as distinct poetic verses which 
have been rearranged and intertwined for a more interesting narrative. Each 
utterance of Chasse's elemental sounds is smeared across quiet yet subtly 
resonating buzzes and drones. Exfolia Motors harkens the romantic mysteries 
which shrouded the inception of the electrical age. The ether is vibrating and 
the wires crackle with excitement. 

JIM HAYNES 

Unique Ancient Tavern. 933 Dolores Street. San Francisco. 

California. 941 10 USA. khasse@earthUnk.net 

.Jackie - 0 Motherfucker. 
[Wow!] 



.Subtle percussion, minimal guitars and violin meet 
the swirl of electronics and turntable manipulation 
with a free jazz feel. 

.Available on long playing vinyl only. 

.£7 [uk] £8 [europe] £9 [usa] £9.50 [row], 

Fisheye Distribution : PO Box 5790. 
.WITHAM : Essex. 

.CM8 2GA : UK. 
fisheye@netcomuk.co.uk 
www.netcomuk.co.uk/~pjwild/fisheye.html 

.cheques to P. Wild. 

.wholesale inquiries welcome. 
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Quantus 
Artifex peres! 


THE VOX HUMANA WILL PREVAIL - a 
small diversion here of Art Gallery 
musicians who utilise the human voice as 
chief mode of expression, and/or raw 
material. Of these, Ingram Marshall is a 
true winner even if he does it with found 
voices on tapes, rather than with his own 
voice. Each of the seven works on Ikon is 
exceptionally fine, but I am immediately 
struck by the charm and grace of The 
Emperor’s Birthday’, which uses voices 
from an old ethnographic record - 
presumably Africa or The Caribbean 
being the locale, since the Emperor referred 
to is Haile Selassie. It’s mostly intended as a 
“funny’, but it winds up serious - there’s a 
warped power in the looping voices and a 
cracked story in the arrangement which 
deftly sends up the pomposity of colonialism. 
The obvious precedent for the fine looping 
and echoes of Marshall is the work of Steve 
Reich, and his two infamous tape loop works 
“It’s Gonna Rain’ and ‘Come Out’. The world 
has never been the same since their release. 
On both, the point of interest captured for 
the loop was not only a great sonic episode, 
but a fragment from the height of emotional 
release. In the first case, that of a black 
Southern Baptist preacher whose looped 
voice eventually unleashed a plague of frogs 
into your living room. Marshall uses music as 
well as voices, so it would be fairer to 
describe him as a looping king - his work will 
affect you deeply, if you give it time to unfold 
into your life. He somehow extracts new 
meanings from fragments of speech, yet by 
the time he's through treating the voices, 
you can’t understand a word of the original 
meanings. He’s like a decoder, only working 
in reverse. Eerie. Marshall is an important 
figure in the history of the American avant- 
garde; if I tell you he’s a close friend of 
Charlemagne Palestine, that might help you 
locate his true milieu. 

Joan La Barbara is an equally significant figure 
who has specialised in avant-garde vocalising 
and dance performance, even giving 
Cathy Berberian (perhaps her European 
counterpart) a run for her money. There 
are three tracks on this recent CD of 
which the title track ‘Shamansong’ has an 
ethnic flavour with its beating drums and 
suchlike, but the music is mostly a 
framework to allow free rein to her free 
wailings and leaping voice-bursts, some 
of which are kind of operatic in a mad 
sort of way. It’s as though she was alone 
on a stage at midnight after the opera 
company had packed up and gone home, 
and suddenly decides to sing the 
complete works of Mozart, backwards, 
note by note. She was also an avant- 
garde dancer. In this regard she probably 
played hopscotch with Merce 
Cunningham at some stage, before they 
went home and compared drapery 
catalogues. Besides singing on this 
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disjointed and haunting track. La B also plays 
electronics, keyboards and percussion. The 
second track is called simply ‘Rothko’, and 
through this outstanding recording La B 
utters her unearthly low droning moans for 
24 and one-half minutes while Gaylord 
Mowrey contributes muted backdrops on 
the bowed piano. This ‘track’ instils religious 
awe. Suggested responses: meditate, look out 
your window, remember sad things, weep. 

It’s a hymn to the greatest painter who ever 
lived (in my book; in yours it might be 
Maxfield Parrish, but can you imagine anyone 
paying tribute to him with such solemn 
music?) The third track is probably pretty 
credible too, but check back with me on that 
one - entitled ‘Calligraphy II / Shadows’, it 
features three oriental players on percussion 
and traditional instruments. It reminded me 
of the soundtracks which Teiji Ito recorded 
for Maya Deren’s films, recently reissued. 
‘Rothko’ deserves a page of its own in The 
Droning Ones, and is a strong candidate for 
my favourite single piece of musk in this 
issue so far. 

Joan La Barbara has worked with Alvin 
Luder, on Lucier’s Still And Moving Lines of 
Silence at the Musee Galliera in Paris in 
1 974. For this work, performers are 
required to move around in a sound 
environment created by sine wave 
generators and amplifiers, an ocean of sound 
in which the slightest physical movement 



could throw out the stability of the entire 
phase pattern. When La Barbara did it 
‘she moved to find acoustical nodes within 
the sound structure, she described her 
vocal experience as a pushing of sound 
waves away from herself. She sang 
inaudibly, integrating her voice into the 
sound structure by moving it at will.’ 

Don’t you wish you’d been there? Lucier 
who was another famous American who 
also made monumental voice-based epks 
in the 1960s and 1970s. One of them I 
have heard in its early primitive version, / 
Am Sitting in A Room. It’s utterly simple - 
a recording of his own voice, describing 
the processes of the work itself - played 
back and re-recorded until nothing but 
abstract sonorities are perceivable. His 
voice is the starting point, but the aim of 
the piece is to demonstrate the natural 
acoustks of any given room or 
performance space. In real life Alvin may 
have been a stuttering gink, and played with 
fellow geeks in a band called MEV for a 
while. They were great too. I think he 
wanted to use his art as therapy, to help 
overcome his stutter - or perhaps even put it 
to good use, make art out of a defect. 

I am encouraged by his ability to do this, 
speaking as a man who thinks he has just 
about the worst speaking voice in history - 
to me it sounds nasal, whiney, blocked, 
inexpressive, boring. I’ve considered taking 
elocution lessons, but I think by now I’m 
stuck like this. One reason I hate doing 
interviews for this magazine is because I hate 
hearing my own voice on tape. I know this is 
a common phobia, and there’s a scientific 
reason for why we hear our own vokes 
differently. But I also hate hearing my own 
hesitations, hemming and hawing, as I utter 
yet another fatuous remark or silly question. 

I am ill-equipped to give presentations and 
address clients at work, but I have to do it. 
They made me do a course last year and I 
saw a videotape of myself (with sound!), so I 
could see how bad it is. Now, the ancient 
Greeks had this all sewn up. Effective publk 
speaking was a big part of their culture, and 
their politics. If you read The Odyssey, you’ll 
find a lot of the key herok moments are 
defined by Odysseus simply making a good 
honest speech, summing up the situation, and 
in a clear resounding voice. ‘Excellence in 
these two spheres, debate and action,' 
writes E V Rieu in his commentary on The 
Odyssey, ‘was the hallmark of the 
Homer k hero’. Success in war, in love, 
and in the state. Well, I’ve failed at all 
three of those, and perhaps my voke is 
partly to blame. Seems like (besides making 
artworks and musk) all I can do is blaze in 
the printed word, rather than the spoken 
word. Hands speak for me! 

Brandon La Belle is a young gallery artist 
who operates internationally, but is based 
in California. He's well-read and 
extensively clued up on the history of his 
chosen fields, so probably all of the formal 
experiments hinted at above, and more 
besides, feed into his work. For his newie, 
he works almost exclusively with his own 
amplified mouth, taping his own breath and 
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resonating body space, producing 
breathing noises, humming noises or even 
ranges of disjointed phonic stutters that 
barely resemble human speech. All of the 
above is rendered in his usual flat, 
documentary style of recording, allowing 
for natural distortions and heightening the 
‘what* is- it’ factor - a method by which 
he’s produced many environmental 
recordings of which this magazine is very 
fond. Although a lot of people I've spoken 
to have found this record intensely 
annoying, I actually find it quite the 
opposite - and I intend use it to win new 
friends at my next dinner party. I’ll admit 
the artists* self-indulgent sleevenotes on 
this occasion probably go a stage too far. 
He namec hecks Rimbaud, Gertrude Stein 
and Roland Barthes - the latter being one 
of those pretentious structuralists who 



some Canadian buffoon with a big gob 
who amps it up and records himself, 
sometimes when he’s asleep. Some of it is 
a record of his amplified snores - which 
to me is sheer music, and it beats 
Ambient music from 1 995 any day of the 
week. In fact, I recall how I heard most 
Ambient music from that year - through 
the sound of my own snoring. This 
record is a gem, especially for the brief 
snippet where he weirdly talks very 
coherently in his sleep. It’s to do with 
meeting a security guard in a nearby 
wineshop, except he says it in Spanish. 

For another fascinating recording of a 
sleep-talker, please refer to Jennifer’s 
review of the Dion McGregor CD in The 
Discura tor's Den. Let others hammer out 
the breathing bronzes... that’s my motto. 



delighted in pointing out that all language 
is so disjunctive (the signs never match the 
signifiers), that it’s impossible for any of us to 
ever mean what we say. No wonder he 
never got served a beer in any cafe in 
mainland Europe! The best films of Jean-Luc 
Godard were informed by this same crisis in 
communication, but his response was hot- 
blooded and urgent - you can see in the 
movies Weekend and Deux ou Trois Choses 
his frantic attempts to communicate, while 
playfully calling attention to the very act of 
speaking (often by playing with un-synched 
soundtracks), and the elusiveness of meaning 
in the printed text. La Belle, by contrast, 
doesn’t seem to care about the whole thing 
one way or the other - there’s a whole lot of 
unintelligible mumbling, but no striving to 
communicate anything very much. La Belle 
also speaks of the mouth as a ’cavern’, muses 
on 'the harmonic structure of language’, and 
proposes to deal in ‘granular utterances’ - 
whatever they may be. Yep, the conceptual 
apparatus tends to get in the way, but this 
CD remains a 'goldfish bowl’ classic. By that I 
mean that some of it sounds like it was 
recorded underwater, and listening to it 
presents an amusing image of Brandon 
bobbing about under the water, opening and 
closing his gills. 


ED PINSENT 


up. By the time we get to track six, the flutes 
and bongos are freaking out like Lalo Schifrin 
on acid, while the two young ladies reach 
their mutual /ouissance, albeit in a very 
intellectual way. It’s as though Orson Welles 
had continued making films into the 1 970s, 
fallen under the influence of Jean-Luc 
Godard, and wound up collaborating with 
some Italian pomographer for a low-budget 
exploitation feature, with a soundtrack by 
Goblin. That good, you all cry? Well, 
perhaps not. Because, sadly, there isn’t an 
iota of passion in the whole bloodless work, 
despite the many possibilities for narrative 
drive and sexual excitement, and despite the 
high quality of some of Ferrari’s sound 
sources. This excellent Italian record label 
has uncovered and issued some of the best 
and most obscure New music ever from the 
1 960s and 1 970s, and its staff and sleevenote 
writers (including the reliable Andrea 
Cemotto) seem to think this is a challenging 
and provocative work. I can't find the 
provocation, try as I might; but not 
understanding spoken French is bound to be 
a severe drawback. My loss. ..You can 
certainly use it if you like unobtrusive grey 
sounds on a wet Sunday afternoon, but it 
isn’t much of a grower and remains far from 
the creator’s best work. 


Works reviewed 


Brandon LaBelle 

Text Equals CD 

USA, ERRANT BODIES EB01.00 CD 
( 2000 ) 


PO Box 93 / / 24. Los Angeles, 

CA 90093, USA. 
ocic@earthlink. net 

Joan La Barbara 

Shamansong 

USA, NEW WORLD RECORDS 80545-2 
CD (1998) 


New World Records: 70 / 

Seventh Avenue, New York, 

NY 10036-1596, USA. 
newwoHdrecords@ero!s. com 

Ingram Marshall 

Ikon and other early works 

USA NEW WORLD RECORDS 80577-2 
CD (2000) 


New World Records: 70 / 
Seventh Avenue, New York, 
NY 10036-1596, USA. 
newworfdrecords@erois. com 

Alexandre St-Onge 

Une Machoire et deux 
Trous 

SWITZERLAND, NAMSKEIO 
RECORDS NAMSK02 CD (2000) 


Alexandre St-Onge has also turned in a 
recording fit for sleepless nights. I think he’s 


Bernard Parmegiani in the record shop. 
Danse Organ iques, this Elica ’classic’ 
release, composed and realised in his 
studio in 1973, will give you many a 
sleepless night - as far as I can make out, 
it’s his attempt to re-record his 
masterwork Presque Rien, featuring the 
voices of two young girls. In the ensuing 
docu-drama that follows, they are 
obliged to enact fragments from some 
imaginary lesbian relationship, in 
between Luc’s interpolations: bizarre 
cut-ups, breathing noises, laughter, 
bongos, haunting synth melodies, 
monotonal chanting, and assorted loops 
of musical instruments - all overseen by 
the languorous voice of Ferrari himself, 
acting as a dry commentator, very much 
aware of the voyeuristic possibilities in 
this little intellectual mind-game he’s set 


PO Box 409, 1000 Lausanne 9, 
Switzerland 

namskeio@namskeio. com 

Luc Ferrari 

Danses Organiques 

ITALY, ELICA MPO-3340 CD (2000) 


Via Arduino 97, 10015 Ivrea 
TO, Italy eadelica@tin.it 
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the GORGEOUS HARMONIC 

Songs, tunes, emotive vocals, weird lyrics, weak 
beats and lame-ass rhymes 


dormant. Antony, on the other 
hand, is utterly of the present and 
yet his songs have a dreamlike, 
yearning quality that equally makes 
them timeless. 

Antony sings his baroque texts in a 
richly soulful voice that could melt 
the stoniest of hearts, while the 
Johnsons deliver an inspired 
soundtrack of strings, piano, 
woodwind and percussion. The 
music's glorious emotional swell 
fortifies the listener even as the 
words tell unbearably of pain, death 
and atrocity. There is a dark 
anguish here that moves from 
nakedly personal confessions to 
tender elegies for lost friends and 
poetic meditations on the state of 
the world. Under Antony’s 
sorrowful gaze, this anguish assumes 
an overwhelming density, weighing 
down these songs tragically and 
unforgettably. 



Antony and The 
Johnsons 

Antony and The Johnsons 

UNITED KINGDOM, DURTRO 050CD 
CD (2000) 

The first album by Antony and the Johnsons 
is a truly rare thing, a debut that doesn’t 
merely show promise but announces the 
arrival of a fully formed, major talent. It's an 
extraordinary collection of modern torch 
songs, each one a perfect concentration of 
emotive vocals and vivid instrumental 
colours. 

For bringing this beautiful creation to our 
attention, as for so much else, we have to 
thank David Tibet of Current 93, who 
was introduced to Antony in New York 
and, deeply affected by the then 
unreleased album, became his benevolent 
patron. The album appears on Tibet’s 
Durtro label, and Antony was due to play 
a concert at London’s Union Chapel 
earlier this year, until Tibet's serious 
illness forced the cancellation of the 
event. 

This is not the first time that Tibet has 
given prominence via his label to 
wayward, neglected talents; English folk 
singer Shirley Collins, Krautrockers Sand 
and (more dubiously) Tiny Tim have all 
benefited from his patronage. But these 
were essentially archive releases, intended 
to make available once again records from 
the past which would otherwise have lain 


RICHARD REES JONES 

World Serpent. Unit 7-1-17 , 

Seager Buildings. Brookmill 
Road. London SE8 4HL 

Deano Merino 

Baby Crocodiles 

AUSTRALIA, DUAL PLOVER QEU-142 
CD (2000) 

9 tracks, barely 24 minutes long in total. A 
picture of a crocodile foetus on the cover. A 
velcro closer on the digipack sleeve. Totally 
shite Beck-style ‘art collage’ on the inside. In 
fact - totally shite Beck-style art collage 


seems the best way to describe the music as 
well. 

You get nonsense lyrics like ‘I will speak to 
you of love and nipple piercings’, you get 
titles like ‘Vomithose’ and ‘Tamagotchi’, you 
get the overwhelming feeling that this is the 
result of a privileged upbringing with no real 
experience of pain and suffering. This is lo-fi 
ineptitude taken to its most ridiculous 
extreme - musically adept but artistically 
crippled. Every single track is like an in-joke 
from a student rag mag, every single idea is 
filler from a zine. Been there, heard that. 
Heard it done better by nobodies, heard it 
done worse by Blur. 

And when you realise you’d rather hear it 
done worse by Blur you know it’s time to 
press Eject. 

RIK RAWUNG 03/07/2000 

PO Box 983, DaHinghurst, 

NSW. Australia 1300. 
www. dualplo ver. com 
!ucas@ebom. org 

Two Dollar Guitar 

Weak Beats and Lame-Ass 
Rhymes 

USA SMELLS LIKE RECORDS SLR 035 
CD (1999) 

While my back was turned, Hoboken New 
Jersey’s Two Dollar Guitar have evolved into 
quite a different group from the one who 
made their doom-laden 1 994 debut. Let Me 
Bring You Down was merely a bleak skeletal 
duet between Sonic Youth’s Steve Shelley 
and songwriter / guitarist Tim Foljahn. Out 
of their lofts crawled eleven urban 

confessionals which maybe found favour 
with some forlorn souls waiting for the 
next Nick Cave depression-fest. Running 
throughout was a toxic vein of black 
humour and the impression that Tim 
Foljahn had actually roamed the dark 
comers he was chronicling, rather than 
just cleaning them second-hand from, say 
Lee Hazelwood's back catalogue. 

Three albums later comes Weak Beats 
and Lame- Ass Rhymes. It’s safe to guess 
Steps or Ronan Keating won’t be knocked 
off their chirpy chart-perch by it, but Tim 
and Steve have at least opened a few 
shutters of their American Gothic 
mansion and let in some light. Eight 
guests, including improv-guitarist Nels 
Cline, make the duo a thing of the past, 
and now the Two Dollar palette is rich 
and colourful. In fact these augmented 
arrangements sound positively European, 


deano merino 



baby crocodi les 
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with sparkling echoes of Serge Gainsbourg 
and Brigitte Fontaine. The first four or five 
tracks reveal some inspired sonic effects: 
‘Wilding’ sports a brooding undercurrent of 
street noise and rumbling thunder, while 
'Bozo Shows; fea trues delicate snippets of 
what could be a bulldog-dipped banjo. 
Sparring male-female vocal interplay is an 
additional plus, with Christina Rosenvinge 
and Carla Bozulich taking turns to weave 
sultry lines round Foljahn’s flattened drawl. 

But for all this welcome collaborative 
chemistry the heart of the disc is still 
Foljahn’s. While you could possible do the 
washing-up during the tunes already 
mentioned, two key-songs placed near the 
end of Weak Beats ought to stop all but the 
most ardent admirer of Fairy Liquid deda in 
their tracks. ‘Stones vs Zep’ is the first of 
these, an intimate open letter of regret with 
the recurring pained phrase ‘Wasted time, 
where did I go wrong T. Full of pauses, space 
and sudden surges, it's the aural equivalent of 
one of those pesky 3AM insomnia attacks 
when your whole life flickers by as a 
humiliating parade of failure. ‘T-Shirt’ 
follows, equally intense, propelled by a 
remorseless metronomic riff which recalls 
the dry strumming of that cruelly forgotten 
post-Velvets combo The Feelies. The pace 
and volume builds as Foljahn’s voice tightens 
from his usual world -weariness over the 
brink into a devastating howl. This cathartic 


white-out blasts a smoking crater into your 
ceiling every time you hear it. 

As a closer there’s nowhere to go but to 
lighten-up a little. ‘Everybody’s in a band’ is a 
witty cod -country snipe at the glut of artistic 
over-production we’re compelled to sift 
through to find stuff as fine as this disc. 
Foljahn humbly numbers himself among the 
guilty, but he needn’t have apologised. 

JOHN BAGNALL 


A Warm Palindrome 

A Warm Palindrome 

UNITED KINGDOM, BETLEY 
WELCOMES CAREFUL DRIVERS NO 
NUMBER VINYL LP (2000) 

Pretty effective set of tunes, songs, weird 
lyrics and spontaneously-composed pieces 
from this loose seven-piece combo. All 
manner of acoustic and electric instruments 
are deployed - electric guitars, bass, flutes, 
tabla, bontempi organ, intoning vocals, 
drums and sampler - and these fit together 
with a delicious awkwardness that 
occasionally creates thrilling effects. It’s 
beyond lo-fi; everything is recorded in the 
familiar one-mic ‘bedroom’ style which has 
its traditions going back some twenty years. I 
say this because this record does hark bark 
to that post-punk period in UK music 


history, and is terribly reminiscent of the 
work of Mark Perry, and The Door and The 
Window, and it might even be mistaken for a 
pastiche of Vibing Up The Senile Man. I have 
no serious problems with this, but the 
players - Rich Adams, Andy Jarvis, Mikarala 
Jarvis, Joincey, Solomon Kirkland. Matt Lewis 
and Phil Todd - are frequently let down by a 
certain hesitancy and lack of conviction in 
their playing. Spontaneity is a good thing, but 
these players need a bit more experience 
with it before it stops getting in their way; 
free playing is supposed to liberate the 
musician, not inhibit him/her. It isn’t all bad; 

A Warm Palindrome achieve several 
successes on this record. There are 
moments on ‘Johnny Pigness’ and ‘The 
Infiltrator’ where everything comes together 
just perfectly; however, sometimes I suspect 
these are simply happy accidents. On the 
plus side, Phil Todd’s bizarre alienated lyrics 
are extremely distinctive, particularly when 
delivered in a half recitation, half singing style 
by Joincey. His voice closes the record with 
a chilling three- line poem, as he gasps 
agonisingly against a mysterious backdrop of 
flute, sampler and bass guitar; in 90 seconds 
it limns a snapshot of a friendship breaking 
apart using the imagery of a ritual murder in 
the woods. 

EP PINSENT 

7 Woods ide. Madeley. Crewe, 

Cheshire CW3 9HA 

www. freenoise. org/bwed 

Various Artists 

Sculpting From Drake 
Volume One 

UNITED KINGDOM, ELSIE AND JACK 
RECORDINGS EAJ#010 CD (2000) 

We all know early death confirms instant 
cult status upon musicians. Maybe it’s the 
decline of belief in the saints which causes 
myth and awe to accumulate around 
substitutes like Kurt Cobain, Freddie 
Mercury and Jimi Hendrix. So it really 
doesn’t take an arch-cynic to wonder if these 
rock icons would be so beloved if they’d 
trundled on past their peaks into living 
maturity. Try thinking about Jim Morrison 
hawking his bloated backside round 
workingmen’s clubs in a greatest hits karaoke 
package. Or how about a saggy Janis Joplin 
recruiting Cher’s stylist to give her 200 1 
comeback a boost? 

There’s also the temptation to deflate that 
sickly aura of reverence which clings to 
those dead artists whose music you actually 
admire. Take Nick Drake, the English singer- 
songwriter who recorded only three 
sensitive folk-rock LPs before dying from an 
anti-depressant overdose in 1 974. Wistful 
photos of Drake’s public-school good looks 
seen on Island Records endless CD re- 
packaging go a long way to explain his 
continuing appeal to new generations of 
indie romantics. The singer's doomed mental 
state has an obvious appeal factor to these 
hapless souls, probably more so than his fine 
Bert Jansch influenced guitar picking or soft 
jazz- inflected voice. Robert Kirby’s mawkish 
string arrangements which swamp Drake’s 
first two albums only reinforce this tragic 
aspect. Tellingly the singer insisted his final 
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LP Pink Moon should be free of such 
melodramatic trappings and the result is a 
desolate masterpiece for voice and acoustic 
guitar, a sound so intimate it seems to be 
happening inside your head. 

Sadly too much reverence inhibits many of 
the contributions to Sculpting From Drake, a 
tribute CD compiled by Elsie and Jack 
Recordings. The production values are 
immaculate, but often so tasteful they could 
be soundtracks to building society TV ads. 
Archer Prewitt’s verison of ’Parasite’ is a 
timid carbon copy. You can almost imagine 
the track preceded by Prewitt walking into a 
cloud of dry ice saying ’Tonight Matthew. I'm 
going to be... Nick Drake’. Similarly, 

Northern Song Dynasty’s ’Place To Be’ and 
Flashpaper’s ‘Northern Sky’ are limp 
facsimiles, save for the odd whisper of viola 
or effects pdeal. ’Things Behind The Sun' is 
stretched nicely to nine minutes by 
Electroscope, with bucketfuls of reverb and 
general shimmering wobbliness, but 
ultimately it’s just die song wearing a space- 
rock coat. 

Only a tiny minority have followed the title’s 
suggestion to ‘sculpt from Drak' and use the 
seventies originals as raw clay to build 
something new. Ben Vida's meditative 
exploration around the chords of ’Horn’ is 
quite good, so slow and spacious it could be 
a Morton Feldman score played on a gut- 
string hollow body. And Drekka actually 
samples the riff from ’Know’ to use as a 
rhythm track, over which he/she mucks 
about with little skill or direction. As the CD 
clicks to an end it's had to escape a verdict 
of ’pointless’. It's probably not Elsie and Jack 
Recording's fault, but rather Nick Drake's 
musician fanbase, a terminally meek bunch 
who are too much in awe of their master’s 
legend. 

JOHN BAGNALL 

PO Box 230316, Grand Rapids, 

Michigan, 49S23-03I6, USA 

2 The Cliff, Seaton Carew, 

Hartlepool TS25 IAB, United 

Kingdom 

www. elsieandjack. com 


Haunted House 

Up In Flames 

USA, ERSTWHILE RECORDS 
ERSTWHILE 002 CD (2000) 

Haunted House, the band, is made up of 
Loren Mazzacane Connors and Andrew 
Barnes on guitar, Suzanne Langille on vocals 
and Neel Murgai on ’Persian Daf . Recorded 
during 1 999 in New York City the album 
consists of 2 long tracks that ebb and flow in 
intensity and one that seems almost tagged 
on as an afterthought but, listened to in it's 
entirety, it all blurs into one long sermon on 
the possible redundancy of the avant garde. 
There’s been far too many albums like this 
recently that make me want to scream ‘Fuck 
it! I’m off to buy some Robbie Williams 
instead!' 

Throughout the entire album Connors lays it 
on like a raw pastiche of Terje Rypdal or 
even Jim O’Rourke, playing an electric guitar 
and un-lronically indulging the echo pedal, 
throwing the kind of ’shapes' his traditional 


fans would run in terror from. It’s very 
‘wide’ music; deep undercurrents of bottom- 
end strums with sharp and piercing banshee 
chords pulsing intermittently in the darkness. 

The structural approach is reminiscent of 
certain elements on the Dutch Harbour 
soundtrack but it lacks that project’s focus 
and purpose, thus failing to evoke any 
particular emotion except ennui, especially 
when Suzanne Langille comes in with her PJ 
Harvey -widow- moan and the sub-Pussy 
Galore/Sun City Girls bucket-down-the- 
staircase percussion starts. It's the sound of 
an Eric Clapton who never stopped taking 
the acid backed up with poltergeist sound 
effects. It’s overlong, undisciplined - whilst, 
at the same time, unprepared to release itself 
to sheer abandon - and ultimately boring. 

Bring on Robbie! 

RIK RAWLING 08/09/2000 

www. erstwhi/erecords. com 


The Sandpipers 

Guantanamera 

USA, A&M RECORDS AMLB 1004 
VINYL LP (1966) 

The Sandpipers 

Softly 

USA, A&M RECORDS LP AML 918 
VINYL LP (1968) 

’Used loosely, and in the wrong way. the 
term 'simplicity' conjures up an instant 
mental • and aural - picture of three musical 
morons.' How true, how true. But no, this 
isn't a quote from the latest Sound Projector 
manifesto, it’s a typically weird piece of 
marketing puff for The Sandpipers. Not to be 
mistaken with surf-punk band The 
Sandpapers, the Pipers were a vocal trio, in 
effect an easy listening covers band, with a 
penchant for folk songs and pastoral 
standards usually hailing from countries 
closer to the equator than ours. They were 
also dab hands at popular numbers of their 
time written by artistes such as Leonard 
Cohen, Donovan and The Beatles. 

Mike Piano, Jim Brady and Richard Shoff 
were known as the Four Seasons until they 
realised that Frankie Valli and co had pipped 
them to that particular post. For a while 
after that they went under the name of The 
Grads, then Herb Albert signed them to 
A&M and they settled on The Sandpipers as 
their moniker till their demise in the 
mid-70s. 

Their records were clearly intended to 
appeal to people who were wary of the 
more visceral aspects of rock'n’roll and pop 
music. The publicity material I've seen 
painted them loosely both as folkies (witness 
the photo of them sitting in a circle on a 
lawn with acoustic guitars and tambourines) 
and serious musicians crafting 'proper' music; 
’The Sandpipers deliberately eschew the 
involved, the raucous and the unnecessary.' 

It also compared them rather ridiculously to 
Simon and Garfunkel. I’ll take them over Paul 
and Art any day. but really there's nothing 
special about the songs the Sandpipers 
played - it's all down to the arrangements. 
Most of the usual suspects of Easy Listening 


ornamentation were used to adorn their 
acoustic guitar-based tunes - harpsichord, 
piano, xylophone, harp, flute and strings for 
instance - but atypically these were 
employed with restraint and sensitivity, 
every song being a delicate, one-off 
construction. Whether this was down to the 
band or the clever producer types they hung 
around with is open to question as there's 
not much information available about them. 

But what info there is makes much of their 
talents as a vocal trio and the fact that they 
met as members of the Californian Mitchell 
Boys choir. To all extents and purposes 
however there might as well only be one 
Sandpiper singing at a time since any 
differences between the vocal parts are 
imperceptible. By my estimation, that's 
taking the term dose harmonies a little too 
far! The exception to this is the chorus to 
'Glass' which builds up their voices 
effectively in overlapping layers, sounding like 
a recording of the Beach Boys tackling 
medieval intonation. 

The fuss should really be about the contrast 
of a breathy and reverent male voice with 
the lush vocals of one Pamela Ramcier who, 
whilst uncredited, pops up on most of their 
material either shadowing the lads or 
adorning the tunes with floating wordless 
Ennio Morricone-style harmonies. In fact the 
dramatic 'Cane ion De Amor (Wander love)' 
could be from a Sergio Leone spaghetti 
western, used to signal the impending arrival 
of Henry Fonda accompanied by murderous 
cohorts. 

Ramcier also spiced up the band's live shows 
by appearing dressed as a go-go girl in 
chequered mini-skirt and knee-high boots. 
The Sandpipers, probably horrified by the 
outrageous disrespect this showed to their 
music (and the surprising extra attention she 
received), responded by demanding that any 
stage lights pointed in her direction should 
be turned off in order to prevent her being 
seen by the audience. Well so the legend 
goes anyway... 

The band's fleeting fame was founded on 
their cover of the Cuban revolutionary song 
'Guantanamera'. Based on Pete Seegar's 
version it opens with the riff to 'La Bamba' 
(but maybe Guantanamera always did, I don't 
know), after which the tune is played on two 
twelve-strings, slightly different versions on 
each, producing gorgeous tones which ring 
out bright and clear. This alone places the 
band up there with The Byrds and Teenage 
Fandub in the Hall of Gorgeous Harmonic 
Guitar Playing. It's hard to describe just how 
beautiful this track is, you'll just have to go 
buy it and find out for yourself. 

These are the only two LPs of theirs which 
I've managed to track down, though they 
recorded several more. Both are great 
though Softly is the spunkier of the two (and 
to prove this they'd swapped their John 
Denver-cuts and hippie gear for mean looks 
and black jackets with collars turned up). I've 
also heard their towering version of 'Louie 
Louie' and yes, it's on the Best of Louie 
Louie compilation - check your copy and 
you'll see. 

It's true that the their earnestness can go 
beyond the pale in places... their version of 
'All My Loving' is particularly wimpy and 


105 



The Sound Projector 8ighth Issue 2000 


ineffectual. Maybe this is why they were 
passed over in the Easy Listening revival of a 
few years ago. which if nothing else means 
you can still buy their records for a quid... if 
you can find them. Still it's only a matter of 
time before the jolly 'Quando M'innamoro' is 
used in a Renault car ad set in the 
Mediterranean, and then Sandpipers LPs will 
be available everywhere. 

HARLEY RICHARDSON 


The Moments 

Greatest Hits 

UNITED KINGDOM. SEQUEL 
RECORDS NEM 614 CD (1991) 

'Love is Strange' by Micky and Sylvia has got 
to be one of the all-time great rock'n'roll 
songs with its cowbell-driven rinky-dink 
guitar hook, over-the-top girly backing 
vocals, and suggestive call-and-response 
banter between the duo in question. 

Heck, even Everything But the Girl 
couldn't mess up a cover version, it’s 
that good! A relatively well known 
piece of trivia Is that the woman who 
called out C'mere Lover Boy' so sexily 
was Sylvia Robinson, who two decades 
later would mastermind Sugarhill 
Records. What's rarely remembered 
these days is that prior to bringing rap 
into the mainstream, she created and 
managed fab soul band The Moments. 

Finding herself at a loose end in the 
early 70s and observing the 
unexpected success of blaxploitation 
movies, the entrepreneurial Robinson 
felt there was potential to take the 
format to the small screen. She set 
about creating a TV show that would 
mix stylish clothes, camp humour and 
gritty action with the musical format of 
The Monkees. After gathering together 
three charismatic actor-singers and 
recruiting Carole King, Curtis Mayfield 
and, bczarrely, Roy Orbison on song- 
writing duties, a pilot was filmed and 
scripts for a further nine episodes were 
written. Unfortunately the pilot was 
rejected by Columbia who thought it 
too roughly hewn for a television 
audience, and the scripts were 
consigned to its vaults for over half a 
decade, only to resurface in a highly- 
altered state as padding for the first 
series of Charlie's Angels. The pilot tapes 
were wiped, although rumours abound of a 
pirate video release. 

That should have snuffed out The Moments' 
career there and then, but during the three 
months spent recording and filming the pilot 
The Moments had discovered that, much like 
The Monkees before them, they had a 
chemistry and musical potential which belied 
their manufactured birth. Robinson realised 
that the threesome stood a good chance of 
making it as a musical act even without 
publicity from a TV show, and went on to 
guide them through a decade’s worth of hits, 
most of which make up this compilation. 

The three guys in question were Billy Brown. 
Al Goodman, and Harry Ray. Betweeh their 
voices they had covered baritone, tenor and 
falsetto, allowing each of them to takes turns 


in the spotlight and providing their 
songwriters an unusual flexible vocal palette. 
Their first records were put together by 
Robinson, helped out by seasoned 
professionals on writing and arrangement 
duties, but by 1 972 they had enough 
confidence to buy their own recording 
equipment and take full control of their 
material. 

If people remember The Moments at all it's 
usually for ‘Girls', their 1974 hit 
collaboration with fellow Robinson proteges. 
The Whatnauts. In today's terms, 'Girls' Is 
about as sexually reconstructed as Mind 
Your Language is racially sensitive. 
Nevertheless I challenge anyone with a bone 
of sensitivity in their body to remain un- 
charmed by the evident delight, humour and 
ingenuousness with which The Moments and 
Whatnaughts list the virtues of their 
favourite gender ‘Girls... I love the things 



they know, love the things they show, got to 
be where they go.' And check out the 
continental version (included on this disk) 
for their valiant attempt to swot up on the 
local language of their target audience... 
'What’s French for Girls...r 'Girls!' 

‘Girls' features an uncharacteristic 
arrangement for a song by a 70s soul act. It's 
cheap, cheerful, and most of all spacious, 
avoiding almost all of the defining hallmarks 
of soul music of the time. Crummy synth 
replaces the archetypal string section and 
combines with marimba and tinny, 
metronomic and possibly electronic 
drumming to give The Moments' evocation 
of their fantasy female island paradise the 
exotic feel of the cheap British cruiseship 
soap opera Triangle. A novelty classic! 


But judging by this compilation, 'Girls' is 
atypical of The Moment's output, which is 
more easily recognisable as straightforward 
soul, although marked out from the more 
homogenous output of the time by classy, 
superior songwriting. There are some great 
tunes here - loaded with irresistible 
melodies, silky smooth male vocals and 
bonkers bass lines. I have to admit the 
sophisticated everything-but-the-kitchen-sink 
arrangements were a revelation to a 
repetition / minimalism junkie such as myself, 
but now I'm a convert. 'Nine Times' is the 
best number, swinging along jauntily through 
the chorus and verse, then building up like a 
psychedelic jam with trumpets, sax, violins, 
telephone rings, backing vocals and self- 
deprecating spoken word comedy coming in 
and out of the mix. 'Lovely Way She Loves' 
has a gorgeous descending guitar hook and 
the cheeky 'Dolly My Love' has more of that 
crummy keyboard. The Moments are capable 
of rather tasty melancholy too, such as 
'Sexy Mama' where vocals and strings 
intertwine around pensive piano stabs. 
What's Your Name' neatly plays tricks 
on the listener, starting off down a 
saccharine blind alley, then swerving 
dramatically into unsettling minor key 
territory, and back again. 

The Moments lost the use of their name 
when they parted company with 
Robinson, dissatisfied with the amount of 
time she was devoting to Sugarhill. 
Continuing on regardless, they 
disappeared into obscurity under the 
moniker Ray Goodman and Brown, even 
keeping this name after the death of 
Harry Ray in 1992. They may be playing 
right now in a cocktail bar near you. 
Their hits didn't take long to fade from 
the collective memory, although the 
sleeve notes to this disk claim that the 
band inspired the ‘New Jersey Soul 
scene' - letters to the editorial address if 

/ 

anyone can prove that ever existed. 

More curiously Mark Smith credits the 
Moments sound as the blueprint for The 
Fall's 'Slang King'. 

Fine as it is, there may be better places 
to delve into The Moments' history than 
this particular disc. Didn't some shysters 
once say that CDs would deliver 'perfect 
sound'? Well this one is barely better 
than an audio cassette! Sequel Records 
slyly lay the blame on Sylvia R's 
somewhat rough-edged production skills, 
though I'm not sure I believe them 1 00%. For 
a start, the words 'Castle Communications' 
appear on the back. Whoever mastered this 
disk clearly believed in ‘turning it up to 
eleven’; (ie the treble dial) meaning that 
Moment Billy Brown's sometimes shaky 
falsetto becomes truly eardrum-scraping in 
places. I don't mean to go all audiophile on 
you, but since this is possibly the first 
traditional make-out music that the Sound 
Pro/ectorhas recommended (as opposed to 
all that other make-out music we 
recommend), I feel we have some 
responsibility to you the consumer to make 
sure we aren't instrumental in romantic 
discord. So woo your loved one with this 
record by all means, but do the right thing 
and turn down that top end first! 

HARLEY RICHARDSON 
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Coil 

Musick to play in the dark volume 1 

UNITED KINGDOM, CHALICE GRAAL CD002 CD 

Coil 

Musick to play in the dark volume 2 

UNITED KINGDOM, CHALICE GRAAL CD005 CD (2000) 

Coil 

Time Machines 

UNITED KINGDOM, ESKATON 010 CD (1999) 

Coil performed live at the Royal Festival Hall this summer, coaxed 
back into the arena for the first time in several years after a 
hermetic career of intensive studio recordings. The show was, 
frankly, astonishing - a unique mix of music and theatrical ritual. 

The core of Coil (Peter Christopherson and John Balance) were 
joined by two other young musicians, dressed in near-absurd white 
polar costumes, their chests adorned with ornamental mirrors. 
Throughout the awe-inspiring sounds - of which I can remember 
distantly some very insistent loud, penetrating deep bass throbs, 
and heavenly high drones - the players would throw strange shapes, 
raising their hands above their heads - no doubt echoing the ancient 
Egyptian Ka sign, used by initiates to gain possession of the cosmic 
forces of mystery. They would turn and face their magick symbol 
(John Dee’s Monad), printed on a 
backdrop; and shine their mirrors into 
the audience with a quiet deliberation. 

Later in the lobby. I spotted a Coil fan in 
his wheelchair, wearing a T-shirt that 
promoted the Industrial Use of Semen, 
bringing up a substantial Coil collection of 
records and CDs to be signed. There was 
gravity to the moment, and the devotee 
was more like an acolyte approaching a 
priest at the altar than just another 
moon-struck fan boy. I half expected him 
to take up his bed and walk, although I 
doubt if John Balance would appreciate 
the Christ-like analogy. 

As you may gather. I’m a newcomer to 
the strange land of Coil - read about it, 
never heard the music (apart from Love's 
Secret Domain). But that night was a 
strange one. The intensity of the music, 
and the loyalty of the following (far more 
than mere fannish adulation) intrigued me 
enough to start working backwards 
through their catalogue, starting as it 
were from zero. Both volumes of Musick 
to play in the dark have much to 
recommend them, although the first one 
was more immediately impressive. I did 
actually play it in the dark for my 
initiatory listening, during a fairly severe 
thunderstorm in September. The sheet 
lightning made it an experience I shan’t 
forget. Strangely enough, I had dreamed 
of receiving it the night before, even to 
the detail of imagining what the music might be like. 

Volume 2 is also impressive; admittedly some of the vocal pieces here 
aren’t as appealing (to me) as the straight- instrumental mood music - 
their songs depict strange psycho-dramas, which are intense but 
curiously uninvolving, like meeting some rather tedious drunk at a 
party. The hymn to ’Ether’ sings the praises of a soporific drug- 
induced oblivion in a portentous way quite unlike anything I am 
familiar with. These are I suppose the moments when Coil border on 
Goth-territory, but never quite overstep the mark. There aren’t many 
people who could bring off a performance like ‘Batwings: A Limnal 
Hymn’ and get away with it - a recitation of witch's potion 
ingredients, followed by a mock- Liturgical polyphonic chant in Latin, 
against a series of analogue drones. A , track like Tiny Golden Books’ 
owes an enormous debt to Kraftwerk - perfect crystalline, 
synthesised tones, a structured sequencer track straight off The Man 
Machine, and vocoderised -vocals. Sweet. Both CDs, reissues of vinyl 


A NIGHTMARISH 
CHORALE of 
AGONY AND 

HELPLESSNESS 

Strange documents from the 
( l lair of Ourobouros^f 


LPs originally only available through mail order, prominently bear the 
symbol of the full moon • a sign of renewal, change, but also capable 
of inducing madness amongst ‘moonstruck’ folk. 

Time Machines is a ritualistic, esoteric 
piece of sound-art The four pieces here 
(realised with the help of Drew 
McDowall) are finely-crafted pieces of 
electronic music, intensely powerful 
vibrating drones. The sounds are physical; 
they vibrate from speaker to speaker, and 
they resonate inside your body to 
produce a simple but effective mesmeric 
effect The stated intention of this work is 
to ‘facilitate travel through time’. This 
may sound fairly pretentious, but even if 
you discount Coifs own reports of 
‘temporal disruption' episodes that have 
been associated with the recording and 
playing of this music, you’re still left with 
a bloody powerful piece of music. If you 
want my two cents, the live performance 
of Time Machines did something to me; I 
wasn’t exactly sent back to the early days 
of Atlantis to meet my forgotten 
ancestors, but I did manage to retrieve 
some deeply personal memories I thought 
were long buried in the cobwebs of my 
brain. Admittedly, this has happened 
before, and with similar loud intensive 
drone musk. But I suspect the charm of 
Coil is an effective one. 

Coifs music is outlandish, far removed 
from the normal processes of music- 
making. Their highly-developed esoteric 
interests seem to structure the works, far 
and above any conventional 
compositional techniques. These powerful 
Time Machine drones (each of which is 
named after an hallucinogenk chemical compound) are more likely to 
have resulted from the application of numero logical sciences, or 
perhaps John Dee’s Enochian system, to determine the tunings - 
rather than from a purely musical application of Just Intonation or 
harmonics. The keyboards and studio processes are simply tools in 
the hands of alchemists. Right from the start, I gather, Coil were 
interested in ceremonial magic, ritual, symbols - and studied these 
areas through books and recordings; not simply the occult and satank 
area which everyone seems to associate with Coil, but also the rituals 
of the Catholk church, or shamans, or Tibetan Monks casting a spell 
on an enemy’s village. Their interest, I suppose, lay in the potential 
powers associated with these rituals, and how they might be 
channelled to other uses. Likewise, a form of self-determination can 
be arrived at through the use of symbols, or insignia; even the Nazis 
understood that. 
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The ‘Monad’ symbol for all the works 
released under the Time Machines 
aegis derives from John Dee — the 
Elizabethan scholar and scientist who 
devised the Enochian system of ritual 
magick through which to control the 
world. A notorious debunker of 
alchemy, and alleged spy for the 
court of Queen Elizabeth, he 
possessed a scyring mirror which he 
kept in his secret lodge. Coil 
presume this device was a block of 
obsidian, rescued from the Aztec 
civilisation; for further outre 
speculations on this matter. I refer 
you to the works of Blue Oyster 
Cult, in particular their tmaginos LP. 

The CD release of Time Machines 
accordingly arrives with a glossy 
black oval overlay, which you can use 
for a bit of DIY occultism in your 
home. As if this weren’t kitsch 
enough for you, then buy the Time 
Machines wrist watch from the 
World Serpent merchandise catalogue - the hands run backwards! 

Time-travel is only one ‘esoteric’ subject which can probably be easily 
debunked, along with Stonehenge, the Tarot, UFOs, healing crystals, 
leylines, satanism and witchcraft. Any casual browser at the Atlantis 
bookshop in London probably treats most of this with great 
scepticism, and this is perfectly healthy. But Coil embrace the 
unhealthy with relish, proud of transgressing from the bourgeois 
norms that govern most of us petty men; this defiance extends to 
spending their youth in a filthy unfurnished bedsit that their parents 
would have hated. But even my skepticism has taken a beating, 
hearing some of the music. If nothing else, what I can respect is Coil’s 
devotion to The Great Work; with focus and dedication, they work 
towards a species of perfection, on their own terms. ‘Persistance Is 
All’ is their motto for 2000, and was applied to the RFH performance 
in September. This is precisely what the Alchemists - the Renaissance- 
age pseudo-scientists - were aspiring to, even if they never succeeded 
in their ultimate goal, locating the Prima Materia. Coil have emulated 
the two principle features of Alchemy. Firstly, its single-mindedness - 
the adept would have to perform the procedures with an absolute 
dedication, not making a single mistake and ensuring that all the 
equipment was scrupulously prepared (a bit like making a good pot of 
coffee; you have to keep your jug clean, or the bitter oils from 
yesterday’s coffee will spoil it). This made the relentless quest for 
perfection an almost unreachable goal, but at least it kept the poor 
saps occupied for years. Secondly - the secrecy. The Alchemists 
believed so deeply that they were onto a discovery so important that 
they had to keep it hidden from the eyes of all but the true initiates. 
All the science of their processes is recorded; not in text books, but 
encoded in bewildering cryptographic pictures, engraved by Dutch 
artists working to very specific instructions (much like Emblem Books 
of the same period) which could only be deciphered by those who 
were ‘in the know'. Imagine...a secret cabal of Coil devotes is growing, 
and has been growing for years, linked only by their secret 
understanding of the encoded texts on these records. 

ED PINSENT 

Current 93 

Sleep Has His House 

DURTRO 051 CD (2000) 

Current 93 

Faust 

DURTRO 060 CD (2000) 

With Steep Has His House David Tibet 
retreats even further into a hermetic 
zone of extreme introspection. 

Mortality has been a recurrent theme 
in Current 93’s work from the 
beginning, addressing this most 


unthinkable of subjects with a livid 
intensity. Now Tibet has written a 
moving song cycle in memory of his 
late father, and the private cosmology 
of the Current has never been more 
personally or painfully expressed. 

The opening instrumental, ’Love’s 
Young Dream’, sets the tone 
musically: plangent guitar chords that 
hang in the air unresolved, while the 
organic tones of the harmonium 
breathe heavily and sadly. This 
ominous overture slides into a brief 
burst of highly charged poetic 
imagery, with Tibet’s hypnotic 
half-sung, half-spoken delivery 
forming a slow, deadly incantation. 
The guitar and harmonium patterns 
recur here and throughout the album, 
giving the music a relentlessly sinister 
atmosphere. 

Tibet's voice continues the 
development begun on 1 998's Soft 
Black Stars, losing some of the manic quality expressed in earlier 
work and finding instead a lilting, lyrical tenderness in keeping with 
the sombre subject matter. The third song, The Magical Bird in the 
Magical Woods', is shot through with intricate shafts of recollected 
detail, while the voice fleetingly sounds a note of reproachful, 
reined-in anger: ‘But your gods made no sound'. Steven Stapleton, 
otherwise fairly restrained here, provides a typically haunted coda of 
treated sounds and tape manipulation. 

It's impossible to overstate the importance of Michael Cashmore to 
the album. He wrote all the music, except that of the long title track, 
and plays all instruments except for the harmonium (on which Tibet 
accompanies himself). As Tibet stated in an interview with The Wire, 
their meeting was a pivotal moment in the development of the 
Current’s sound, since Cashmore is able to enunciate on the guitar 
exactly the emotions that Tibet wishes to express in his lyrics. Here, 
his resonant strums and simple, restrained plucking provide the 
perfect backdrop for the sense of loss and regret that permeates the 
text. 

The album's terrorstruck centrepiece is ’Niemandswasser', in which 
the imagery approaches the delirious: corpses piled up almost to 
heaven, cottages covered in honeysuckle, trails of screaming 
horseflies. As the voice insists ‘we're all dust’, a scouring wind blows. 
A short lullaby segues into the dreamlike, 24-minute title track, with 
its mantric refrain of ‘Have pity for the dead, sleep has his house' 
intoned endlessly into oblivion. 

Faust is something else entirely, a single 35-minute piece inspired by a 
story of the same name (reprinted in the CD booklet) by Count Eric 
Stenbock. Stenbock. a member of the Estonian branch of a noble 
Swedish family, was a decadent writer in London at the end of the 
nineteenth century. Towards the end of his brief life - he died at the 
age of 35 from drug addiction and alcoholism - he was accompanied 
everywhere he went by a lifesize wooden doll that he believed to be 
his son. 

The piece marks a return to the 
Current's pre- Swastikas for Noddy 
mode: dark, mangled slabs of sound that 
form a genuinely disturbing picture of a 
mind in the throes of collapse. Steven 
Stapleton is a malign presence 
throughout from the unearthly child's 
voice that haunts many Nurse With 
Wound recordings to the endlessly vital 
and creative layering of sounds and 
textures. Tibet himself recites 
Stenbock's secret history in a devilish, 
chattering whisper, bells chime softly and 
human souls wail and moan in a 
nightmarish chorale of agony and 
helplessness. 

RICHARD REES JONES 
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Nurse With Wound / Aranos 

Santoor Lena Bicycle 

UNITED KINGDOM. UNITED DAIRIES UD053 CD (2000) 

This Is Steven Stapleton’s second collaboration with the Czech 
violinist and multi-instrumentalist Aranos (Petr Vastl), following on 
from 1 997's Acts of Senseless Beauty. Whereas that album was a 
normal CD release, this is a limited edition artwork; in feet, its 500 
copies may be sold out by the time you read this. Stapleton and 
Aranos painted huge, abstract designs on 8 ft by 4 ft sheets of 
hardwood and exhibited them for one day only at a gallery in Galway, 
with the CD on continuous play throughout the day. Afterwards the 
paintings were cut up into 1 000 six-inch squares, which were then 
turned into the covers for the 500 CDs. 

It may seem egregious, faced with such a perfectly executed 
conceptual art gesture, to discuss the actual music. Thankfully, 
however, Santoor Lena Bicycle is no mere installation piece, but a 
fully realised and welcome addition to the Nurse With Wound 
catalogue. 

One of the most remarkable things about Stapleton has always been 
the way that his strategies of tape manipulation and studio trickery 
resist sounding like dry concrete experiments, being filled instead with 
consummate vitality and wicked humour. These gifts are well to the 
fore here, with Aranos' skirling instrumentation adding fresh layers of 
acoustic energy. 

The album differs from most NWW releases in that it consists of 
mostly short, concise tracks instead of extended, exploratory pieces. 
As a result, there is an unusually wide 
variety of sounds and textures. Some of 
these are more welcome than others: 

Stapleton ill-advisedly indulges his 
occasional fondness for conventional 
rhythmic patterns on the slow nightclub 
groove of ‘Mary Jane' and the disastrous 
kink of ‘Sunset Baby Mother'. 

Elsewhere, the emphasis is on virulent 
percussion and complex, jarring shifts of 
tone. The mood is by turns playful and 
sinister, with stabbing piano and 
skittering violin colliding uneasily with 
deranged scrapings of wood and metal. 

This is the churning, discordant work of 
two gifted musicians: spaced-out, 
hypnotic and shudderingly creative. 

RICHARD REES JONES 

Maybe still available from Aranos. 

Gortadooey, Loughgeorge, Co 
Galway, Ireland 

Elijah’s Mantle 

Legacy of Corruption 

IRELAND, DE NOVA DA CAPO DNDC 014 CD (1999) 

The latest instalment of Mark St John Ellis’ ongoing Goth/Romantic 
project is a setting of poems from Les Fleurs du Mat by Charles 
Baudelaire. This text achieved notoriety on its first publication in 
1857, with the French Ministry of the Interior declaring that it 
‘constituted an act of defiance in contempt of the laws which 
safeguard religion and morality.' The court, in upholding censorship 
of the poems, concurred that they ‘inevitably lead to the arousal of 
the senses by crude and indecent realism.' 

tt 1 s unclear whether Ellis' work is intended as an act of homage to 
Baudelaire or a more daring attempt to reignite the scandal he once 
enjoyed. Either way this album is problematic. At a time when 
outrage is carefully cultivated and stoked in the hallowed galleries of 
the Royal Academy, it’s simply not possible to shock an audience any 
more: we have, all too literally, seen it all before. Baudelaire's 
feverish imaginings no longer resonate with the shock value they once 
had, and whatever residual impact they retain is well and truly 
dissipated here by the stiltedness of the English translations used. 

The major problem, however, is one of interpretation. The life of the 


poems is on the page, where the words are free to create meaning 
and arouse emotion in the mind of the reader. The minute Ellis gets 
his mucky paws on them, those possibilities are closed off. What we 
arc left with are Ellis' dolorous tones, reciting the texts in a 
mannered, declamatory style. 

The music is correspondingly rhetorical, relying heavily on bombastic 
keyboard patterns. 'Je TAdore’ is the exception, and the one 
occasion where Ellis drops the stridency of tone for something more 
tender and hypnotic. Otherwise, this is a misguided and unnecessary 
release. Buy the book of Les Fleurs du Mai instead. 

RICHARD REES JONES 

Sol Invictus 

Trieste 

UNITED KINGDOM, TURSA 024 CD (2000) 

Sally Doherty and The Sumacs 

Sleepy Memory 

UNITED KINGDOM, TIGER RECORDS TIG001 CD (2000) 

Tony Wakeford is the nearly man of the World Serpent family. 

Lacking the tragic intensity of David Tibet, the mad sonic 
inventiveness of Steven Stapleton and even the dramatic flourish of his 
former Death In June cohort Douglas P, Wakeford has over a number 
of albums refined his method into one of misanthropic lyrics and 
unadorned chamber music 
arrangements. 

Unfortunately, this approach fells down 
on a number of counts, all of which are 
in plentiful evidence on this live 
recording from 1999. In the first place, 
Wakeford - as he candidly admits, but 
which honesty helps his case not a jot — 
is a truly awful singer. Secondly, his 
lyrics are a farrago of toe-curfing 
rhymes, rank pomposity and sixth-form 
platitudinising. Thirdly, the music, 
though competently performed, lacks 
melodic interest and thus deprives the 
songs of any emotional pull. 

Faced with the limitations of his voice 
and of his skills as a lyricist, Wakeford 
would be well advised to drop the in- 
your-fece singer/songwriter approach in 
favour of something more abstract and 
impressionistic. For his current 
approach is riven with contradictions: 
he believes that he portrays the world 
as it really is, stripped of modern 
artifice, yet he cannot see that this pose 
is as much an artificial construct as any other. He purports to cut 
through the lies, and in the process reveals himself a liar. 

Sally Doherty, whose backing vocals are by fer the best thing about 
Trieste, makes the sensible decision to go it alone on Sleepy Memory. 
In fact the album was released in 1 998 but has only now gained a full 
release via World Serpent. It’s a beguiling and impressive piece of 
work; Doherty’s oddly pure, affecting voice draws in the listener with 
a series of short, highly emotive lyric outpourings. The words speak 
plaintively of love, loss and memory, backed by a wide range of 
sensitive acoustic instrumentation. Nor is Doherty afraid to tackle 
more challenging song structures, as on ‘Chant’. 

This album would be more at home on 4AD than World Serpent 
there are strong echoes of Dead Can Dance’s more pastoral 
moments, and Doherty's vocals are very reminiscent of His Name Is 
Alive’s Karin Oliver. But Sleepy Memory is in no way derivative. 
Rather, its restrained elegance is evidence of a highly original and 
distinctive talent. 

RICHARD REES JONES 

Many of the above records can be found at World 
Serpent. Unit 7-1-17 . Seager Buildings, Brookmill Road, 
London SE8 4HL mailorder@worldserpent.demon.co.uk 
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Godspeed You Black Emperor! 

Lift Your Skinny Fists Like Antennas To 
Heaven 

USA, KRANKY RECORDS KRANK043 2 X CD (2000) 

The day this record was released the elements conspired to loose a 
deluge of Apocalyptic proportions on most of the country. As I 
walked up to the record shop cold sheets of rain fell out of a grey, 
foreboding sky...and a dark wind blew. How appropriate, I thought 
How fucking appropriate. Because GYBE! have, by default or by 
design, become synonymous with the end of the world. The images 
they conjure with their music and their records' sleeves are of 
blighted wastelands, cities under siege and souls at zero. Achieving 
critical acclaim at the end of a millennium ensured that the 
associations would be intoned with biblical solemnity by all those 
drawn to their church. 

After the bleak and beautiful debut album (fttadmfiniry) and the 
caustically impassioned EP Slow Riot for New Zero Kanada this 
new album came burdened with high expectations, my own 
included. The fires of anticipation had been stoked over the 
summer by CD-Rs of their last spate of live gigs - including a 
triumphant performance at All Tomorrow’s Parties where many of 
the tracks on this album were performed with an intensity you 
don't often hear in the live setting, particularly from all-instrumental 
9-piece bands that for the most part sit hunched over their 
instruments while grainy images flicker on the wall behind them. 

And I wanted them to make up for the disappointment of actually 
seeing them live 2 days prior to the ATP gig. Maybe taking to the 
stage at gone 1 1 .00pm, when most of the audience was leaving to 
catch the last bus home (seeing as it was a Thursday night and most of 
us had to work the next day), is their idea of how it should be done 
but it only pissed off a lot of people. In their various ’manifestos' the 
band seem to have alluded to alternative stances against the Krecping 
Korporate Konformity that threatens to crush us all and how we 
should build 'quiet armies' and take a stand but, I'm sorry, there's only 
so much room in the world for artists' collectives like Hotel2Tango 
(the band's spiritual home and working space) so the rest of us just 
have to go and work for The Man and keep the world turning. We 
turn up for work on time and do what we’re paid to do. Not very 
brave I know, but that's how it is. 

So I bought the album anyway, putting my faith in the band to the 
deliver the sonic goods in the end. I looked past the album title which 
evokes Belle & Sebastian at their most fey and wan and pathetic and I 
ignored the woefully shit cover image of two disembodied hands 
caught in cartoon blast lines. I dismissed the inept but sinister inner 
sleeve art of ordinary people suffering at the hands of The Man (him 
again!) and the minimalist ‘Fuck Facu’ sheet insert and concentrated 
on the music - because that is ultimately all that counts with this band 
and with nearly 90 minutes of material spread over 2 CDs there was 
plenty to go at. Each disc was separated into 2 tracks, each structured 
of various 'parts’ or ‘movements' with titles that veer from dark 
poetry to utter twaddle. 

Track I treads familiar waters with ‘Lift Your Fists...' and 'Gathering 
Storm' - all the band engaged, building to a crescendo, guitars wailing, 
strings counterpointing, drums pummelling. The production is 
noticeably tighter, leaving less space to drift and focussing your 
attention on the details, the chimes in the static in the swarm of 
sound. Both pieces however soon fell into a dirge of despair and 
you're left longing for some shafts of light anything to provide a 
contrast This is the weakest work they’ve done but thankfully the 
only part of the album I would've discarded (and, thanks to CD-R, I 
can). For me the album starts properly with 'Cancer Towers on Holy 
Road Hi- Way' - a piano led-piece that can't help but sound like the 
GYBE! side project A Silver Mount Zion - which is no bad thing. It's a 
haunting melody shadowed by buzzing phantom voices and the hum 
of a faulty generator - to be played at the funeral for the final death of 
hope, if that should ever happen. 

Track 2 is much stronger, centred around a sadly curtailed ‘Chart #3' 
(making the Peel session of Feb 99 where it was originally played 
essential if you want the sublime full version) that fades in to ‘World 
Police and Friendly Fires’ - a powerful track, shoot through with dark 
intent and building Hall of the Mountain King style to a massive 
incendiary climax where the band literally explodes into a speeding 
comet leaving a trail of banshee-howl guitar in its wake. It's the sound 


SAD music 

FOR THE 

END OF THE 
WORLD 


of a riot slowly going out of control: Seattle, Prague, wherever next. 
Pissed off and no longer willing to just moan about it. at last their 
despair is re-directed as righteous anger towards the forces of 
capitalistic cretinousness. 

Disc 2 starts with the voice of an old man talking about his memories 
of Coney Island. He rambles nostalgically of a time when people slept 
on the beach before the first chimes of 'Monhein' drift in to take over. 
It’s a track also featured in the “99 Peel session but this version places 
all the emphasis on the spooky moaning guitar that cuts through the 
song like a night wind. When I first heard this live I was, incredulously, 
reminded of the Star Trek theme tune but now I hear nothing except 
a cry of love and a plea for sanity in a work) gone mad. ‘Broken 
Windows, Locks of Love Part III' starts with a single echoing chord 
like rain starting to fall, slowly growing stronger and stronger. But it's 
not some leaden black deluge of acid piss, it’s the cleansing 
mother lode that you welcome after weeks of evil sickening heat that 
puts the city on a slow simmering boil. 

Track 2 of Disc 2 is the least focussed but perhaps the most engaging 
piece on the whole album as it stutters from found sound of young 
girls singing in French to muffled drones to ‘She Dreamt She Was a 
Bulldozer, She Dreamt She Was Alone In An Empty Field' where they 
reverse the established ‘formula’ by dropping in suddenly at full tilt 
guitars soaring and violin scything, before felling away into a Thomas 
Kdner void that is gradually filled by a Morricone-esque music box 
tune. 'Dcathkamp Drone' (a fuzzed out ghost of ‘Moya’ from Slow 
Riot.) and 'Antennas to Heaven' seem like an unnecessary epilogue 
but without their inclusion (along with some of the other incidental 
pieces) then this material could have been compressed onto one disc 
- one disc that would have been simply too much for any listener to 
endure. Too intense, too desolately passionate and as emotionally 
overwhelming as any of the great art of the past or present 

Dedicated to ‘the empty streets at dawn' this album seems almost an 
anachronism because of its sincerity and it's grandeur - traits so 
unfashionable in these days of facile hedonism. Mlxmag readers would 
rather be exiled on Stornoway than have to listen to this in its 
entirety - which is exactly GYBEI's point. I don’t agree with or 
understand everything they have to say but if people are going to 
change anything then they have to start giving a shit. Never mind 
lifting your skinny fists, it’s time to hammer some sense out of our 
time and place. Shaking your arse all night is not going to change a 
fucking thing. 

RIK RAWU NG 17/1 0/2000 

Kranky Records PO Box S 78 74 3 Chicago IL606S7 USA 

www brainwashed, com/kranky 
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Primal Scream 

XTRMNTR 

UNITED KINGDOM, CREATION RECORDS CRECD239 CD 
( 2000 ) 

Alan McGee was recently caught in the pages of The Guardian 
moaning about the loss of ‘characters’ in modern music whilst casting 
a tearfully nostalgic eye over the heady days of his youth when Johnny 
Rotten, Lee Perry and The Clash were taking it to the people with 
attitude, vim and, in the case of Lee Perry, shitloads of ganja. In his 
criticism of the Mercury Music Awards nominations he asked why 
Supergrass, David Holmes and, of course. Primal Scream, had not 
been nominated? 

This is, of course, 
based on the 
assumption that the 
Mercury Music 
Award is any kind of 
measure of ‘quality’ 
in music. And I’m 
sure that, apart from 
the few thousand 
extra sales that 
come with such a 
nomination, Bobby 
Gillespie & co just 
couldn’t give a fuck. 

To some people 
they still embody all 
the bask principles 
of ‘punk’ and the feet 
that they are all 
geezers pushing 40 
says something 
about the state of 
our nation's youth. 

Not that the Scream 
themselves sound 
‘old’. XTRMNTR 
captures perfectly 
the current musical 
Zeitgeist and makes 
the current rash of 
new bands like 
Coldplay and Muse 
sound like Phil 
Collins. It blasts out 
of the speaker like a 
bomb that can no 
longer contain the 
critical mass of its 
influences. On initial 
listenings you come 
away with your head 
spinning as you try 
to pin down the 
reference points: 

Can, Isaac Hayes, 

Joy Division, Curtis Mayfield. Miles Davis, The Stooges, Chemical 
Brothers. 

Yes, all the ‘cool’ musk press-approved names to drop but the 
Scream are smart enough to at least try and re- interpret all of this 
into their own sound and it only fails when they don’t realise that in 
some cases you just can’t pull it off. That’s why half of this album just 
doesn’t work - the weak tracks are either too timid to display any 
obvious influences or are too clogged, too congested - that they are 
reduced to nothing more than filler. Good filler. Filler that some 
bands would sell their kidneys to be able to have as singles. But filler 
all the same - not that it really matters. Nor does the feet that there’s 
2 versions of ‘Swastika eyes’ on there and the MBV Arkestra remix of 
‘If They Move, Kill ‘Em* that was released on an EP in January 98! 
Because when the Scream get it together they go off like Krakatoa! 

’Kill All Hippies’ takes its cue from soVne priceless spoken word CG 
lingo piffle and pulls in a drilling, incessant bass line while Bobby G. 
does his Prince-with-his-nuts-in-a-vke squeal. ‘You got the money, I 


got the soul’ he declares and the line between political statement and 
ironk bluster is once again blurred. ‘Blood Money’ is a mutant 
collision of blaxploitation soundtrack. Can jam and Miles Davis’ 
Bitches Brew that actually works because of its sheer audaciousness. 
Mani’s machine gun bassline holds it all together while the rest of 'em 
fade in and out, horn blasts as car sirens, tyre screeches... it’s begging 
to be used by the BBC for one of their ‘edgy’ dramas. 

‘Swastika Eyes’ is just a full-on. hard arse disco stomp with a lyrk that 
fells somewhere between Noam Chomsky and Alec Empire. ‘Shoot 
Speed/Kill Light’, featuring Bernard Sumner, is a preposterously OTT 
pastiche of Joy Division and New Order at their most energetic. The 
first track for students it’s almost legal to play air guitar to since ‘She 
Sells Sanctuary*. All good tracks from a band at the top of their game. 


the game being ‘Rock N Roll’ as defined by Mojo, Uncut and Rolling 
Scone - with a little bit of left wing polcmk chucked in to stir up the 
shit. 

However there is one track that transcends all others, the best thing 
the Scream have ever done and the best thing I’ve heard all year - 
‘Accelerator’. It doesn’t just start - it EXPLODES! With its fucked up, 
fuzzed out Ron Asheton riff it is nothing less than the Stooges with 
2 1 st century production values. This is exactly what they would 
sound like now and it sounds fucking great. Kevin Shields adds the 
sound of a jet taking off throughout whkh only serves to emphasise 
that this should be the iaunchpad for any young band out there. 

Forget Radiohead, The Smiths, Stone Roses - all those fools. This is 
what the kids should be doing. Alright, maybe they haven't had much 
of a life outside of school or university so they can’t possibly be 
expected to match Primal Scream’s collective level of experience but 
this self-indulgent miserablism is just holding us back. It’s time to 
evolve, it’s time to mutate. 'Accelerator' is the sound you should hear 
as you crawl out of the sea of diminished expectations and tiresome 
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fucking irony, as you stand on the edge of a brave new world and 
look around you at the possibilities. 

So, to the kids. Shut up moaning and get on with ft* 40 year-old men 
are making you sound tired and redundant before your time. It’s time 
to shit or get off the pot. 

RIK RAWLING 31/07/2000 

Two Stories to every side... 

A Silver Mount Zion 

He Has Left Us Alone But Shafts Of Light 
Sometimes Grace The Corner Of Our 
Rooms 

CANADA, CONSTELLATION RECORDS CST009 CD (2000) 

There’s only one word to describe this CD: sad. This is a sad CD in 
every sense of the term worth thinking. Sad because the musical 
highlights seem to be all bunched up in the first half of the CD while 
the second half slides into chilling and doleful mawkishness. Sad 
because there is only one mood on this CD: sad. Sad because the 
few lyrics sung on this recording could have been written for an 
advertising jingle. Sad because I expected so much more than this 
drippy music from three people from the Godspeed You Black 
Emperor! mother ship. Sad because after discovering that this 
recording is dedicated to a dog that died from cancer, I feel rather 
cheated and think this CD to be manipulative. Very sad indeed. 

If you’re not put off by what I've just said, then I would advise that the 
best bits are tracks 2 and 3. Track 7 is not too bad either if you like 
listening to mournful and coldly distant piano and violin duetting. 
(Those who get the vinyl version of this record are warned that the 
music is continuous.) Much of this CD seems to be blighted by too 
much good taste at times, rather like those historical movie or 
mini-series soapy dramas which boast knighted actors selected for 
their silvery diction and which feature detailed and obsessive 
attention to historical accuracy and faithfulness to the original literary 
piece that inspired the production - and which ultimately fall flat 
because the producers forgot to inject that something extra or were 
too obsessed with appealing to 'good taste'. 

Ultimately, I think even a dog deserves a much better memorial CD 
than this one, which will probably find favour with those of you who 
lap up biographies of nineteenth century Romantic poets spending 
all-too-brief lives bedridden with tuberculosis. As for the rest of us, 
we’re not looking forward to the day when Efrim or one of the other 
Godspeedsters associated with this project arrives home to discover 
that Chloe the cute little kitten is halfway through a meal of Vicky the 
hamster . ♦ . 

JENNIFER HOR 

Side projects I've often been dismissive of, particularly when they 
sound virtually indistinguishable from the group that spawned the 
offshoot in the first place. Surely doing something outside the confines 
of the band proper is the chance for a frustrated guitarist or drummer 
to explore their long- suppressed free jazz or bangin' techno 
inclinations? However, more often than not, the EPs and albums 
produced in this vein are a pale and bloodless imitation of what you 
get when the instigators are at their day jobs. 

And certainly on initial exposure the casual listener would dismiss 
ASMZ as nothing more than Godspeed You Black Emperor! without 
the guitars and percussion and the accompanying waxes and wanes 
between near silence and rock thunder. Seeing as ASMZ is made up 
of Efrim, Thierry and Sophie from GYBE!, and they aren’t suddenly 
dubbin’ for Rastafari, certain similarities are prevalent - repeated 
melodies, found sound - but beyond that this really is quite a different 
beast; more focussed, more heartfelt perhaps and certainly no less 
dramatic or dynamic. The Constellation catalogue goes as far as to 
describe it as ‘plaintive music of chilling warmth’ and ‘desperate, 
mournful orchestrations’ and they are not wrong. 

Essentially you have 8 tracks incorporated into 2 distinctive 
movements. The first - ‘Lonely as the sound of lying on the ground of 
an airplane going down’ - starts with sparse piano that sets the mood, 
followed by loops of radio transmissions by evangelist preachers. 

Their portentous exclamations are repeated until they form a kind of 
accidental melody of their own, before blurring into a fog of audio 


nonsense out of which emerges the piano and violin to shine a light 
that points the way forward to a simpler belief system: that we can 
Rise Above. This is followed by ‘Sit in the middle of three galloping 
dogs’ - the only track to feature drums - a thrilling, insistent rush 
chasing one simple melody... that glides off into track 3 - 'Stumble 
then rise on some awkward morning’ — leaving the drums and bass 
behind as it rises from the ground and soars over the ‘post-rock’ 
cliches and simplistic music press definitions. Always dismissed as ‘sad, 
doomed' music it’s obviously not the Vengaboys but that’s not to say 
that ASMZ are determined miserablists. For all their recognition of 
the grey times we live in there’s no sense of defeat, more a controlled 
frustration and an all-too-often choked back declaration that things 
can change if we get off our arses. It may be wrapped up in 
pretentious titles and lack the directness of Asian Dub Foundation or 
Rage Against The Machine but the message is still there. You just have 
to listen. 

The only jarring moment comes midway through with ‘movie (never 
made)’ where Efrim has a crack at delivering a lyric loaded with his 
now-familiar cut-up cryptic manifesto-speak. ’It’s nobler to never get 
paid than to bank on the shit and dismay' he croaks and whines 
unconvincingly, reminding me that, after the indulgences of Will 
Oldham and the whole ‘alt-country* crowd, Neil Young has got a lot 
to answer for. As phoney as it seems it’s not a bad track, just an 
unnecessary interruption that serves to neatly mark the break 
between the two movements. 

‘The world is sickSICK; (so kiss me quick):’ starts with 1 3 angels 
standing guard ‘round the side of your bed' carrying an inspired choir 
of looped sighs and moans under its wing while ‘Blown out joy from 
heaven’s mercied hole’ features a ‘Hall of the Mountain King’ bassline 
undercut with wind-borne drones, strings, guitar and piano, gradually 
building in intensity as Efrim looses cascading runs across the keys. 

Film makers and TV producers would sell vital body parts to get their 
hands on this music for their pointless dramas (in fact, GYBE! have 
already been offered cash by a car company - they declined) and it 
would be a tragedy to have music with this level of passion and 
import reduced to a pseudo-poignant backing track for a wistful 
moment of contemplation by some overpaid thespian. 

This is music that comes from the heart and mind both - and never 
more so than on the last track ‘For Wanda’ - an almost unbearably 
heartfelt goodbye to a loves one (in this case, Efrim’ s dog Wanda who 
died of cancer) that is mournful and joyous at the same time. Piano 
and violin hold the sad melody while echoes of voices, laughter and 
what sound like fireworks rattle and hum in the background. 

Taken as a whole this is a beautiful piece of music, a reminder to all 
those who care that something beyond the transient and ephemeral 
requires a little bit of time and love and effort. If you aren’t moved by 
it then you have no soul. It’s as simple as that. 

RIK RAWLING 16/09/2000 

Constellation Records, PO Box 42002, Montreal, 

Canada H2W 2T3 
www. cstrecords. com 
mai!@cstrecords. com 

Unida 

Coping With The Urban Coyote 

USA, MAN'S RUIN RECORDS MR175 CD (1999) 

Several phoenixes have risen from the ashes of legendary ‘stoner’ 
band Kyuss but none more vital and insistent than the turbocharged 
firebird that is Unida. At the wheel is John Garcia, former lunghowler 
with Kyuss and possessed of the same rock n roll suss that has made 
Bon Scott and Lemmy such legends. Unida have the riffs, the attitude 
and the crystal clear understanding that true rock is not about irony 
or shock tactics - it’s a pure and unadulterated sense that freedom in 
it’s truest form comes from no-fucking-nonsense ROCK - 1 20mph 
down the highway of myth and fantasy, unashamedly sporting its Stars 
& Stripes on the hood, Firestone tyres, leopard skin seat covers and 
hot 1 4 year old mama in the back seat. 

‘Black Woman’ kicks it hard from the start. ‘Riiiiiiiiiiide with me Baby, 
just Riiiiiiiiii-iiiiiiiide all night loo-oong. Yeah!’ The bass and drums are 
dinosaurs-fucking loud, the guitars are deep sabretooth growls. This is 
how you do it. 
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The tbwdrs had fallen •” 
And the "wind called otit 


let's Mil f orj pgE bankers 
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With his professional demeanour 
let's televise and broadcast the rapijng of Icings 
lot our crovds be fed on tear gas 8 \ plate glass 
'Cos the people united is a won-der-ful thing 


I know that you're dying 
And I know I'm unwell 
And together we savaged 
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Unida come across diamond hard and clear thanks to shit hot 
production and Garcia’s voice is a thunder & lightning combination 
used to thrilling effect. It’s rock the way you always hoped it would be 
played and It* s done with such class that the reference points are 
irrelevant- AC/DC, Stooges, Blue Cheer, Black Sabbath - it’s all in 
there but so is a blistering sense of purpose. They are not pissing 
about, this is not a pose and it’s not just a job. There’s a real sense 
that it's Rock or Die for these guys and thankfully they’ve chosen the 
former option. 

It all winds up with ‘You Wish’ - an 
almost 10 minute song that effortlessly 
achieves epic status as it grows from 
widescreen road movie bass & drums 
score to relentless pummelling 
motherfucker with Garcia crooning 
“Whoah-oooh-Wooah-aoooah- 
Whoooah’ before the geetar takes the 
wheel and drives off into the sunset 
This is one of the debut rock albums of 
all time and one of the best ever made. 

Accept NO substitutes, Unida are the 
real fucking deal. Do Id 

RIK RAWLING 10/07/2000 

www. mansruin. com 


Do Make Say Think 

Goodbye Enemy Airship 
The Landlord Is Dead 

CANADA. CONSTELLATION 
RECORDS CST010 CD (2000) 

The pivotal track on this CD is ‘The 
Apartment Song’ - the rest of the 
music divides into two structurally 
different blocs on either side of this 

track and the division is reflected in the CD’s title. Tracks I to 3 
begin with mournful melodies that build up with repetition and 
additional instrumentation to shocking climaxes with guitar so raw. 
the ears almost bleed. You people out there don’t realise what we 
reviewers have to suffer to write this stuff. Tracks 5 to 7 are different 
from the previous bloc and from one another though there is still the 
emphasis on melodic or chord repetition with at times unintended 
impressions - on the second title track ‘Goodbye Enemy Airship’, the 
repetitive drumming starts to sound militaristic and oppressive. On 
the whole, DMST are very much in control of the music despite the 
variety of styles brought in - rock, blues, jazz and atmospheric 
electronics all blend to create a very agreeable mixture. 



a one-trick pony, playing endless variations on the same concept. 
That’s not quite true but dig the concept - ‘Art Rock via jet engine’! 

Bardo Pond take the wall of noise approach to guitar rock, not to its 
logical conclusion (early Glenn Branca dealt with that) but to their 
own stratospheric plateau where the signals are cleaner, come borne 
on the high winds only to be plunged mercilessly into the distortion 
pedal. The density of the ensuing fuzzswarm is for quantum physicists 
to determine but it’s pretty fucking 
heavy - as thunderous as full-tilt 
Merzbow or Hijokaidan but more 
focussed, more intent on pulling the riff 
out on the rack, stretching it for all it’s 
worth. And shimmering behind the 
thunderheads is the angelmoan of Isobel 
Sollenberger, singing passionate, 
incomprehensible hymns to a blind and 
insane god. 

Lapsed is the band's second album 
proper and it’s the point where they 
learned how to tame the hurricane. 
What had previously been allowed to 
howl along as half-hour tracks were 
now reined in and, where necessary, 
emasculated, leaving only the vital part 
of the body. Compiled with a far far 
heavier sound, partly inspired by 
listening to High Rise and Alice 
Coltrane, they come off the launch pad 
like a V2 rocket and never really quit 
for the next 50 minutes. 

Bardo Pond have often been branded 
with the mark of the stoner art freak 
('In truth, mind expanding substances 
and Bardo Pond go together like 
silicone breasts and a stripper’ opined 
one wag) and. being artists themselves 
in their day job personas, this is a stain 
that’s hard to shift. It’s not that the title doesn’t suit them - the sound, 
the titles, the lack of specific intended meaning - all welcome a gallery 
wall appreciation of their work. It’s just that the force behind the 
sound is so powerful and the results so intense (if you give in to them, 
that is) that no drugs should be required. If you need to get stoned to 
trip on Bardo Pond then you’ve got it all arse-about-face. And as far 
as the ‘art’ goes - well, certainly for me, they’re the closest anyone 
has come to realising a sonic response to Rothko’s black hole 
canvasses - but that’s not to also say that they are avowed 
miserablists. Their tunes are often bright and entirely hopeful - like a 
child’s balloon caught in a storm and few could mistake Isobel’ s 
wind chime vocals for anything other than a sliver of reassuring joy. 


The stand-out track though is ‘The Apartment Song’ which packs in a 
mournful, bluesy melody, discreet sound effects, sombre organ and a 
restrained approach with an appreciation for space into just under 
four minutes. Truly a mini-masterpiece if ever there was one, this 
track evokes the bleakness and despair of modern urban living with 
just the slightest hint of suicide. That’s not to say the rest of the 
musk isn’t good - indeed, it’s very good, it’s just that The Apartment 
Song’ ascends to another level altogether. 

The CD’s packaging includes a choice of two front covers and the 
back cover includes a message in Braille: ‘Thus it is / O son of noble / 
Family / Thus it is’. 

JENNIFER HOR 

Constellation Records, PO Box 42002, Montreal, 

Canada H2W 2T3 

Bardo Pond 

Lapsed 

USA, MATADOR RECORDS OLE210 CD (1997) 

How to define the sound of Bardo Pond? ‘Miasmk roar’? ‘Neo-prog 
rock’? ‘Free form psychedelk bliss out’? Or, as New Zealand guitarist 
and sometime collaborator with BP puts it: ‘Instant Zen, man! They, 
uh rock - but in geologic time’. There seems to be some confusion 
here, surprising really when many of their detractors dismiss them as 


The album starts in full-on mode with ‘Tommy Gun Angel’ - a 
liberating blast of the Pond at ground Zero right from the get-go with 
no waiting around for the slow burn. It’s a sudden headlong descent 
into the maelstrom, mastered at pet- scaring level for maximum effect. 
‘Pick My Brain’ allows some slide guitar into the room while ‘Green 
Man’ shows Mogwai how it’s really supposed to be done. The closing 
track ‘Aldrin’ Is a 14 minute wave that starts far out at sea as a gentle 
ebb before rolling in closer to land, growing in mass and ferocity as it 
pulls in closer and closer to the barren shore. When it finally hits the 
echo of the collision seems to go on forever, chiming out into the 
cosmos, filling the void with passion and desperation and madness. 

Comparisons with Sonk Youth or ‘prog rock’ are laughable at this 
point. No-one else sounds like Bardo Pond and they bear the 
hallmark of all great artists - the ability to absorb their influences into 
their own ideas and desires. The results are as powerful and involving 
as any music you’d care to name. Their now trademark roar is the 
sound of the planet grinding on its own axis, the elements at war with 
themselves and the endless rush of DNA and dust through the 
limitless void that no longer feels quite so empty. 

RIK RAWLING 26/09/2000 

Matador Records Inc. 676 Broadway, New York 
NY 100 1 2 USA 

www. matadorrecords. com 
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Black Liberation and Cosmic Consciousness 

FREE JAZZ FOR ALL 



in by the promise of hearing Zappa and 
other sundry rock big names - and ended up 
being treated to extreme avant-garde free 
music from all those named above, plus Don 
Cherry, Leroy Jenkins, Dave Burrell, Ted 
Daniel, and many others. At least one 
memorable jam session featured Zappa 
playing alongside Shepp, Moncur and 
Freeman, with the former Miles Davis 
drummer Philly Joe Jones and two South 
African musicians - Johnny Dyanl and Louis 
Moholo (who would later record for the 
Ogun label in the UK). 

Seems the crowd went berserk with 
rapturous delight - you know, people can 
actually enjoy so-called 'difficult' music, if 
they are simply given the chance to hear it. 
The Actuel Festival demonstrated this, for 
five incandescent days in 1969. This was all 
an artistic triumph for the musicians who 
had gone there totally on the offchance. 
Much to his amazement, tenor played Noah 
Howard got more attention In 3 days in 
Europe than he had done for the last five 
years in America - where everyone ignored 
this hugely talented musician, either because 
he was black or because he was a ’weird’ 
jazzman, or both. 


aligning themselves with the Black Panther 
movement (Clifford Thornton was refused 
entry to France on the strength of his alleged 
subversive activities, and embraced by the 
French free press as a result), but it might be 
said that many of the other musicians were 
only there for the music. 

Behind the BYG operation were a trio of 
French jazz fanatics, Jean Georgakarakos, 
Jean-Luc Young and Fernand Boruso; they 
founded the label in 1 967, taking their 
surnames' initials to form the acronym. 
Jacques Bisceglia, who met the Afro- 
Americans at the first festival, was a 
photographer and journalist for the French 
underground radical culture magazine 
Actuel, edited by Claude Deicioo - who was 
also a jazz drummer himself, in a band The 
Full Moon Ensemble. Delcloo and Bisceglia 
invited jazz musicians to Paris to make 
records - recording a large number of 
sessions starting in the early summer of 
1 969. These were of course released as the 
BYG / Actuel series of records, of which 
there are a total of 52 issued in lavish 
gatefold LP glossy sleeves, adorned with 
sumptuous colour and b/w photographs of 
the musicians, and with a generic graphic 

design scheme to the typography. 
icd set Some of the catalogue was 
reissued on Affinity. The 
■ — " reputation of these records has 

been steadily growing for the last 
ten years, and original BYG 
pressings (if you can find them) 
Hnk are now worth a small fortune to 
collectors. None of that money is 
going to the artists, of course. 

Very little money went to them at 
the time either (a fret which still 
rankles some asses) - the 
operation seems to have been run 
IpiMB on a shoestring, but financially I 
hSYiijSrSB suppose it was no worse a 
SjjjfwfvB recording deal than most of them 
3 had been stuck with back in the 
good old US of A Besides, the 
Suh I records gave them a chance to 
I record and release the music 
I exactly how they wanted - real 
;■ j personal statements, not unlike 
the ESP-Disk deal. For a brief time, 
these exiled jazz players did 
■* reasonably well in France. Some of 
them even stayed in Paris for a 
while; the Art Ensemble of Chicago bought a 
house in the suburbs to accommodate their 
large collection of instruments. Of course, it 
didn't last for long - nothing good ever does, 
really - but for a brief moment these guys 
had their place in the sun. Now all we can 
do is reap the legacy, through CDs like this 
one which presents a generous sampling 
from the BYG / Actuel catalogue. 

Obviously in 1 969 psychedelic rock was 
enjoying its biggest success, with large 
crowds at the Fillmore and wild psych LPs 


Various Artists 

JazzActuel: A collection of 
avant-garde / free jazz / 
psychedelia from the 
BYG-Actuel catalogue of 
1969-1971 

GERMANY, CHARLY CDNEW 137-3, 3 
x CD (2000) 


A significant reissue for free jazz, and a 
window onto a past time when it almost 
seemed as though music had the power to 
move mountains. In 1 969 the word reached 
the New York City jazz scene of a large and 
important jazz-rock festival in France - with 
lots of big name acts already on the bilL 
including Frank Zappa, The Soft Machine and 
Pink Floyd. Avant-garde Afro-American jazz 
musicians - many of them still struggling to 
earn a crust - heard that they’d be welcome 
to play at this festival, and maybe even get a 
recording date out of it. All they had to 
come up with was air fare to Europe. 
Nothing new in that - jazz tours had been by 
name acts had been taking place across the 
Continent for years, and a lot of 
jazz players even lived over 
there, rather than suffer the 
slings and arrows of living in the 
heart of racist urban White 
America. 

Noah Howard, Frank Wright, 

Bobby Few and others made a 
beeline for the airport when 
Howard got a phone call from 
the great Jazz drummer. Sunny 
Murray. Murray had just played 
at a large Pan-African music 
festival in Algiers in July 1969, 
along with such greats as Archie 
Shepp, Grachan Moncur III, 

Clifford Thomton, Alan Silva and 
Earl Freeman. From here, they 
were met by representatives of 
the small BYG Actuel collective, 
and invited to stop over in Paris 
in preparation for the BYG 
Festival that was scheduled to 
take place in October that same 
year, in Les Halles. 

But this was one year after the 
May Day riots, a time when People Power 
had actually managed to take control of a 
large city for one brief glorious moment; and 
the subversive poison of Situationist slogans 
still burned in the minds of the authorities. 
They suspected (quite rightly) that free jazz 
had the power to incite free thinking, and 
had no desire to rekindle that rebellious 
spirit in the hearts and minds of music-loving 
young Parisians. The Actuel Festival 
therefore took place in Belgium near a town 
called Amougies. The PA system was less 
than adequate, but 75,000 fans were pulled 


a collection of avant qarde/f ree jazz/psychedelia 
from the BYG/ Actuel catalogue of 1969-1971 


SUNNV MURRAY 
ARCHIE SHEPP 
SONNY SHARROCK 
DAVE BURRELL 

SUN RA S HIS SOLAR-MYTH ARKESTRA 
ART ENSEMBLE OF CHICAGO 
DON CHERRY 

MUSICA ELETTRONICA VIVA 
GONG 


Seems also that the French music press had a 
field day writing all this up. Here was 
evidence of the people’s revolution still being 
fought in America, and into that wild music 
they read all sorts of intellectual and political 
possibilities. They projected their own 
fantasies of the Left Bank riots from May 
1 968 and saw free jazz as a vindication of 
that action. There might have been slightly 
too much interpretation going on here. True 
enough, both Archie Shepp and Clifford 
Thomton might come within an ace of 
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selling in considerable numbers. Free jazz, 
which had been struggling upwards since the 
mid-1960s, was in danger of being eclipsed. 
It’s worth remembering this as everyone 
starts blathering on about the so-called 
psychedelia -free jazz connection. It’s a line of 
argument taken up enthusiastically by many 
listeners and critics ever since Lester Bangs 
first proposed it, in his usual off the wall way, 
in Psychotic Reactions and Carburettor 
Dung. As Mark Sinker has observed, in the 
hands of writers like Byron Coley, it grew 
slowly into a new orthodoxy of criticism. It 
was also manifested in the music of Sonic 
Youth through Thurston Moore, and his 
exhortations to go and buy rare free jazz 
records from the 1 960s - because they were 
so wild. Byron Coley and Thurston Moore, it 
is superfluous to remark, are the compilers 
of this box set, and they supplied the 
authoritative and enthused annotations. 

(They formed the small press Ass 
Run record label in the 1 990s, 
whose sleeve art was a witty 
pastiche of the distinctive BYG / 

Actual packaging). Edwin Pouncey 

(who assisted with this comp) 

once dreamed of writing a book 

about free jazz called Acoustic 

Feedback, the title describing the 

effects of say, John Coltrane’s 

sheets of sound, or Albert Ayler’s »*** 

blurtish biows. which are almost 

as good as Hendrix amplifier 

feedback. And let us not forget 

the nexus of activity in Ann 

Arbor Michigan, two years after 

the BYG festival, when Sun Ra 

appeared at jazz-rock festivals 

hosted by John Sinclair. Heavy W 

rock activist supremos MC5 were 

managed by Sinclair, who would 

perform at least one Sun Ra song 

in their act. Their walls of noise 

and feedback - playing the 

amplifier like an instrument - ESy 

were very akin to that of The 

Stooges, who also professed an 

interest in Coltrane. Like jazz 

men, they dreamed of a lasting 

liberation for the people through 

anthemic free noise. 

+#+#+ 


This a sumptuous feast of a boxed $ 
set, but without boring you with a 
linear track-by-track account 
maybe we can endeavour to give 
you some inkling of the various 
strands of music herein. 


AFRICAN ROOTS 


Ever thought jazz was a foreign ! 

language? Maybe we’re all too 
Westernised; free jazz artists endeavoured 
to retrace the roots of jazz in Africa, 
convinced that post be-bop cool jazz had 
lost its way. One way was to use traditional 
or indigenous instruments, particularly in the 
percussion department - and you can hear 
evidence in this box. The Art Ensemble of 
Chicago formed a species of ‘tribal theatre’ 
on stage with their ethnic instruments, their 
costumes, and their painted faces - and 
turned themselves into a living incarnation of 


Afro-American art and music. Don Cherry’s 
‘T eo-T eo-Can’, a duo with Ed Blackwell, is 
very near unadulterated music straight from 
the bush, a lilting acoustic shaker rhythm, a 
chant and a bamboo flute solo. A classic 
from his Mu Second Part LP which I 
recommend. Then there’s ‘Africanasia part I’ 
by the French ‘underground’ drummer Claud 
Delcloo and altoist Arthur Jones, here joined 
by most of the Art Ensemble of Chicago with 
log drums, congas, and three gorgeous flutes 
sounding together as graceful as the flights of 
swallows. A lot of people hate flutes in jazz 
(or hate flutes on record full stop) but not 
me. 

POLITICALLY MOTIVATED 

Free jazz opens the mind, lets you hear more 
than you thought was possible, and leads to 
free thinking. This alone should make 


Andrew Cyrille ♦ into a true revolutionary. 
He is one of the most radical jazz drummers 
ever, along with Sunny Murray and Milford 
Graves. He saw the drums as ‘an open-ended 
instrument of free dialogue’, not just part of 
the rhythm section. He studied African and 
Indian drumming, and his approach was 
thorough; he exploited the possibilities of a 
Talking Drum, tuning the membrane, striking 
it to maximise near-vocal effects; but he was 


also one of the pioneering drummers to 
move away from the rigid pulsebeat. By 1966 
he was convinced too many jazz drummers 
had lost their way, were playing with a 
‘Western vision’ and had forgotten their 
African roots. Maybe he helped politicise the 
drum. Hear his solo percussion workout 
’Pioneering’, and see if you agree. 

The cornet player Clifford Thornton had a 
deep understanding of African histories and 
traditions, which informed all of his work; 
and he promoted the ideology of the Black 
Nationalist Movement, particularly on LPs 
like Free Huey and The Panther and The 
Lash. However on the gorgeous track from 
his Ketchaoua LP. there’s no real anger or 
threatening ‘Get Whrtey’ undertones - just a 
moving plea for humanity, communication 
and unity. He’s joined in this musical 
parliament by Grachan Moncur III, Sunny 

Murray, Arthur Jones and Archie 
Shepp. 

Archie Shepp’s ’Blase’ is slow and 
menacing - its languid ity conceals 
an all-out attack on macho 
Suprematism, expressed mostly 
in the scary recitation delivered 
with style and deliberation by the 
poet Jeanne Lee. The photo of 
her with incredible Afro haircut 

M and earrings speaks volumes, and 

the message is underscored in 
the vicious music, particularly by 
the unusual use of two 
harmonicas with their avant- 
garde blues stylings. Chilling! 
Perhaps not typical of Shepp’s 
playing (check out his Impulse 
release Fire Music if you’re 
uncertain where to start) but this 
devastating work is resonant with 
. t~- complex messages about the 

\ place of the black man’s culture 

\ r in the 20* century. ‘All of 
\ ,£ Ethiopia awaits you, my prodigal 


LINKS TO 
PSYCHEDELIA 

Gong’s dippy song ’Squeezing 
j Sponges over Policemen’s Heads’ 
j \V is the only thing here most like 
l n progressive rock, but it features 
jazz player Didier Malherbe 
r $ alongside the creative force of 
Daevid Allen, the guitarist who 
started out in the original Soft 
Machine - who I need hardly tell 
t iV you were foremost in the UK’s 
AjJI Canterbury Scene and a superb 
IB jazz- rock crossover band. This 
Jh slice of whimsy comes from the 
1971 Camembert Eiectrique LP. 

Daevid Allen also joins his 
former partner Robert Wyatt on 
‘Memories’, a cover of an old Soft Machine 
song, now turned into a stoncr-rock ballad. 

MEV’s ‘The Sound Pool’ is untypical of BYG, 
but brilliant - a concatenation of wailing 
voices produced spontaneously by a large 
group of participants. MEV were formed in 
Rome in 1 966, an all-white combo of 
composers who turned their hand to 
improvising and live electronics, to great 
success; their work was once released on a 
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split LP with AMM, in a way their English 
counterparts. This free-form freakout could 
only have been recorded in the 1 960s. 

LATTERDAY BLUES 


Melancholy, lonely blowing; Miles Davis had 
the ‘sorrow and lostness’, but even his great 
work can sound slick and schmaltzy next to 
some of this raw, bleeding music. Altoist 
Jimmy Lyons turns in the haunting 
‘Premonitions’ from his first LP as a leader, 
more than ably supported by the brilliant 
Alan Silva on bass. More than a mere 
sideman, Silva is kept busy building the 
skeleton to the whole piece, out of 
mahogany bones. ‘Brother B’ is played by 
another altoist, Arthur Jones - a brooding 
bass and moody cymbal brushwork supports 
his plaintive dirge, a mournful and lyrical 
blast highly reminiscent of Charlie Parker, 
whom he also loved. Also in this category 
comes the marvellous ‘Black Suite part 2’ led 
by Jacques Coursil, the West Indian 
trumpeter who grew up in Paris, and who is 
woefully under-documented on record. 
Joined here by Arthur Jones, Burton Greene, 
Claude Delcloo and Anthony Braxton on a 
deep growling contrabass clarinet, he 
unburdens his soul and creates a 
monument to the suffering induced by 
injustice and oppression. Conceived 
and performed in New York with 
other musicians, this piece was only 
finally recorded under the BYG 
banner. It’s a latterday blues 
meisterwerk that’s a reincarnation of 
the best of Robert Johnson and Skip 
James all rolled into one. 

SEMI-COMPOSED / 
INTELLECTUAL 


Anthony Braxton, from his September 
1 969 studio set, demonstrates he was 
already as conversant with important 
20** century composers like Cage and 
Stockhausen as he was with 
articulating the language of avant- 
garde jazz. He continued to exhibit 
these preoccupations throughout the 
1970s with his complex chess-like 
compositions, and was one of the first 
free jazzers to play with a strict anti- 
jazz improviser (Derek Bailey) and 
was also innovative in use of electronics - 
witness his duos with Richard Teitelbaum. 

Pianist Burton Greene’s Ensemble turns in 
‘From Out of Bartok’ which starts off with 
be -bop influenced chords before it takes off 
into the unknown thanks to a splendid Ayler 
esque blast from Arthur Jones. Greene, co- 
founder of the Jazz Composers Guild, was 
conversant with composition and harmonic 
theory, studied visual arts, and contributed 
essays to Sound & Fury magazine. 

Soprano player Steve Lacy is joined by a 
bunch of European musicians for his Rome 
1969 date which produced ‘Note*. Evidence 
is here of his studies of the work of 
Thelonious Monk and his determination to 
forge a new type of improvisation, which he 
had already succeeded in doing on his 1966 
LP for ESP-Disk, The Forest and the Zoo. I 
love this one for its bizarre vocal 
interpolations from violinist Irene Aebi - a 
real puzzler. 


HUMOUROUS 


The Art Ensemble of Chicago sometimes 
conceal their effortless genius through 
clowning, as though they were the Harlem 
Globetrotters of jazz. ‘Get In Line’ is a 
burlesque of an Army Marching song, 
complete with whistles blowing and a 
mocking drill sergeant ordering his raw 
recruits to stand in line. The AEC’s 
rebellious response to these commands is to 
execute the most amazing free-form stop- 
start musical gymnastics, testimony to their 
consummate playing skills. From the 1969 LP 
A Jackson In Your House. 

Bemused laughter also frequently greets the 
notorious Monkey Pockie Boo LP whenever 
I have I have played it for friends. This pits 
the grotesque wailings of Linda Sharrock 
against her husband Sonny’s intense electric 
guitar strummings and chunterings. In fact 
this is not a joke - this amazing 1 970 LP was 
years ahead of its time and is finally growing 
to be appreciated by a new audience. Sonny 
Sharrock’ s attempts to make his electric 
guitar sound a screaming saxophone connect 
this to the MCS line of thought, as rehearsed 



above, and the LP was clearly a huge 
influence on Borbetomagus, The Blue 
Humans, and Stefan Jaworzyn and his 
Ascension combo. 

SUN RA 


Obviously. Who better embodies the spirit 
of what the BYG Festival was all about? His 
track ‘The Utter Nots’ was released on The 
Solar-Myth Approach Vo! 2 and probably 
dates from 1 968, showing that, as Coley and 
Moore put it. The Arkestra was already 
‘philosophically attuned to avant-garde 
concepts of black liberation and cosmic 
consciousness'. Freedom for the black man 
(through politics and an understanding of 
origins) and expansion of the possibilities of 
the mind through invoking cosmic forces - 
who needs LSD? These are two of the 
axiomatic forces of Free Jazz, and Sun Ra led 
the way for many listeners and musicians. 


ALL-OUT COSMIC 
FREAKERY 


If you like your free jazz truly wild and 
excessive, check in here for some 
unstoppable roaring - the legacy of 
Ascension lives on! In fact, the spirit of John 
Coltrane informs so much of this music it’s 
not true. The incredible tenorist Frank 
Wright pays his homage to the master in 
‘One For John / China part 2', a simply 
superb blurtish set where he’s joined by 
Noah Howard on the alto. You can also hear 
the influences of Albert Ayler and Cecil 
Taylor, with whom Wright had worked and 
shared ideas. A fantastic workout. Be sure to 
track down Frank Wright’s two LPs on the 
ESP-Disk label, and works by the Center of 
the World quartet (and see below). 

Pianist Dave Burrell’s ’Echo’ embodies 
everything about the high-energy end of free 
jazz and this 20 minute epic ranks with the 
best of Cecil Taylor any day. This one kicks 
into high gear from the get-go, and stays 
there - an alarming release of ecstatic power, 
where only the strongest players can stay the 
course. Featuring Clifford Thornton, 

Grachan Moncur III, Arthur 
Jones, Archie Shepp, Alan Silva 
and Sunny Murray in a relentless 
marathon workout. 

But even this tornado threatens 
to be eclipsed by ‘The Seasons 
Part 6’ - taken from the Alan 
Silva triple LP Seasons It’s the 
only way to close this 
monumental survey - a 22- 
minute cosmic blast led by the 
bassist Alan Silva, and featuring a 
small army of sax players, 
violinists, pianists and 
percussionists. This was a never - 
to-be-repcated session recorded 
specially at a French radio station 
- an astounding work. Silva was 
one of the few jazzers who did 
quite well out of the BYG deal - 
he stayed in France, and there 
formed the Center of the World 
quartet with Frank Wright, 

Bobby Few and Muhammed Ali. 

The entire BYG back catalogue is 
programmed for reissue as two- 
on-one CDs with most of the original 
packaging art and notes reproduced. I hope 
that this set will inspire you to investigate 
further releases on the BYG label, and 
indeed other works by all of the great 
musicians that were fortunate enough to be 
documented by iL As important a label as 
ESP-Disk. for the way that it managed to 
capture (in substantial quantities) some of 
the most exciting music ever made, at a time 
when its very existence was endangered. 

ED PINSENT 

Charty Schal/p/arten Gmbh, 

Thuringer Str 6- / 0. 6/279 
Graevenwiesbach, Germany 


Essential reading (and cribbed heavily 
for this): Valerie Wilmer, As Serious As 
Your Life (Allison and Busby Ltd, 1 977) 


JAZZACTUEL 
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THE GRAND SCHEME 
REV DWIGHT FRIZZELL 
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REV' DWIGHT FRIZZELL DESCRIBES HIMSELF as a 'maximalist', the diametric opposite of a ‘minimalist’ - in that he has 
thousands of ideas, and wants a broad canvas on which to express them all. Alter burning intensely throughout his youth with 
his films, paintings and music, he unleashed his own private vision upon the world in 1976, in the shape of the lieyond The 
Black Crack LP in 1976. It reached most of us only in 1998 when Clive Graham reissued it on his Paradigm label. The scant 
notes published in Sound Projector sixth indicate I had barely come to terms with it, but just about managed to sense this was 
an utterly unique creation. Through his reissue project, Clive Graham befriended Frizzell, corresponded frequently and 
amassed texts and images from the friendly Rev. He also secured the rights to releaso further tapes of Frizzell’s music, film 
soundtracks and tape collages, which ended up as the Natural Selection CD in 2000. Further, he persuaded Frizzell to play a 
couple of modest gigs in London in April that year, when he was visiting the UK to attend to lecture at the Science Museum. 

Frizzell is a man with many., erm... facets, and although it is rather wordy I’ve decided to let the interview stand with hardly 
any editing. He’s something of a paradox - his works start out extremely parochial, yet they grow into universality. He loves 
his own neighbourhood - his home town, his home state, and somehow finds the W’hole of creation within it, even using its 
specific geography and urban design to shape the very form of his music. For example, the Turtle Music’ from 1976 was 
recorded in McCoy Park atop the midget pyramid, a place Frizzell had for personal reasons elected as a near-sacred site; and 
he exploited the nat ural acoustics of a nearby concrete wall, with its ribbed surface, to give texture to his recordings. 

In Independence Missouri, he found the Mormon church (whose headquarters are based there) on one side and President 
Harry S Truman (who lived and died there) on the other. Religious and political forces meet, and in his world view both are 
shown to have direct links to the Apocalypse, the end of the world. His lifelong fascination with the science of creation and 
Darwinism, expressed with grand musical statements on his new CD Natural Selection, has an added piquancy in that the 
educational authorities of Kansas City (where the Rev teaches art classes) have recently placed an embargo on the teaching of 
Darwin-based theories of evolution in junior schools. It’s Inherit The Wind all over again... 

Like some latterday John Tradescant, Frizzell is a dedicated collector of esoterica - a voracious reader and researcher into 
strange and deep subjects, including Darwinism, creation myths, religion, alchemy, surrealism, early scientific ideas - yet 
someone who is playful and mischievous, and not above cracking coarse jokes in the furtherance of his design. His 'Anal Magic’ 
strategy, launched in the 1970s and applied to paintings and music, seems to have been his half-serious personal charm to 
help him find his way in the world. A loner, and perhaps something of a misfit, who has turned his own social awkwardness 
into an art form and 'got it out of his system' through performing on stage - through music, magic tricks, juggling and jokes. A 
hermit who worked on his films, artworks and texts with the devotion of a monk in the scriptorium; yet altruistic enough to 
gather together a small army of collaborators, friends and musicians around him. Further, a man possessed enough of the 
importance of his own visions to galvanise these collaborators into participating whole-heartedly in his projects. I don’t say 
that they are all completely successful - the later music of Black Crack Revue is rather an acquired taste - but he is hard- 
working. and dedicated to his vision. He seemed to me to be one of the most fulfilled people 1 have ever met. 

Read on for a slew of exciting ideas, wild connections, and an unmissable Sun Ra story ! 


Rev Dwight Frizzell interview 

Date - 14 th April 2000 

Place - Clive Graham's North London flat 

Present - Rev Dwight Frizzell, Ed Pinsent, Clive 

Graham 


first time I had done something like that on that scale. I 
think the largest band we had, in numbers at a gig - the 
most interesting gig we played, we had 25 members, say 
approximately. And it was at the Good Government 
League Youth Rally and we helped elect Richard King as 
the next mayor of Independence Missouri, later he had to 
resign after he got drunk and stole someone’s coat, and 

there was a big stink in the 


EP Can you tell me how the Black Crack LP . 

came about, t J 

DF Sure. Well, I was 1 9 when I made it. I 

released it and produced it, although the ' / 

recordings go back to 1974. At that point I was 

in High School, I graduated in 1975 and I had my W' "W* Tf r* TTJt 

first real band right about that time, called w J Eli -13 iw ^ 

Fredrik’s Cosmic Spaced Out Blues Band, 
comprised of a lot of my mates. And the concert 
band, the marching band, the tap band and the 
orchestra at William Chrisman High School. 

High school friends, some of them quite amazing 
people. Roger Huntsman was in the group, he’s 
not on the record because he wasn’t at that first 
concert, which was at the Second RLDS Church 
Chili Supper. I can tell you the story about that, 
that’s a funny story how that came about. Let me 
just mention Roger and I’ll get to the Chili 
Supper! Roger was one of these people in 
Independence Missouri, who learned to play 
saxophone while under the influence of the Holy i 
Spirit in a Pentecostal Church. Given that also he \ 
listened in the evening sometimes to King Curtis 
records, so he had this kind of soulful bluesy 

thing going on, and this sort of wild spiritualised, to my ears, kind of ancient 
Egyptian sound. He was tapping in to some kind of deep archetypal kind of 
music. He was a marvellous player, amazing player, and couldn't read music at 
all, but played great in the stage band and the marching band and the concert 
band, of course, but he would sit next to the players who could read, and listen 
and pick it up and play their parts fine! So, that band - there weren’t very many 
real improvisers in the group, so I had to write out all the charts and the riffs - I 
was the point person to organise the material for that group, and that was the 


THE BLACK CUAC 


paper about it. And I 
wasn't so much interested 
in him politically, but this 
was just a great 
opportunity to play a gig at 
M a high school gymnasium. 

\ Cl P And we warmed up for 

LJ I 3. ^ another band called The 
Classmen - their big hit 
was ‘Graduation 
Goodbyes’ - it’s a song that 
to this day is played in our 
area. The/ re a vocal rock- 
- pop group. Roger played 

that gig, so this would be 
‘74 or *75. The way the 
band got booked is really 
funny - and this is kinda 
leading up to the album, I 
hope I’m not being too 
circuitous with this! The 
way it happened in terms 
of booking the band, which 
I did too, was that I played 

harmonica and would do these stand-up comic routines, 
and I wrote my own material, and then I would do things 
like Turkey In The Straw’, ‘Oh Suzanna’, then I would do 
some of my own material and jokes. It was kind of a one- 
man stand up music-with-improv kind of gig. It was getting 
pretty popular, and every day in high school I would dress 
a different way. Sometimes I’d dress like one of the jocks...l 
don’t mean Scotsmen, I mean sports enthusiasts! So I was 
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doing these gigs, playing harmonica. I won a talent show, it was high school kinda 
stuff. But the word was getting out I guess, so I was starting to get gigs outside of 
high school, doing my harmonica routines. I played gigs like the Knife and Fork 
Club of the RLDS - the Reorganised Church of Latter-Day Saints. It’s the 
reorganised Mormons, which are a large contingent 
in Independence Missouri. That’s their world 
headquarters. They not only believe that 
Independence is the site of paradise, but also THE 
place - [the] Apocalypse centre! Where Jesus is 
going to return, the New Temple’s going to be 
made, and the rapture - in fact, that spot, called the 
Temple Lot, where the soul is supposed to come 
down, according to the vision that Joseph Smith “9 
had, and they set a cornerstone on the lot when he 
was there in the 1 9* century. The point is that lot is 
about a block and half from where I grew up. So we 
knew all about it. We played football up there when 
we were kids, hoping that maybe he’d come back 
and play on my team! Because I was usually on the 
losing team, and there was hope! 

BP That story's in your film isn 't it, Harry’s Shadow/ 

DF We’ll get to that, but I haven’t quite got to the 
album.J’m moving toward it, and I’m trying to give a 
little background on how some of the components 
of the album came together. So I’m getting these 
calls and playing these gigs like for the Knife and 
Fork Club of the RLDS church, which is the retired 
peoples’ gathering club, where they have 
entertainment and they have dinners. So I got this 
call. I want a warm-up for the Voice of Mission 
Control for NASA. Well of course [I accepted], you 
know, ‘here I am, the space child...’ 

BP What did the audience make of you? 

DF They loved it! Man, I’m doing Turkey in the Straw*, I’m doing ‘Chicken 
Train’, and we got all these older folks, nice people, rather reserved, we had 
them all up clapping and dancing like chickens, flapping their wings, and clucking 
like chickens! And we went over by about ten or fifteen minutes, for the Voice 
of Mission Control, because everyone just went crazy! It was a great gig! I had an 
assistant that played washboard with me at that particular gig, and he also played 
in the Fredrik’s Cosmic Spaced Out Blues Band and orchestra. So I’m getting 
calls - ‘can you come and play harmonica at our Church Chili Supper’, ‘can you 
play harmonica at our Grade School ice cream social', so I'm saying - for the 
RLDS Church Chili Supper, ‘yeah, but you gotta let my band play*. Because we 
never played a gig yet. ‘Oh, we don’t want the band. We want the harmonica 
and your comedy routine’. So I said ‘well, I will do that only if you allow the band 
to play.' So it was a hard bargain, and they relented, and that was our first gig, 
and it’s on the record. I wrote material specially for the Church Chili Supper. 

BP So, they didn *r know what they were getting? 

DF No, in fact I did the harmonica thing, and right after that we set up and 
played, and people were coming up to me while we were playing and asking ‘can 
you please turn it down?*, or 'Can you please stop!’ (Laughs) and I turned around 
and gestured toward the band, and said ’Look at them! Listen to them! Do you 
think I can stop THEM?!’ They were just playing and going, we were into a 
groove, how can you stop such a thing? 

BP And these fart-jokes were coming into the lyrics... 

DF Yeah, ‘Get it out of your system’ and all that. Well, it was a Church Chili 
supper, you know! I thought it was entirely appropriate! There were a few 
chuckles from the audience. 

There were a few more gigs after that, I have some tapes of that material, and 
then I went to art school. I was interested, profoundly interested in art, but not 
in representational art. I never took art classes in junior high, or high school at 
all. I was reading John Cage and Moholy-Nagy, and interviews with Marcel 
Duchamp. I was very much into that kind of thinking, kind of Fluxus or pre- 
Fluxus. I didn't have the articulation of language. I mean I wasn’t talking about 
Fluxus, but I was exposed to a lot of those ideas in high school. So anyway I got a 
scholarship, because I was a film-maker primarily. I don’t know how I became a 
film-maker. I know I was very interested in film very early on, and by the time I 
was about thirteen I was mowing lawns and stuff to raise money to buy film and 
borrow cameras and make movies. I was writing them and shooting them and 
collaborating with people like Rick Miller and there were other people I was 
working with, and so that was really my main focus between the ages of thirteen 
and twenty. And you’ve seen some of those early films, I have about fifty films 
like those. 



BP / thought they were really impressive, and I'd like to 
know more about that too. 

DF Well, I’m trying to get to the album.. .maybe we can 

retrace in a minute! But all this 
figures in, because this milieu of 
activity from which that album 
emerged, and the reason I was 
at art school to begin with, was 
because of having this 
fascination for film. Diligently 
studying film, like watching all 
the classic films, watching 
experimental films, reading 
about film. I mean it was - 
anything that could be 
expressed, any idea, any 
concept, I believed could [be 
expressed in film] - my medium 
was film. So you can tell, in 
those films, they aren’t like 
films that are so filmic in some 
ways, they’re about all kinds of 
conceptual things that are 
going on in those films. And 
that was my challenge. So on 
the basis of my portfolio of 
films, and photography - 
because since I was a film- 
maker I also got interested in 
photography. And we had a 
good photography teacher in 
high school, and I had my own 
four-by-five camera at that 

time. I went to the Kansas City Art Institute, and there was 
sort of a renaissance of activity there. Because there was 
some really amazing work, and amazing teachers, and it’s a 
real rigorous school, extremely - lots of work, in various 
disciplines, when you’re in the foundations department. I 
had some fantastic teachers that changed my life and 
writing and art, more concept-oriented art, dealing with 
perception and everything. It was at Kansas City Art 
Institute where I put together Black Crack and The Sole 
Survivors. And that group would really be my second 
major group after Fredrik’s. It was very different. Much 
more conceptual. Although we did have this narrative, as 
you know, the narrative on the record about the 
possibility of a black hole that had profoundly changed the 
entire universe except a small band of folks who had 
escaped and had been plummeted into an alternative time, 
orthagonal I guess you would say, to the kind of time that 
we know, so this other kind of time zone. And we were 
the survivors of that, and the transportation through that 
Crack was made possible by the time-phasing music. 

You’ve heard it, the metronome that suddenly moves 
outside itself, and starts phasing, and then all these different 
cycles that emerge from it and these things that 
happen... these events... the first concert was a twelve-hour 
concert, the second was a 24-hour concert! Those were 
really the only two concerts with that group. They weren't 
musicians. I guess some musicians came in. It was very 
open. We set up the format, we put all the equipment up 
on the stage, the band and the audience were all down on 
the auditorium floor. And these things would go on all 
night long, and different people would come in but they 
would start very methodically - so that once it became 
very complex, almost anything could happen! And there 
were all kinds of people that came through and were 
involved in those concerts. So there’s a number of 
recordings. The recordings are primarily - instead of being 
recordings, they were double feedback loops, that was one 
of the effects I used to get the time-phasing that I was going 
for. You know, when you feed the output back into the 
input of an analogue tape-recorder, you know what I’m 
referring to. So a lot of those tapes, instead of them being 
really like documentary recordings of the performance, 
they were these remnants of things that had gone through 
the double-feedback loop system, and I kept some of the 
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tapes. Some things were recorded more documentary-style, but there were a 
number of tapes, and that’s what became the first track. 

So I was nineteen years old. and I was extremely prolific then, when I was a 
teenager between thirteen and twenty. Extremely - very intense - I wouldn’t 
really go to sleep until either I’d finished a project, or I knew where it was. And 
I had numerous projects going on at the same time. So the album - the first 
section of course is Black Crack and The Sole Survivors, which was from that 
1975-1976 period. And then Fredrik’s Cosmic Spaced Out Blues Band, which is 
from 1974, is the second part. And then - side two was a completely new thing 
for me, and it was the ‘Turtle Music’. And it was a lot less formal and more 
improvised kind of music, more personal kind of music that dealt with turtles. 
And I had this association with turtles, that’s my animal. Everyone has their 
animal. What’s your animal? 

BP: The cat. Tell me more about the turtle thing. There's this \ Pre- 
Transformation of Turtle to Bird'. ..and something about the l-Ching! Where you 
throw a turtle shell in the fire and read the future from the cracks... 

DF: Sure, that’s where the l-Ching comes from, the reading of the hexagrams in 
a turtle shell. That was just one of the webs of meaning. I keep finding out new 
meanings for turtles. My fascination for turtles was a personal one, because I had 
a pet snapping turtle when I was a kid. I was always fascinated with turtles and 
identified with turtles, and I can’t tell you why - you have this affinity and almost 
always have. I must have been four or five when this turtle thing consciously 
began. So it was natural, when I began this personal more intimate kind of music, 

I recorded most of it up there - it was very much about a particular space. 

About the environment that I was in at the moment, and I was experimenting 
with playing music for a particular space. So when I would play in McCoy Park, 
which is across from the Truman gravesite, by the way - and there’s a midget 
pyramid there. Across the way there was corrugated concrete, so it’s like a 
ribbed surface. And if you would clap your hand, it would come back like 
SHEEWOOH! So you’re getting this phase- shifting going on, with the echo - not 
simply an echo but an echo that is several echoes at different depths, because of 
the corrugated concrete which created a timbral shift. I was fascinated by the 
way the sound was acoustically mapped by the environment. So I wasn’t just 
playing my instrument, I was playing the entire space, and that particular space I 
found fascinating. And Bill Scanlan performed with me and then some of them 
were done at night - police sometimes would come and shut me down. I mean it 
wasn't really loud kind of music! I would perform there in the day, and there 
were kids playing on the playground and they would come up, and I would hand 
out instruments. I mean like every transformation of turtle to bird. I was dealing 
with the image of the turtle and myself as a kind of turtle, the music as a kind of 
turtle. The richness of it - it* s not like it means one thing and not other things, 
but it does deal with insideness and outsideness. It's like when Hermes surmised 
that a turtle shell, when used as a body of resonance, could produce this amazing 
sound, and this music. That’s one of the Greek origins of music. What that’s 
about is music of the environment, music of the sound-scape, music that is 
around us. And it’s curious that in the story, it’s the turtle’s shell that is chosen, 
because the turtle is a creature of insideness, it carries its home on its back, it 
works poetically and imagistkalty as this [image of] mother-consciousness and 
insideness. And so this kind of music was not only personal about this inside 
thing, it was also about the environment around us. And the turtle just 
exemplifies the convergence, and the mingling, of that which is outside and that 
which is inside. And that’s what ‘T urtle Music’ on side two, is about. 


DF Sure, that whole album was edited - lots of edits. 

Then, I had no idea of musique concrete, it was intuitive in 
that sense. There were certain sequences that worked. I 
listened to those tapes, and there were these little notes 
that I made - lots of notes! - about sections that I thought 
were particularly interesting or very successful. Sometimes 
it was a technical reason that they were better than other 
parts, but all the elements were coming together - the 
feedback from the environment, the playing, the people 
that were accompanying me. When everything seemed to 
be converging and it was meaningful, that meaning was 
emerging from the tapes. And not only that, but how I 
could bridge segment to segment, what kind of transitions 
that I could create by editing and layering. There’s a little 
bit of layering on there - not really multi-track, it was all 
done with a multiple reel-to reel, basically editing deck to 
deck for that whole album. That’s how the edits were 
originally done. 

BP What gave you the idea to release this limited-edition 
pressing ! 

DF Well, I was 19 years old - and I had burned Intensely! I 
believed that I would not live past the age of 20! I just 
didn't think it was possible! And like Tim Buckley before 
me, who put out his first album when he was 1 9, I figured 
this was my opportunity and perhaps my last. So the way I 
did it was • of course, I decided I would do it. And then I 
sold subscriptions. Raised all the money. It all paid for 
itself. Sold them in advance to all my friends and family and 
people, believe it or not - my mom helped me a lot with 
the project. 

BP Your mother bought a copy of your record f 

DF Oh sure. I think the record was the least of her 
worries about me, although she wasn’t too worried about 
me. My mom has been really great, she’s been a very big 
supporter. You know I come from a very lower middle 
class family, we didn’t really have a lot I don’t regret any of 
that, because I had a great childhood. Anything that I 
wanted to do - I mean I had friends that were older that 
were really bright, so I had a lot of good role models, and I 
went to libraries every day and read a lot. And I was into 
ventriloquism, for a period of time I was into meteorology, 
then geology, then chemistry - whatever. My mom would 
make sure that I had what I needed - I had a little weather 
set, or a barometer, I had this or that so I could pursue my 
interests. That kind of research is totally ingrained into me. 
To this day I’m a voracious researcher. I use multiple 
libraries, I have about five libraries that I frequent I read 
often. Research and writing is very important to me. It’s 
been ingrained from early on. 

BP You made 200 copies of this record - was this like 
sending a message in a bottle! 


BP Was all of that going through your head, as you made the music / 

DF Yes and no - I mean, I wrote about it in the book and I was thinking about 
these things, but at the moment that I was making the music I wasn’t thinking... 
I’m making it - and this is indicative of most of my work. There’s this richness of 
meaning that's in work that we do, or you hope it’s there.. .and when you 
prepare a piece, or you compose a piece, or when I articulate a process that will 
result in a performance, I hope it’s rich and it’s elegant, and there are all these 
multiple meanings and such, but when I’m playing - I’m playing. And sometimes 
I’m just doing what I need to do at the moment, or being open to the moment, 
or I’m doing tasks which might be just rather technical. You know, just turning 
knobs up here and there and watching the balance of this or that, waiting for the 
entrance of this, a lot of the things I do are very technical. So when I’m 
immersed in the actual performance of some of these kind of works, especially 
the things I’m doing now. I’m just thinking, what’s next? Like with the BCR band. 
Where’s my intonation, am I here, where am I going to enter, am I ready for my 
next line that's coming in, am I cueing the right people at the right time. 
Whatever’s involved in the performance. So I focus on very practical things. The 
conceptual stuff, the mythology and all that - yes, it’s there. But I don’t worry 
about that. It can be rather distracting at the moment you’re performing. 

BP Now ‘ Turtle Music' was edited together, wasn ’tit - lots of live 
segments... what's your approach to editing ? Is it entirely intuitive, or [systematic] 
- do you align yourself with musique concrete! 


DF I didn't think of it that way. My goal at that time was 
to get it out before I totally burned out, which is what I 
thought would happen. And since I didn’t bum out - or at 
least I hope I haven’t - 1 have lightened up since then. A 
little bit. There have been other points like that too. I was 
in a bombing incident. And I survived it - 1 missed being 
blown to bits by just a couple of minutes. I had my feet on 
the desk where the bomb was. I went downstairs and 
about two minutes later it went off and blew the desk to 
splinters. It was a BCR gig too! It was quite interesting. It 
was a great gig, before the bomb! We had an eleven-piece 
band then. Bonded the cones of our speakers to the 
magnets. Events like that give me a chance to pause and 
lighten up when I get stressed out. And the album was 
something like that, it was a turning point between my 
teens and my twenties, my childhood and my adulthood, it 
was a rite of passage. I really hadn't thought of it that way. 
It was very important, I worked on it extremely hard. But 
it wasn’t a message in a bottle, it was - I had no idea that 
people in Israel, or England [would respond so 
enthusiastically]. ..[like] Nurse With Wound. ..when I found 
that out, it was still kind of inexplicable. The way that I 
understand it is, there were people in other places that 
found a kindred spirit in me. And that’s extremely 
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flattering, that’s really good to know. Because I’m like that too, when I find 
people wherever they are and whenever they’re from, even from past times - 
that have had some kind of imaginative experience, or they link up to my work, I 
find that very meaningful. I’m never defeated, like some people are when they 
find someone that did something that they did - and [they say] ‘Oh no! That 
defeats my whole [purpose], the authority that I have over this idea, this 
experience!’ Because I don’t believe in that kind of control. 

EP There s certainly the same intensity in those early films as well. / feel there s 
a real determination behind it all, an incredible driven quality. And yet it also 
seems kind of isolated. The ideas are very strong, and you've got to express 
them. Did you feel alone, when you were making those films, and these 
artworks ? 

DF Growing up in Independence Missouri, it is a rather conservative 
community. Very church-going, it's very Mormon. Sure, I was different than - I 
didn’t have a lot of collaborators, I had a few. But I also had popular support 
politically [at high school], because I was president of the student council, and I 
was very involved politically. But even there, the kind of support I had, even 
though it was broad-based, it wasn’t among the jocks, or the hipsters, or the 
elite, the clique.. .it was everyone else. I believed in political action, and the 
possibility that education could happen, which is the free exchange of ideas. And 
that wasn’t happening on the level of the school board, because each person on 
the board had their own kind of itinerary and goals for what they doing. And it 
wasn’t happening with the administrators, all they were trying to do was keep 
the worms in the can. Wasn’t happening with the students because they didn’t 
give a shit, and just wanted to get out of there. A few teachers were pretty hip. 
And I was very interested in social and political action, so I had informants, I had 
teachers... any infraction of student rights, any censorship, any kind of weird stuff 
that would go on, I would be the first to find out about it. And I had my own 
column in the newspaper, I had this network - I was really poised perfectly. I 
really had a lot of political muscle. All I could do in the final analysis was to keep 
certain forces at bay, I really couldn’t change anything. And it really broke my 
heart. This is important - I hadn't really thought of it this way, but it’s very 
important for the record and the things that happened, there’s this turning point. 
And that was where I realised that I really couldn't change the world to fit my 
concept of what I believed was best, not only for me but for everyone else. 
‘Cause I really had everyone’s best interests in mind, or at least I thought I did. I 
realised that was a very misguided concept. The best thing that I could do was 
quite the opposite of that, and that is to go for that other world, just make it 
happen, rather than being destructive or trying to change or tear down these 
inequities, it is to jump over twenty hurdles and just go for that world and that 
community, that is based on things I believe in. That I can share, and be creative 
rather than destructive. And this is what led to such things as the bands. And the 
album realty came out of that - trying to make a positive contribution and deal 
with the community in a creative way, rather than a politically derisive way. 

EP From what you say - / connect that to this film you made, when you're 
phoning people up and asking for a number so that you can tune your oscillator 
to that number. And all of die people you call, they don 't really want to get into 
it, but somehow they do! And you persevere until they do! / can see you are 
crying to change the community in a small way, and get them to share this vision. 
But I'm not sure what the end product is, or how it improves things! 

DF (Laughter) I’m not either! That’s why I do these things. If I knew what the 
numbers would be, or if I knew what it was going to sound like, what would be 
the reason to do it in the first place? That's pretty indicative of most of my work. 
I’m not an artist that works from some vision that I’m trying to articulate and get 
all these people to orchestrate, whether I’m working with musicians or working 
in film or video or theatre or whatever it is. It’s all about process and discovery. 
It’s not even about what I’m trying to say, it’s not about self-expression largely I 
don’t think. I’m sure there are egocentric things involved. I try to not let that be 
involved, and let the work come first, but it’s more about the process and the 
charged space that's created between all the participants, of which of course I’m 
a major player, but it’s not an authoritative structure or network that I’m trying 
to help create. 

EP It's no wonder you got along with Sun Ra.../'m sure he felt the same way... 

DF Sun Ra - yeah, I think so, you know he was a vessel too, for lots of forces. 

He was an angelic being too, more than a human even, I think from having met 
him, more than anyone I’ve ever met. Ra also comes from an older school. He 
was very much the father figure of the group and he believed that was important. 
And it probably was, for his particular situation. Sun Ra also says that the 
instrument is you. There’s a wonderful and healthy paradox in Ra, as in any great 
artist I think. In his specific case the paradox is between the authoritative kind of 
father figure - guidance and control - almost on a psychic level, too, obviously. 
And I’ve seen him rehearse, and I’ve seen him work with the band. I’ve seen the 
band numerous times, about three dozen times in numerous places. So I’ve seen 
that at work. It’s that paradox between this kind of control and discipline, and 
then the opposite of that - the moment, the spontaneity, the flux of now. You 


listen to any of those recordings, and it’s on fire. There’s 
something just inexplicably unique about each moment, 
each second on any of his recordings. Paradox is 
important, I think. 

EP How did you hook up with Sun Ra / 

DF It was in 1 980. ..a friend of mine was moving to 
Chicago. I’d been initiated to Ra at high school, I got that 
album The Magic City, and it was inexplicable to me. I 
couldn’t quite [understand it] - I’m attracted to things I 
don’t understand. And the Sun Ra record was one of 
those. I was playing improvised music and stuff, but that 
was like - there was something else going on! I couldn’t 
quite figure out what it was, and it was a little strange to 
me. I didn’t listen to it repeatedly, but I did listen to it. And 
every time, there was a mystery there. Then when I put 
my album out, it was 1 976, what happened was that all 
these musicians - and I’m talking about world-class 
musicians! I’d played with my friends in high school and 
you know there were some interesting players there, and I 
learned a lot from them, but they weren’t seasoned world- 
class type musicians. But when the album came out, these 
people started seeking me out, that were in the Kansas 
City area. So I met people like Arnold Young, the 
drummer who’s played with Sonny Simmons, [and later 
with] The Residents, and Snakefinger, he played with The 
Club Foot Orchestra. He’s one of the great musicians of all 
time, I really admire Arnold. But he was a good example of 
someone that found me. And then there was Jim Miller and 
Rob Beckner, who were the second wave of people who 
were connected with BAG in St Louis - the Black Artists 
Group - the Human Arts Ensemble of St Louis. We’re 
talking about players like Oliver Lake, and Julius Hemphill, 
and Charles Bobo Shaw, Joseph Bowie and Lester Bowie. 
He's out of Chicago but he played in St Louis quite a bit. 

So these guys - Rob Beckner was the bass player and Jim 
Miller was the drummer - were living in Kansas City at that 
point, and may have been studying music at the 
Conservatory. I’m not even sure exactly what they were 
doing, apart from getting hold of me! We were hanging 
out, changing our consciousness in various ways, including 
them turning me on to tons of Sun Ra, Albert Ayler, David 
Murray, Art Ensemble. Very intense listening sessions. 

Then I was improvising with these guys, learning a lot 
about improv. How to follow my breath through the horn. 
It was really an amazing experience, playing regularly with 
these guys in their pad, rehearsing and that sort of thing. 

By this point. I’m really beginning to understand some of 
the stuff that Sun Ra was about, both musically and 
mythically. Because of these great friends. So when I heard 
that Sun Ra was playing up in Chicago at the jazz festival 
out on the Navy pier, I wanted to go! A friend of mine was 
moving up there, so I was gonna help him drive his truck 
with his furniture and stuff. Go the pier and see Sun Ra, 
and then catch a ride back to Kansas City. So of course, I 
went. And it was a phenomenal gig. This is 1 980, I’ll tell 
you this amazing story. I get there. I’m at the Navy pier, 
and the Ra Arkestra come out, they’re putting up their 
Ancient Infinity drum, putting up the oboes and the 
bassoons, they’re setting up the stage. Ra hasn't come out, 
no-one’s starting to play. I’m so fascinated I don’t wanna 
leave my seat! But I have to take a whizz! And it’s 
excruciating, you know? I knew if I didn’t do it then. It 
would be during the gig, and that would be even worse. So 
I go off to the restroom. I’m standing there at the urinal 
tinkling, and this image pops into my mind - of Sun Ra, 
wearing something like a mini-skirt and pink tights! Now 
I’m not really prone to religious visions or anything, and 
this was a fleeting image that was just there and then 
evaporated. And I laughed, finished up my business, and 
didn't give it another thought because it wasn’t like 
someone hit me over the head. You know, no burning 
bush or anything. It was Sun Ra in a miniskirt! (Giggles). So 
I’m sitting there, they're coming out and they’re playing 
these wind-driven electronic instruments they had at that 
time. The drummers are drumming, June Tyson comes out 
and she’s doing her rap. The Living Myth, The Living Myth, 
the world was in darkness and darkness was misery.. .and 
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then came RA!’ And then Ra comes out on stage - and Pm not kidding, he was 
wearing a soft gold lame plastic thing with embossed in it ancient Egyptian 
hieroglyphics, and it came down just below his crotch - and then he’s wearing 
pink tights! Sun Ra in pink tights! It was exact fy what I had seen when I was 
standing at the urinal! This is honest to Ra’s truth! It’s unbelievable. So that just 
did it for me. The gig was incredible. They did everything that they do, they had 
a huge band - about 25-30 people in the band. Chicago was their old homebasc, 
you know. And they did *1 Pharaoh’ - the audience went nuts! We were all 
Pharaoh’s children, Ra was leading us, he did the whole rap and everything - we 
had a procession line, everyone In the entire audience, I would say a thousand- 
plus. All in this big procession following Ra all over this place. And then he went 
back to the stage, everyone was on their feet and no-one was sitting down. It 
was an ecstatic experience for everyone, including myself - blown away. It was 
just incredible. 

Afterwards, I just had to meet Sun 
Ra. I’m the kind of audience 

person - I don't go to these B * 

stadium shows, I go to shows bir hv 

where we can talk, we can get 
together and shake hands, wc can 
connect. I know I had to meet Sun 
Ra. So I went backstage, backstage 
was a room - oh God, it was a 
closet! There are 25-30 people 
moving in and out of this room! 

There are suitcases stacked high 
with all their costumes and 
banners and stuff, and there are 
two people sitting on the top of 
the suitcase trying to shut it 
because it’s so full! Pandemonium! 

It’s crazy! And there’s Ra! I had no 
business being in there, but Ra’s 
the kind of person that is very 
open - if the vibe is right- He’s 
always been extremely open with 
me, and really accommodated me 
in such a way that at times I felt 
like a disciple. I felt like the kind of 
information and wisdom that he 
was imparting to me was 
necessary to transmit. I was driven 
in some way to transmit this $> 

information, and have done so 
through having them published. 

Because there have been portions 
published in John Szwed's book 
Space Is The Place. There are a 
couple of segments, quotes from 

my interviews in there, and also in The Pitch newspaper that came out of Kansas 
City. Anyway, this first meeting with Ra was really wild. It was not recorded 
because I hadn’t got to that point I didn’t have this pretension of doing an 
interview with Sun Ra, I just was going to meet him. He was wearing some kind 
of a medallion that had digital numbers on it, that were changing all the time. 

And this was going on during our brief interview, and he was very receptive, 
answered my questions, and we had a really nice conversation. And then of 
course I left in a state of bliss and was very moved by the entire experience. And 
that's when this understanding between Ra and I began. Where we could have 
these conversations, over a ten year period from about 1 980 through about 
1991. I have probably about 1 2 hours of recorded conversations with Ra. 

They’re all good for transcription. I haven’t transcribed them all, but that’s a big 
project. The interviews are special perhaps, I hope to think - Szwed told me they 
were - among people who had connected with Ra, because they were primarily 
on metaphysical and religious topics and issues. Certainly as they relate to music, 
but not so much like ‘Who was playing with you then?* or ‘How did you start?*. 
They were about [the] language Ra speaks, and word equations. He knows a lot 
about etymology. He’s using words in really flip-floppy kinds of ways. He’s 
challenging everyone’s sense of reality - my own. and other people he might be 
talking to. There are many other Ra stories, but that kind of gives you an idea. 

He played Kansas City 26 nights, this was in the early 1980s. The next time I saw 
him was in The Squat Theatre, in the summer of 1 980. I had written some 
reviews, I think Strange Celestial Road had come out on the Rounder label, 
which is a great record. I had written a favourable review of it, published in The 
Pitch, and someone had sent it to Sun Ra. Accompanying the review was a 
picture of me holding the record, because I worked for a distributorship too that 
distributed Rounder. So when I arrived at the Squat Theatre in New York to see 
that show, the guys in the band recognised me. ‘There’s the Rev!’ So they sent 


me right back, and I had a wonderful interview with Ra 
that was recorded then. And ever since then all those 
conversations were recorded. Beyond the Black Crack had 
already come out- The next phase in that same vein was 
BCR, or The Black Crack Revue. And the way that came 
about - there were several factors, but Sun Ra was 
certainly the major catalyst. Yet I needed another excuse. 
The other excuse was a store in LA called The Spiked 
Dog Collar. They wanted a dozen copies of Beyond The 
Black Crack lor their store. It was a specialty store, kind of 
punk and experimental kind of place. Also I was getting 
ready to go to Europe for the first time, that was in about 
1982. And so I sold ten or so copies of the record. Helped 
me get some cash for this trip. 
Also the idea was that since 
there was this group of almost 
cult-like fanatics - that was the 
impression I got after talking to 
these people on the phone -they 
were really into this record. 

Even then for me, this record 
was kind of old history! I was 
moving on. I had a group called 
the Front Two Ensemble. We 
did performance art and theatre 
pieces, there are a number of 
things like ‘Space Egg' and 
‘Congo Song’. I was doing a lot 
of radio work and radio theatre. 
There’s this explosion of 
activity. I’d graduated from the 
Art Institute in 1 980, and I was a 
practising artist in a big way. Of 
course, I was working in jobs - 
my art wasn’t really supporting 
me, but I was very involved. But 
that call from The Spiked Dog 
Collar, plus this 26 nights of Sun 
Ra, and a huge dose and all 
those interviews - I had to get a 
band together! And because of 
that interest in this old record - 
two years old. but it seemed old 
to me! - we had to put a band 
together that in some ways was 
! conceptually related to that 
record. So I had been working 
with a new music collective in 
Lawrence, called Opus. We did 
a lot of improvisational music and some scored -type things, 
and I had done lots of work - in fact Opus is on the 
Natural Selection CD performing a piece that I organised; 
it wasn’t composed by me, but organised by me for them, 
called ‘Vibrating Continents’. Soundtrack to Body Of The 
Film. But Opus kind of split up because Bill Okffather (our 
bassoon player) went off to the North-West to join a 
symphony orchestra. Dr Leon Birk III went to central 
America, doing a conducting gig. It wasn't like we busted 
up. It’s just that everyone had these amazing gigs and going 
all over the world, except myself and the drummer, 
Allaudin Ottinger. So we formed a group Packed Fruit 
which was a duet, and we were having very good success 
with that, packing the jazz house in Lawrence. Then this 
whole thing with The Spiked Dog Collar happened, and I 
said let's get a band together. The Black Crack Revue. Let’s 
go to California. I was working with Ed Herrmann down in 
Columbia Missouri, he played electric bass and electronics. 

I was working with Cliff Baldwin, a great musician and 
conceptual artist who was a friend of mine at Kansas City 
Art Institute. Very prolific and very playful. Very Fluxoid. 

So we got this little collective together and started playing 
some gigs. Tom Aber heard a friend - bought a bass 
clarinet from Dick Small in Lawrence. I found out that he 
was an improviser too, he came over and I said ‘Hey, come 
on down to our BCR gig.’ So he came down to one of our 
early gigs and - brief story about Tom, I'll tell you that real 
quickly. The early incarnation of the band - always very 
rhythmically oriented - perhaps related to that two cycles 
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per second pulse, the primal pulse of the Omniverse or something. There was all 
this mythological content, even then. The Black Crack was always part of it. It 
was also getting into some very archaic religious history, that Sun Ra had actually 
turned me onto, and that’s the Lost Books of the Bible. And the Infancy Gospels 
of Christ, various things like this. So we had a chant that went ‘Lost Books of the 
Bible, Yeah! There’s one in your closet!' And while the band were walking or 
dancing in a circle and everyone’s chanting, I go into my rap - ‘Christ was not 
bom a virgin birth! He was bom to fornication! But Mary was bom of a virgin 
birth! And her mother was bom of a virgin birth! And her mother’s mother! She 
came from three lines of virgin births!’ Then I would tell stories about the magic 
swaddling cloths, the magic diapers of Christ, they’re in the Infancy Gospels. 
Wonderful story. Then there's stories about the magic qualities of Christ's 
foreskin, when he was circumcised. There’s the story that He killed three people 
when he was a youngster, before He got wiser. These are all books that, for one 
reason or another, were suppressed, eliminated and censored from the 
canonical Bible. They're very interesting - who can really say about these stories, 
one way or another, about their veracity! But they do paint a picture of Christ 
being a very human kid, playing along the banks of the river with His other 
neighbourhood buddies, and making little clay figures, and animating them. Then 
when a bully would step on them and drain His little fishpool He would point to 
them and say, ‘Just as you have destroyed my fishpool, so yet shall you be 
destroyed’. And of course the bully withers up Into this little raisin, and drops to 
the ground! Chris does this several times, according to the Infancy Gospels. 

Anyway this kind of chant was an opportunity for me to go into these raps about 
this alternative history, which is the core of the BCR Mythos - as we called it, 
the BCR Reality Bubble, that we try to create when we perform. And Tom 
comes in, right while we're doing 'Lost Books of the Bible’. And he almost left 
just like that, because he had had some unfavourable experiences with some 
zealous religious-minded folks. He thought ‘Oh no - here’s this Rev Dwight 
Frizzell and he's another wacko!' But then when he heard me shout out to the 
audience - ‘Christ was bom to fornication!’, he knew that it was cool. He came, 
sat in with the band, and he hasn’t left since. I think that was our second gig or 
something like that. There was a core of people I already had been working with, 
people I already had a working relationship with. The Spiked Dog Collar was the 
excuse - Sun Ra was the impetus - for The Black Crack Revue. We’re 1 8 years 
into this project. It has 
ebbed and flowed, 
probably flowed more 
than ebbed, but we’ve 
had an influx of new 

people into the band, JRa 

and now it’s almost ‘ y. J 

uncontrollable, we’re up 
to about ten players. 

Gerald Trimble is playing 

hurdy-gurdy and viol de ^ 

Gamba with us, and 
bringing in all this 

traditional Bulgarian and . 

urkish kind music, 

music from ancient JBW fij' j JsT 

troubadours. T om Abet m 

is also studying Bulgarian 
clarinet and traditional 

music, and bringing that ARkS?' j? 

in. We have a singer 
Monique Danielle who is 

opera-trained, but she's ... 

the Soul Sister of all 

time. Amazing singer. IPo 

Joey Skidmore, the rock » ' 

and roller, his singing >'-1 

voice is a cross between 

Iggy Pop Tennessee 

Ernie Ford. Patrick 

Conway, who’s an 

expert in Afro-Cuban 

music, plays percussion 

and alto and soprano saxophones. We have two guitarists now. The band is 
percolating, it’s fomenting, all these people want to come into the fold. We’ve 
kind of thrown up our hands and said ’let's not worry about the finances of 
having a large ensemble, let’s do it!' We're in this extremely creative mode right 
now, it’s really a renaissance in the band. I’m writing new material - for the first 
time I'm writing lots of lyrics, because now I have these amazing singers and we 
have to write material for them. That's kind of a whole new thing for me, ‘cause 
usually I’ll write a melody, riffs and melodies, with a pretty well hung concept 
behind it, but just a few lyrics - like with ‘Teenieboppers in Atlantis' or 


something like this. Of course, you get 50% of the non- 
existent royalties for the lyrics! Interesting stuffs going on 
now with BCR. 

CP / still want to hear about the Harry's Shadow movie, 
and about Natural Selection - your views on 
Darwinism...and what the Universal Church of Life is about 
as well. 

DF Why don’t I go back to Universal Life, because that's 
old history. I insist, because it will set the record straight, 
and also eliminate [misunderstandings] about what the 
whole thing is about. You see in 1 974, I had to register for 
the draft. For Vietnam. This related to Harry T ruman, too. 

I guess the Lottery occurred that year, my number didn’t 
come up, and then the draft ended, all in that same year, 
but I had to register for the draft. In that process - 1 guess I 
should explain that, I was then and still am a conscientious 
objector and a pacifist. There are many reasons for that. 
There are things in my childhood that helped condition me 
to be this way. It is my conviction. I can also look back and 
see how these convictions were formed, or factors that 
might have helped form them. One of them, certainly, was 
the Vietnam war. No doubt I met Nixon in 1969 and I was 
protesting the Vietnam war. He came to my 
neighbourhood. Harry Truman was my neighbour. This is 
what the whole Harry's Shadow project is really about 
This neighbourhood history. It’s rather marginal history. 
The information that's in Harry's Shadowyou're not going 
to find in David McCullough’s book or other writings 
about T ruman. But I think it does illuminate, at least for 
me, the only way I can really understand him is in relation 
to the community I came from and how I traced his 
footsteps, literally. I went to the same grade school that 
T ruman went to, Columbian Elementary. I went to the 
same library daily that Truman also frequented. 

Midcontinent Public Library. Harry’s 
barber was my barber - George Miller. 
Bess’s hairdresser was my mom's 
hairdresser. A tree that I always walked 
by, a Gincko Treloba tree, a very unusual 
tree with the bilateral veins that split into 
two and create those triangular leaves • 
it's a living fossil, around in the age of the 
dinosaurs. That tree was always special to 
^ me when I went to the library I went 

right by it, on Maple Street, which was 
very near Harry’s home and my home 
too. Harry had a relationship with that 
\ tree. He would actually talk to the tree. 

Every time he went by It, he would stop 
and talk to this tree. This was folk history 
that I found out from some people that 
knew Truman, when I was working on 
Harry's Shadow. It was in 1996 and 1997 
when I put that project together. 

Growing up in Independence, having the 
neighbour that dropped the Atomic 
bomb, I took that very personally. I saw 
Independence as not only this kind of 
religious and conservative community 
that it was, but also as a kind of sister city 
to Hiroshima. A place where not only the 
Apocalypse might happen, according to 
the Mormons, but a place where the 
Apocalypse in a way had happened, and 
was always happening, in the way that I 
imagined that if the tables had been 
turned what might have happened in 
Independence. The horrors of that. I still 
view the people who were affected and died in It 
Hiroshima as victims. It was a civilian population. It's very 
troubling, and still is. It’s an unresolvable thing. I can almost 
accept Harry's decision to do it, given that moment in 
history. What I cannot accept is that he never expressed 
any sympathy, any reservation about the decision. I 
undersand the official explanation is that he always was 
steadfast, the President made this decision, and the Office 
of the Presidency always has to be strong. And he never 
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criticised that office. Even though he called Nixon a squinty-eyed son of a bitch 
and a liar, he still was relatively chill about the office of the Presidency, and his 
own actions when he was President. So I found that very troubling. And given 
that, and given the Vietnam war, there’s no way - and given what I know about 
the militarization of our planet, we were talking about earlier - there was just no 
way I could participate in this inhumane scheme. Again, a very personal thing, 
not just a global thing. Very neighbourhood kind of thing. I read Abby Hoffman’s 
Steal This Book! - this would be about 1974. It’s a classic book. Can’t find my 
copy anymore, someone took it! If you want to ensure your conscientious- 
objector status, and you want to escape fighting on the front lines if you get 
drafted and you decide not to flee to Canada or Mexico which were also two 
alternatives that I had considered in case it happened - if you decided to stay, 
one thing you could get is legally ordained. Now in the United States we have a 
separation between Church and State. And most of what the State is, is laws - 
laws to govern and regulation institutions. But since there are no laws about 
churches, there’s no real definition for what a church is. That’s where the 
Universal Church of Life comes in, as this sort of stop-gap agency who will 
ordain anyone and everyone, legally. So I wrote off, and through a free-will 
donation was legally ordained in the Universal Life Church, and I have all the 
legal rights of a priest or a minister, which I am. 

BP Do you have to go through a ceremony for that ? 

DF No - well, figuratively speaking - I had to receive my credentials through the 
Mail. I guess that’s kind of ceremonial. I mean I took it very seriously. Still do. 
About two years after that, people started asking me to perform some weddings, 
and ever since then I perform weddings all the time. Every situation you can 
imagine. Nudist weddings, Buddhist weddings, weddings on tops of mountains, 
weddings in sewer departments, weddings at archery meets, weddings in gardens 
- unbelievable situations, really amazing - a lot of stories there! And they are 
almost always joyous occasions. I’ve evolved a knack for doing it and I take it 
very seriously. We put together ceremonies that are unique and designed for, 
not just for the couple, but for the families and everyone who’s coming. Because 
it’s very important that they are part of the fold. The ceremony is really for 
everyone else but the couple. Usually the couple have their thing to get together, 
they’ve made their commitment, they’re living together sometimes for five or 
ten years. But then they want to open it up and share it with their family and 
their friends, this larger community, expand their relationship and bring them 
into this fold. The ceremony’s so important, it’s kind of a rite of passage, one of 
the very few that we have in our society any more. So it’s a very serious and 
joyous occasion and that’s residual of trying to escape the draft, really. That’s 
how the Reverend part of my name came about. 

BP Yes, but you lived up to your dt/e in a way 

DF Yes, and people called me The Rev, and I changed my signature to Rev 
Dwight Frizell. 

BP So is there like a branch of the Universal Life Church where you live ? 

DF For a while, I had a chartered church called the Church of Universal 
Acknowledgement, with Rev Tommy Gomersall. Our stated purpose was to 
acknowledge everything. But it was such an arduous task that we.. .gave up, and 
just folded the church! (Laughs) There was too much to acknowledge! 

To get back to Truman a little bit, I could just say about Harry's Shadow and 
how that project came about. I shot pictures of Nixon when I met him in 1969 
when I was protesting, in fact there’s a funny story because I had my sign ‘We 
Want A Volunteer Arm/. And so I shook Nixon’s hand, met Nixon, saw my 
sign, saw Pat, and. ..I've seen all the Presidents, because they come to my 
neighbourhood. They just come up the street... Johnson. Kennedy. Ford. Nixon, 
Eisenhower. It almost blinded me too, his shiny bald head! I was right above him, 
just inches away from him, and it was a hot day, and it was the Pcopks-To- People 
programme, and a big parade downtown in Kansas City, and his bald head was 
getting all oily from the heat and his skin...and the sun was overhead, real bright 
hot 100 degrees or something, and it was gleaming off his head and I really had 
to squint to see Eisenhower's head. I’d been collecting material for Harry’s 
Shadow since 1969. I shot the funeral in 1972. I stole Bess Truman’s trash in 
1976. The Secret Service were after me, trying to get it back, I would never 
relinquish it to 'em! My mom made me throw most of it away because it was 
starting to stink! Thoroughly rancid, in my room...l tried to convince her that it 
was of great historical value. Then, when I shot the funeral in 1972, I knew I was 
going to make a movie - but it took me until 1996 really to come to that point. I 
had to be 40 and older to really understand the implications of it, to look back 
on my childhood and understand what it was about, what it meant. The 
unresolvablc aspects of the bomb and Truman and how it shaped my character, 
what it meant to me and my community. To criticise it, to come to grips with it. 
Not to resolve anything, but even to ask the questions that I needed to ask, I 
needed a little distance to look back and understand. 

BP That's what / like about the film - it’s just asking questions. It's not didactic. 
It makes a lot of connections, but it’s not didactic. 


DF Exactly. I want to open it up. 

BP And [you make ] connections to the Roswell Incident 
also. 

DF Oh, certainly. Whatever happened there, and I think 
it’s contentious, even if - I’m not quite certain that a 
spaceship crashed in Roswell in 1947. I am certain that 
something happened. And I find it fascinating. But whatever 
happened, Truman was President at the time - and the 
reports are that he formed the Majestic 1 2, and he was in 
the know. It’s another thing in my neighbourhood - not 
only the bomb, but Space Alien Central! I met him at one 
time when I was getting my hair cut, and he came into the 
barber’s shop with his bodyguard, wanting to get his hair 
cut. George had to finish clipping me before Truman could 
have his haircut, and all I could think about was the bomb. 
The Dick Van Dyke ShovV s on the TV and I’m sitting there 
- and it’s on the tip of my tongue, and I’m gonna ask him 
about ‘Why did you drop the bomb? Were you ever 
saddened by the whole thing.. .did you have any 
remorse...did you ever hear children that were victims 
crying in your sleep V Harry was old enough that he was 
sitting in the chair and his hands were shaking like this, 
back and forth, and he was very jittery. I said ‘Hello, Mr 
President’. And he said ‘Hello’. And I took his jittering 
hands to be an answer. I just couldn't vocalise it. Somehow 
I thought that he was psychically answering me. But it’s 
probably doubtful that's what was happening. 

BP Well you see that would never happen in this country. 
We’re not living in a democracy. We don 't have that kind 
of access to our leaders. 

DF I have a lot of good things to say about him. I mean on 
a larger social-political level. His stand on civil rights was 
quite radical for his time, even for the Democrats - he was 
really on the edge of that movement. I totally admire him 
for that. And he was very sensitive to native American 
rights too. There were a lot of great aspects. But in terms 
of the community that he was part of, from, with - he lived 
in Independence Missouri sixty years! There is no other 
President in the 20 th century, or this century, that lived in 
one community for that amount of time. That lived in a 
modest house, a commoner’s house. That knew all of his 
neighbours, and was accessible to them, and went to the 
library, and had friends that were trees, and went to the 
barber, and went to the Presbyterian Church that was 
around the corner. He walked by my house when I was a 
kid. We had this kind of access to him. He was a product 
of that community, and he was totally integrated with it, 
more than any other President. I’m not a historian. But to 
understand Truman, I believe, you have to understand the 
community. Because that’s his makeup, what created his 
outlook, you know - ‘The Buck Stops Here’. The kind of 
openness, the kind of honesty, his ethics, his character. 
That’s the only way I can understand him, because I can’t 
say I knew him personally. But I traced the same footsteps. 
And I keep finding out all these things, even recently - that 
Truman was there - Truman did this or that, that I did. 

BP Have you had any strong reactions to that film / 

DF Pretty positive. When it was first broadcast on public 
TV, PBS. and KCTV, I had a veteran call me up. Hadn’t 
seen it, but read an article in the newspaper that described 
the movie. And was adamant, was rather pissed-off that 
this was going to be shown. I think just because there was 
a touch of criticism of the bomb. And you’ve seen it, it’s 
not very [tendencious] - 1 try not to take sides about key 
Issues. It's in between the lines. 

BP It just seems more weird, than editorialising. 
Juxtaposing images of war with angels. You have these 
readings from the Book of Revelation, and images of goats, 
which / assume are being prepared for some atomic bomb 
tests... 

DF More like sacrificial victims. I was making parallels with 
the victims of Hiroshima. I was making a connection [with] 
The Adoration of The Mystic Lamb by Van Eyck - the 
sacrificial lamb. I don’t think it’s any accident. It’s no happy 
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accident that the bomb came out of the West - out of Christendom. 

I think there's some paradigmatic view of the world that helped 
create the bomb. The way I look at it, it’s not like technology 
leading culture, there are these deeper paradigms of which 
technology is like a sculptural artefact that we can decode. Then we 
can find out our own darkest and perhaps brightest aspects. But the 
bomb is certainly one of those artefacts to be decoded. And that's 
the way I decode it, and the way I viewed it then and now. 

EP Can you say a little bit about your take on Darwinism and 
Natural Selection ! 

DF This Natural Selection project is * the continuity in it for me is a 

view of our world that was inspired by Darwin. In fifth grade when I 

saw that movie that showed the early earth and the primordial 

ocean which, in chemical makeup is like our blood - and it was 

fermenting and undulating, and the lightning strike, and the first cell 

that was created from those primal amino-acids, and when I was 

exposed to that, I clearly remember it really was a religious 'aaCit 

revelation. Because that continuity of life from the first cell and the 

development into multi-cellular creatures and into fish, amphibians, 

birds and mammals, and into humans, I understood my connection K 

in that. I mean this was not a film really about science, it wasn’t HnpJ 

simply a film about our world. It was about my own history as being 

traced almost in an infinite kind of way. And because of that it was ' 

like a religious revelation, one of my first really mind-opening 

experiences that I can remember. It was a profound one. And that 

became a source and a springboard for lots of things, although I 

never really evoked the spirt of Darwin until recently, in terms of articulating or 

talking about it. But I’ve been researching Darwin for about two and a half years 

now, and I’m developing an opera about his life. You don’t have to be an expert 

in nuclear physics to read Origin Of The Species. It’s a very compelling book. 

There is a kind of religious nature to the vision, and there are so many people 

who have tried to impoverish the notion of evolution, by suggesting that it’s 

totally secular and there’s nothing spiritual about it. Pierre Teilhard De Chardin 

v* isn 't one of those people. ‘Building The Earth’, which is on the CD, is 

specifically about his ideas. It’s kind of a way to orchestrate his ideas and 

process, from the phenomena of man. So the CD bridges this gap between the 

science of evolution and Darwin’s vision, and a more spiritual side that’s nestled 

In It. 
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New Ear docs five concerts 
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m * productions 

Started non-profit corporation to fight the insidious corporate 
mentality that impoverishes communities - The New Musk 
Institute of Kansas Qty 

Directed world premiere of the first computer-generated opera. 
Mozart: An Opera 4* by David Cope, who developed 
programmes in the manner of Moiart 

Interested in contemporary opera 

Wants to create a new kind of theatre, with the emphasis on 
sound 


Got his MFA in sound design for theatre - works with multi- 
channel design and recording 


EP Eve only heard that piece once, but there’s something extraordinarily Writes essays and plays with Jay Mandeville 

complex about it And something quite moving about it as weii. And it did make Radio Work since 1 984 - From Ark to Microchip series 


me think of Parmegiani,, who s done a CD called La Creation Du Monde. It 
had the same kind of sense of grandeur, but also of deep mystery. You were 
saying before about how your written texts can help a listener to understand 
your work, without explaining it away 

DF The words - that's not why the text is there [in the liner notes). There 
aren’t explanations. There are keys, there are contextual, it rubs up against 
the experience of listening. And hopefully in a way that opens the listening 
rather than closing it down. ‘Building The Earth’ has a kind of very epiphanal 
quality to it - I would call it an amoral epiphany, in a way. The energy - the 
synergistic aspect of this grand scheme of which we’re just a part. According 
to Teilhard it’s a parabolic motion that’s moving toward a mega-point, so 
there’s an arc to the shape of the piece, in terms of its comp lex ification. 
When it gets to its most complex point, is also when the whole piece 
recedes, and it almost becomes one sound. Which is kind of an interesting 
moment, my favourite moment in the piece is the ending sequence. 

EP Eve got one final question. Rev Dwight Frizzell ! Can you tell me, what is 
Anal Magic f 

DF Oh, anal magic? (Laughs) That’s a good question! Very poignant question! 
A question I don't know if I want to sit on! Well, we all go through our 
phases...l don’t know.. .one thing, I like the way anal magic rolled off the 
tongue when you say it! (General laughter) Sound poetry! We have our 
phases.. .that was my earliest phase. I always have a sort of a company that is 
the overarching company. Now it’s Wabi Media. That’s from the Japanese 
word meaning the imperfection in things that gives things character. 

Inevitably, all my work is hopefully full of imperfections and character. I hope, 
both. Anal Magic - it’s hard to explain the fascination.-l'm sure it’s a little bit 
of everything, from the sound poetry, to the sexual, to the early kind of anal 
phase that we go through psychologically, which I think I’ve maybe moved 
beyond - I’m not sure if we ever do! So that was the name of my overall 
company. So all my films were Anal Magic productions. Beyond The Black 
Crack was, all my work...l don’t know when Anal Magic sort of petered out, 
so to speak. Sometime there in my twenties, after the album, I quit using Anal 
Magic. So it’s inexplicable. It's one of the mysteries, even to me, of the grand 
work! But I’m sure it’s deep and profound! Well, maybe not cfar deep! 
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FRIZZELL 

RECORDINGS 


Black Crack 
Revue 

Which Earth are we 
on? 

USA, FIFTH STREET 
RECORDS CR-1078 VINYL LP 
(1987) 


A very brief survey of records 
released under che auspices of 
Rev Dwight Frizzell - not a 
discography as such, but it is 
semi-chronological Reviews by 
Ed Pinsent 


! The first to feature his new band, 

described as an ‘Afro Nuclear Wave 
Funk Swing Reggae Tango Band’. In 
1986, the BCR staged a 24-hour 
concert in Kansas City which ran 
the gamut of mixed-media events - 
music, poetry, electronic music, 
radio plays, dancing, conceptual art 
performance, and the show- 
stopping ‘Ancient Egyptian snake- 
dance processional’. Clearly, Frizzell 
was spreading his wings in a big 
way. A record like this can only be 
a severe disappointment after seeing 
a show like that, and would perhaps 
be best purchased only a souvenir. 

It ain’t a bad effort; the Sun Ra 
influence is there in sleeve art - a 

4 fine woodcut by Archer Prewitt 
(creator of the great comic strip 
Sof Bo )), showing a dinosaur in 
Main Street with UFOs in the sky, 
the space-travel title of the LP, and 
songs like ’Teenie Boppers in Atlantis’. The 
music however contains a lot of rock 
elements and is more like Frank Zappa, with 
a touch of the Colourblind James 
Experience. The arrangements are tight, and 
there’s none of the loose freaking -out you’ll 
find on the early recordings above; but the 
musicians are extremely able, and everyone 
is having a good time. It’s joyous dance musk 
with witty lyrics, amusing the mind as well as 
motivating the pedal extremities. 


Beyond the Black 
Crack 

UNITED STATES, CAVERN 
CUSTOM 6104-12 VINYL 
LP (1976) 

Reissued as PARADIGM CD 
PD 06 (1998) 


Earliest known recordings of | 1 

Frizzell’s frazzled projects, t \ 1 

from 1974-1976. The first long rv - } 

track is from 1975, an early [ ’ * 

tape of Black Crack And The 
Sole Survivors; a large combo ^ 

of players recorded live in 
concert. Although musical 1 

instruments are used, a lot of 
non-musical junk is also used 
to make primitive, ritualistk sounds. The 
sound conveys an image of madmen 
possessed, bringing down an apocalyptk 
doom upon the world through their strange 
magic. Completely awesome. Three ‘anar 
tracks recorded in 1974 by the Cosmk 
Spaced Out Blues Band and Orchestra are 
jazzy in a kind of early New Orleans way; 
‘Get it out of your system’ starts off with a 
processional march before freaking out into 
a bizarre arrangement. All played on wind 
instruments, as befits a concert played at a 
supper where everyone was gorging 
themselves on chili beans! 1976’s ‘Turtle 
Musk’ is solo recordings, Frizzell subjecting 
recordings of his clarinet to extensive tape 
treatments, and bringing in environmental 
sounds from the around the pyramid in 
McCoy Park, where he sat taking in 
whatever sounds chance would bring his 


way, including the vokes of children. The 
true sound of an anchorite, this musk passes 
on a feeling of unutterable strangeness. It 
exhibits an abiding interest in the possibilities 
of electro-acoustic music, which reaches full 
fruition on the Creationism suites. 


The original mono LP was limited to 200 
copies. It comes adorned with a huge image 
of a pair of buttocks, apparently ‘shitting’ out 
three tiny figures (DF himself, striking crazy 
poses), with the title scrawled across the top 
in hand lettering; on the verso of the sleeve, 
the track listings are written on the left and 
right cheeks of the posterior. It’s a miracle 
to me that this unique artefact somehow 
found its way into the ears of other 
enlightened souls, like Steve Stapleton (who 
quickly embraced and endorsed it, 
recognising the work of a fellow visionary), 
but I think it’s to do with 

'•Tff fi ffl thc laws °* naturc ’ or 

I particle physics; like 
I particles attract each 
. 'l •• ,^1 other The unsettling 
\ i r ■ I music here is almost 
1 3Q | I totally unrepresentative of 

: 1 what Frizzell would later 
record as part of the Black 
f,’ ' ' I Crack Revue The 

Paradigm CD reissue of 
Beyond the Black Crack 

a u P e P iece 

from 1977-1978, The 
1 Wandering Madness of 
Basilea, The Great 
I Mother’; and a short 
I additional Sole Survivors 
I recording from 1975. 
Other early material. 

«. recor ded as film 

. v . • %£% soundtracks, resurfaces on 
later Paradigm CD. 


BCR 

Off-World Beat 

USA, CITY SPARK CDJ334 CD (1995) 


By this point the BCR - at least 14 players on 
this recording- have become an extremely 
polished and tight unit, and more than 
capable of playing their music which is a 
mixture of jazz, reggae, pop and rock. 

There’s wind instruments and a rock-combo 
type rhythm section. It’s good musk and 
there’s an abiding sense of fun and good- 
times for all, but the high-gloss production is 
a bit too smooth for this listener. The lyrks 
and titles hint at Frizzell’s usual 
preoccupations, eg ‘Turtle’s Head’, ‘Dinosaur 
Breakfast’ and ‘Ancient Egyptian Snake 
Dance’ - the latter of which (a real favourite 
in live sets) is very tongue-in-cheek, straight 
from the soundtrack of a Cecil B De Mille 
epic ‘historkar movie. Frizzell didn’t write 
everything here, it’s a far more democratic 
set-up. Some of the humour doesn’t seem to 
travel - I’m sure that some audiences fall 
over with delight and amusement at ‘Rappin 
Kierkegaard', here delivered with gusto by 
infamous hippie Wavy Gravy; but I don’t 
quite get the joke. One for the ‘faithful’ only. 


129 


The Sound Projector 8ighth Issue 2000 



elaborate, the result of much study and 
rumination on diverse scientific and mythical 
sources, and filled with startling connections 
which verge on the unfathomable. In the 
same way, the work itself attempts to 
convey, in sounds, the maximal amount of 
information possible within its relatively 
narrow time-frame; when the core of the 
work kicks in, there are simply too many 
simultaneous sound events to listen to. 
Glorious stuff. Whether you can understand 


Remaining tracks were composed in the 
1970s as soundtracks to Frizzeirs 
experimental films. The most bewildering is 
that for 1975's ‘First Painting’. The film Is a 
stop-motion animation showing the progress 
of a three-dimensional multi-media work 
with sensuous lumps of brown paint being 
spilled over a richly textured surface, a 
painting filled with junk like broken teeth, 
glasses and crosses. Resembles a Jeff Koon 
movie, without the pop art references. I 

assume that the resemblance to shit 

was deliberate, as a major 'Anal 

Magic' statement. He wouldn’t be 
the first person who's compared 
g; making art to making shit. What you 
.5 hear on this CD is an electronic 
work realised by random means - 
5$ Frizzell set an oscillator going, then 
called up local friends at random 

i asking them to give him a number. 
Their reply would determine the 
next setting for the frequency cycle. 
Since he also recorded the phone 
calls along with the soundtrack, the 
result is an endearing art-prank, yet 
also filled with tension as you wait 
for the next reply. 

Other short soundtracks include 
‘Body Of The Film’, which though 
made in 1 977, had a 1 979 
soundtrack applied from it, a 
(JJrJJ charming and atmospheric 

composition called ‘Antarctica’ and 
featuring the bassoon work of Bill 
Oldfather. Again, the swishing noises 
are rather literal when read as the 
sounds of arctic winds. ‘The Rising Surfs Of 
The Body Opening’ uses another eerie ta pe- 
rn ixage composition as soundtrack, a 
Missouri rainstorm mixed with Dwight’s solo 
sax playing - and sections of live music from 
the ‘Water Breath concert’. ‘Nocturnal’ has 
a soundtrack made of nothing but 
documentary recordings pasted together, 
freely mixing between sounds of nature 
(around the Missouri river area) and the 
artificial (a manufacturing plant, which opens 
the piece). Hearing water bubbles against the 
sound of heavy machinery produces the 
required surrealist effect. 

paradigm@sta/k. net 


Black Crack Revue 

Creation and Apocalypse 
Untold 

USA, BCR INTERNATIONALE NO 
NUMBER CD-R (1997) 


Not an official release - it’s a showcase of 
BCR numbers, interspersed with amusing 
performance and spoken word materials 
which the Rev keeps handy to promote his 
work Also contains excerpts from 
one of his Sun Ra interviews. Kansas 
City is proposed as an important 
centre of spiritual energy, because Jazz Hj 
originated there. Good argument. 


Thomas Aber 

The Hermaphroditic 
Bass Clarinet 

USA, EARTHIS! 991 CD (1999) 


Aber plays bass clarinet in the Revue - B 
here’s he’s joined by Frizzell and Mark B 
Lowry on percussion. They play a very B 
eclectic selection of modern fl 

compositions by obscure composers I B 

have never heard of - Perry Goldstein. B 
Ivana Loudova, Franco Donatoni. Hj 

Roberto Sierra, Claudio Ambrosim, Hfl 

besides a couple of compositions of » 
their own. Veined with intellectual 9 

pretensions, this Is far more serious in ? 
intent than the BCR works, and 
worthy of your investigation. There’s an 
alchemical theme of sorts, indicated by the 
1 7 th century engraving on the cover. 


it or not, this is an extremely rich and 
moving work, has a certain grandeur, and is 
an extremely compelling listen as it builds to 
its magnificent and life-affirming dimax. 

‘Scrat’ is from 1 995, a joint composition with 
Tony Allard and another mixed-media work 
where all the elements - live performance, 
electronic and acoustic music, mature with 
tapes, live mixing, and the natural acoustics 
of the performance venue are all equally 
important to the work. It’s conceptual, too - 
linking the folklore of Scrat Rut (an old 
German hobgoblin figure) to the work of the 
1 8* 11 century inventor Volta, via the 
traditional Maypole dance; en route, making 
observations about the human ‘electricity’ 
that is generated by human energy 
(particularly sexual energy). Frizzell 
demonstrated this briefly at the Red Rose 
Club in London when he ‘wired up’ the 
entire audience to a Tesla coil. Everyone 
held hands to complete the circuit, resulting 
in an audible high tone over the PA - which 
varied in pitch as we were 
encouraged to generate 7L ’ 

more emotional ’ 'A ^ 

excitement, through bodily t -. / 

contact. The recording on \7 j 

this CD is a joyous j '■ ■ 

celebration of the pagan A * j 

roots of man, reinterpreted j 

through the prism of r < r ^__ _ I 

modern technology; it ^ ^ 

exploits the natural energies j H V Q 
of electro-magnetic flux, k \ / 1 
and contains some gorgeous \ 0 V 4 L a 
environmental recordings of il A 0 

birdsong, insects and | ^ 

thunderstorms in among W 

the buzzing noises. 


Rev Dwight Frizzell 

Natural Selection 

UNITED KINGDOM, PARADIGM PD12 
CD (2000) 


The major work here is ‘Building The Earth’, 
an extremely ambitious piece for tape- 
collage work mixing electro-acoustic with 
live performances. Its theme is nothing less 
than the creation of the world. It follows a 
very narrative path. Inspired during fifth 
grade at school by an educational film about 
evolution, and school experiments with 
amino acids. He grew to understand that 
every single human cell contains a code for 
the creation of life, after which the young 
Frizzell started seeing the entire world as a 
great musical score. On ‘Building The Earth’, 
he hasn’t shrunk from his ambitious bid to 
realise a score that might express this deep 
concept After a sonorous reading from the 
works of Pierre Teilhard de Chardin, the 
work proceeds over half an hour from the 
‘local’ to the ‘interga lactic’, In a carefully 
structured 7-zoned narrative progression. 
The strange mix of voices from radio 
broadcasts may remind you of that infamous 
John Cage concert but this isn’t aleatory - 
with so many prepared tapes of ‘historic’ 
materials overlapping each other in exciting 
folded combinations, only about half of this is 
left to chance. As with many of the pieces on 
this collection, Frizzell packs a tremendous 
amount of information into the sleevenotes; 
the concepts behind this work are extremely 


Rev Dwight Frizzell: 
revdwight@yahoo.com 
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Presenting: 

Bass / Vocals / etc - Alan Bishop 
Guitar / Piano / etc - Rick Bishop 
Drums / etc - Charles Gocher 

©©©©©©©©©©©©©©©©©©©© 
Selected releases: 

Kaliflower / Midnight Cowboys from 
tpanema / Dante’s Disneyland 
Inferno / Torch of the Mystics / 
330,003 Crossdressers From 
Beyond Rig Veda / Box of 
Chameleons 

(Best of luck finding any of these in your local Our 
Price) 


Jokers on a 
Waltz: The 
Sun City Girls 

©oo© By Rik Rawling ©©©©©©©©©© 


© They’re not girls, but are they from Sun City ? 

Yes. Sun City is described as a ‘retirement community' on the outskirts of 
Phoenix, Arizona. Similarities with the exclusive and notorious resort in 
South Africa are entirely coincidental and unintentional. 

Since 1994 the band have been based in Seattle where they established 
their own label - Abduction - that has carried all their recorded releases 
since. 

© What do they sound like? 

It’s easier to talk about what they don’t sound like. They don’t sound like 
Eric Clapton. Or Public Enemy. Or The Slits. Or Eminem. Or The 
Pasadenas. Or Cannibal Corpse. 

(The Bishop Brothers’ grandfather was Lebanese and played multiple 
instruments of the kind that don’t usually feature on MTV Unplugged. All 
night jam sessions took place in the man’s basement where friends and 
family played all-night, stoked by killer black coffee and the exotic 
contents of hookah pipes. The vibe was very ‘Arabian Nights’ and 
impressionable young minds were subsequently blown. 

The Arabic/Middle Eastern influence is the strongest theme running 
through all of SCG’s recorded history but they’re not averse to just 
making complete fools of themselves - sometimes just for the hell of it and 
sometimes just to wake the audience out of their stupor. As Charles 
Gocher puts it, playing live is a way to ‘bring out the true spirit of what 
the audience is about, that they like to be abused’. This was clearly evident 
at their first ever live show, supporting Black Flag (???) To a room full of 
skinheads they threw out deranged jazz shapes and the audience 
responded as you might expect - feeding time at the Monkey House. 

Initially it was a wave of aggression but after pelting the stage with 
sandwiches (that Rick Bishop picked off the stage floor and ate) the crowd 
joined them on stage, adding to the racket and deconstructing the whole 
notion of ‘audience* and ‘performer’.) 

© Instruments Played: Bass Guitar, Piano, Electric 
Guitar. Acoustic Guitar, Flute, Harmonica, Mandolin, 
Banjo, Bongos, Drums. 

© Instruments Created: Gypsy Bottle Rockets, Stone 
of the Wise, Cavalry Charge, Jackal Science, Bengali 
Shroud Violin. 

Nowadays they rarely ‘tour’ or play live. They try not to have rigid set 
lists and prefer an entirely improvised approach. ‘If Charlie decides he 
wants to do a 15 minute drum solo using all four of his arms we’re not 
going to stop him. The whole idea is to keep everybody together by 
promoting the concept of uncertainty. It’s good to not know what you're 
going to do next’. 

© Jackal science? (no idea) 

(There’s an amusing rumour that a gig advertised as ‘The Sun City Girls 
play Live In Seattle’ was actually them playing the Coltrane LP of the same 


name over the PA system of a local restaurant.) 

They’ve been referenced by Will Oldham and others who talked 
about recording a song ‘in the Sun City Girls vein’. As there’s no 
one discernible SCG ‘sound’ you can only conclude that he was 
name-dropping for effect, not realising that the main response to 
such a statement would not be an approving nod to the man’s 
awareness of ‘obscure cool’ but rather the question: Who the 
fuck are Sun City Girts? 

They are a joke band. Like Green Jelly. Like The Residents. Like 
King Crimson. One big joke and the laugh is on you. 

© Selected track titles: 

© 'Lubricated Forays' 

© 'I Knew a Jew Named Frankenstein' 

© 'BOBBY SANDS' 

Q Vomiting Diamonds' 

What’s the point? 

Why the fuck not eh? Why not ‘just do it’? It must seem 
incomprehensible to some that anyone would want to make 
music like this and then present it in such a wilfully perverse 
manner. Limited edition releases. No tours. No agendas. No 
public image. 

No chasing the bone of fame. It just doesn’t make sense. What a 
lot of effort just to make a (mostly) discordant racket for the 
amusement of yourselves and possibly a dew like-minded souls 
with more money than sense. 

© You’ll never get anyone on MTV pulling stunts like that. 

© Even the Butthole Surfers are on MTV. 

In the end it comes down to personal expressions of the most 
intense kind. Something that’s almost an extinct commodity in the 
popular media is genuine human emotion. 

To bust through the slick veneer of daytime TV, Sunday 
supplements and the sitcom stage set we need to go to extremes 
- and by extremes I don’t mean pierced cocks and ‘Jesus Is A 
Cunt’ t-shirts; such pantomime games are just another 
conformity. I’m talking about digging deep inside ourselves and 
pulling out the sum of our experiences on Planet Earth - all the 
bile and rage and frustration, all the joy and passion and 
inspiration, all the perversity and stupidity. Make pictures. Write 
words. 

Make sounds. Just make sure it comes from your fucking heart 
‘cos we are all, deep down inside, sick of the lies we are told 
every day of our lives. 

Sun City Girls aren’t lying, it just may not be a truth you were 
expecting to hear. 

©©©©©©©©©©©©©©©©©©©©©©© 
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Sun City Girls 

Carnival Folklore Resurrection: 

1) Cameo Demons and Their Manifestations 

2) The Dreamy Draw 

3) Superculto 

USA, ABDUCTION RECORDS NO NUMBER 3 x LP SET (ND) 


Breaking what for them is a lengthy silence 
(the last SCG release I could track down 
was I998"s 3 CD compilation Box of 
Chameleons) is this 3 album release, 
bringing almost 2 hours of fresh sonic lunacy 
to these needy ears, pummeled into 
submission by an unrelenting spew of UK 
Garage and teenage girls squealing 
breathlessly about ‘something’ being ‘deep 
inside*. 

I've listened to these albums quite a few 
times now and rt's fair to say that this is 
some of the most insane shit I’ve ever 
heard. It’s either all totally improvised or 
they are so competent together that they 
can fake improvisation altogether! 

Whatever the case it fust seems that these guys turn up on the day with whatever 
instruments ‘feel right’ and off they go. Tunes for the milkman to whistle aren't 
exactly forthcoming but it’s never a racket - well, only sometimes - and even then 
it’s to suit the mood of the piece. Anyone tracking SCG's long career may argue 
that they must have started repeating themselves by now. . .but I doubt It. Because 
just when they’ve finished messing with marimbas or broken banjos there’s always a 
biscuit tin to bash away on. Whilst they always remain respectful to the dominant 
African and Asian influences it’s their massive contempt for Western music’s 
obsession with conventional structure, peacock-feather displays of ’musicianship’ 
and slick/pseudo-slovenly production values that fuels their engine. Stuck for 
inspiration? They watch MTV for 5 minutes and then they're off. . ..howling, 
strumming and pounding away like men possessed. 



Which brings me to the first album in the series - Cameo Demons and Their 
Manifestations - an eerie and primal collection of home-made percussion and any- 
instrument-you-can-think-cf (exact details unavailable and probably irrelevant) 
workouts that terrify most household pets when played at sufficient volume. Over 
the minimalist backing sounds there are myriad variations on the shaman's call - 
guttural snarls and grunts, high-pitched wailing and on 'Garlic and Mirrors’ an 
amusing pastiche of Zom and Eye's trademark 'scream and skronk’ routine. Midway 
through the set, recorded during June 1997, the piano is brought in to add some 
more traditional gra vitas to the proceedings but they just can’t resist flipping over 
the expectations of the listener. On the title track there's a break to clear a 
phlegmy throat that leads to a long rasping Exordst-styie demon rant backed up by 
some bongos and rattling sticks. This would be truly terrifying used at the right 
point m the right horror film - but who the fuck would be insane enough to have 
the SCG on their soundtrack? 


Beneath the jokers facade however there’s a serious intent and one that’s often 
overlooked by those who've lazily and wholly inappropriately compared them to 
the Meat Puppets and even the Butthole Surfers! SCG have traveled to many parts 
of the globe and interacted with many indigenous people's for whom music is more 
than just some ’cool tunes' to have on in the background. They bring a spiritual and 
ritualistic aspect to what they do and sometimes those wacky titles aren’t just 
throwaway jokes. That’s why Cameo Demons means what it says - It’s tribesmen 
around the fire calling up the spirits - except these tribesmen don’t want to save 
their crops or ward off the juju - these guys are wearing Halloween masks and 
want to know what’s to be done about MTV? 


From there they drop straight into ’Legendary Fingerprint Recognition’ You've 
heard ‘prepared guitar' - how about 'ruined banjo’? Insane hillbillies struggle with 
frost-bitten fingers and Moonshine-addled brains to play their own version of 
Stairway to Heaven’. I’m not kidding, that’s what it sounds like. Topped off with a 
vocal performance that manages to combine Jello Biafra and the entire cast of 
1.000.000 Years 5CTHIS is the track you need to get rid of those unwanted party 
guests. Are they taking the piss? You bee 

They end on a high note, in 
obvious party mood, with 
‘Lunar Gun-point 
Recollections' - upturned 
box for drums, free-floating 
sax and what sounds like a 
Russian singing backwards. 

At about the 5 minute mark 
they collectively lose the plot 
as Boris lets out a primal 
scream and the rest of the 
band explode in a cacophony 
of cymbals and alto-blasts. 
They've been as serious as 
they can be for the majority 



of the album - let them have this moment of Monkey House indulgence. 

The Dreamy Draw recorded May 1 998 is a much more minimalist and 
sober collection. 'Extinct Special’ is a. dare I say it beautiful piece of piano 
and minimalist percussion It wants to a sliver of brazenly cheap poignancy 
and it works because its so honest in its intentions. Like dawn over an 
empty downtown street the scarred melody evokes a strangely affecting 
mixture of sadness and joy. emphasised by the drifting tuneless whistling 
at the end. From then on the album is almost solely played with 
percussion instruments - various drums, xylophone, marbles clicking 
against one another - with only the occasional muffled vocal to fill the 
void. The complete abandonment to primitive sound sources isn’t jarring 
at first but after the 2 1 minute title track where you get nothing more 
than sticks hitting bits of metal you long for some return to Earth. The 
final track ‘Rotation Flotation’ provides just such a return but while the 
pots & pans percussion theme continues but there’s now piano and 
accordion vying for melodic attention in what could be SCG’s homage to 
the history of French cinema. 

This is not an easily accessible album. It’s hardly Masonna but to ears 
more used to Travis and Radiohead it’s going to sound ridiculous and I 
wouldn't blame anyone for saying ’No. not for me, mate’. Personally I've 
had my fill of the straight and narrow and I want to be taken into areas 
not previously explored - and I suspect anyone with the slightest sense of 
intrigue is going to quickly get past the what SCG are doing and want to 
know where they are going. Because SCG are a journey - not |ust around 
the world with all it’s myriad musical possibilities but also into the 
dreamscapes of the collective unconscious. 

Supeccuko. it is claimed, was recorded in just one day - 1 3 September 
1 997 to be precise. If anything this album sounds like a summary of their 
career to date, a culmination of their collective possibilities and a 
celebration of what they have achieved. By 'achieved’ I don’t mean bullshit 
like ‘sales’ and fame’, they are way beyond sound trivial concerns. If they 
really wanted the phat Benjamins then they wouldn't have released these 
albums in limited editions of 1000 copies each and they wouldn't be 
playing barking mad tracks like ‘Mopti Ghetto Still’ - a tuneless rag and 
bone assemblage of child's xylophone and the aforementioned knackered 
banjo. My better half walked in while I was playing this track and she 
quickly exited the room, asking in all seriousness: 'Are they taking the 
pissf 

Elsewhere there’s a snake 
charmers homage to 
Coltrane on ’Thrill Code’, 
a post-rock pastiche on 
‘Ruins of an Old Casino' , 
the lo-fi grunge-in-reverse 
cacophony of 'Now 
Playing’ and 'The Gospel 
According to Riilfy Jo 
Jones' a free-for-all jazz 
stumble that wouldn’t 
sound out of place at one 
of John Zorn's Cobra 
events (something SCG 
have yet to be invited to). 

They finish off with ‘Elvis 
On A Shoestring* which 
sounds like their own 
unique take on some 
forgotten 70s TV show 
theme. 

The/ re all over the shop 
on this album. They hit things, they strum things, they blow into things, 
they bark like dogs and grunt like pigs. There's nothing they can’t do - 
except maybe reggae. 

After 20 years of playing together SCG have been going as long as some 
‘supergroups’ and they don’t have much to show for it except a long and 
unique back catalogue of 'what the fuck was that?' and a potential that 
you sense has yet to be fully realised. Their name is dropped by lesser 
performers who are desperate to acquire some of that all-important 
obscure coolness' so necessary to shift ‘units' across the US college radio 
circuit Their records are as rare as rocking horse shit but when they end 
up in second-hand shops they usually go for a couple of quid 'cos no-one 
knows what the fuck to make of them. They defy glib categorisations by 
the very nature and breadth of their work. 

After a dead decade of tedious fucking irony and fake poses they are a 
necessary signifier of the way forward because they ARE taking the piss 
but they are deadly serious about it 

This is music for anyone but not for everyone. Decide which applies to 
you and make your move - and if you still need convincing - they once 
did a track called ‘Your Bible Set Off My Smoke Alarm’. 

It doesn't get any better than that. I mean it 
RIK RAWLING 18/09/2000 

Abduction PO Box 96 / / Seattle WA 98 109 USA 
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Quadraphonic 

Quadraphonic 

UNITED KINGDOM, MARK ALLAWAY / 
HORACE CARDEW HCACD 1 CD 
(1998) 


THI-IHI-THI-THE 

DISC-URATOR’S 


In trying to write about this I confess I feel a 
certain degree of sympathy with those sterling 
individuals who compile the share investment 
reports for The Buddhist Times. My experiences 
with saxophones, or at least those which I would 
call pleasurable are limited to a few Clock DVA 
albums, and the hornsmanship of the imaginatively 
named Yehudi Storage Heater from The Cravats. 
Oh. and ska of course what with my being from 
Coventry and all. But as for jazz and aH that falls 
under that broad umbrella. I'm afraid it seems as 
good as a foreign language to me. You, dear 
reader, may be left bewildered by the appeal of 
Miami bass, or indeed remain incredulous were I 
to enthuse about Eazy E's bram-mehingty 
unpleasant (but still fucking fantastic) ft's On (Dr 
Dre) !87um Kitta EP. but for me, it is jazz that has 
more than a touch of the alien about it. 

Or rather it is probably the detritus of associations 
the genre has accrued over the years. In truth, I 
have tracks by Dianne Reeves, Herbie Hancock. 
Donald Byrd, and Cassandra Wilson that all light 
the fire, although I had to dig out the sampler CD 
to check both the names, and the tracks to make 
sure memory was not playing tricks. Of the stuff 
which brings me out in hives, my irritation is due 
mainly to what seems like musicianship for it's own 
sake. Technical virtuosity will never replace sheer 
raw emotion, which Is why all the Pink Floyd songs 
in the world could never lure me away from my 
prized copy of the first Sham 69 1 2* on Step 
Forward Records. In addition, much jazz seems to 
me, an attempt to reanimate the achievements of 
its own pioneers, taken out of context by being 
transferred from a setting of extreme desperation 
to one of luxurious coffee shop opulence - a 
continuation of the tradition where the songs of 
slaves working on plantations under inhuman 
conditions, which were sung partially as a means of 
trying to stay sane, became source material for 
blacked up minstrels performed in order to 
alleviate the boredom of wealthy land owners. 
Finally, jazz, like the crap 90% of Rcasso's 
work. Jim ’interesting’ Morrison, and - aargh - 
John bloody Lennon, is one of those 
untouchable sacred cows for whom anything 
less than unrestrained love is a sign that It's 
about time you got a fresh length of baling 
string to hold thy sack up. and anyway, that big 
pile of dung out by the pig sty isn't going to 
shift itself you know. 

So it’s something of a relief to hear this CD. 

It’s not my imagination. I can after aH. listen 
without prejudice. Quadraphonic is the baby of 
Mark AHaway and Horace Cardew. son of 
Cornelius Cardew. and just to get the genetics 
over and done with, this doesn't sound 
anything like The Great Learning , which is the 
token Cornelius Cardew piece I am vaguely 
aware of having heard and enjoyed. 

Quadraphonic is based around four principal 
players who alternate between various 
saxophones and clarinets, joined on a few of 
the tracks by a rhythm section. I have to admit 
when I saw the line up I nearly shat myself for 
reasons that are probably evident from the 
preceding paragraph. Happily though, the 
musicianship, which sounds purty dam fine to me 
(although bear in mind that I may not be the best 
judge - see comments about dodgy 70s punk band) 
never goes into pointless mathematical overdrive 
at the expense of the stuff that tickles the 
lugholes. There’s plenty of those jazzy harmonies 
that I'm too clueless to be capable of naming, 
which for some reason evoke images of New York 
during rush hour. At one point a Latin element is 
skilfully introduced without the necessity for 
sombrero wearing or the consumption of tequila 


O DEN O 

RECORDS ARE OUR CINNAMON BAGELS 


that lesser artists might stoop to. The bulk of it 
for want of a better description, reminds me a 
little of a funkier Michael Nyman (which is 
probably because of the violin) or Phsltp Glass, not 
so much in terms of the end result but more 
because the inventive chord sequences and time 
signatures work towards rather than against 
something I could just about whistle on the way to 
the boozer. What I am perhaps trying to imply is 
how it's all highly melodic without any traces of 
the cheesiness that could lend itself to soundtracks 
for Godawful American sitcoms. At the same time 
it is adventurous without dissolving into pointless 
abstraction. Evidently, as I'm probably the last 
person to realise. jazz can move on from all that 
stuff that eludes my comprehension, and be truly 
modern in a sense that isn't desperately trying to 
convince itself of such a description. There is true 
warmth and feeling in this album, and quite frankly 
I'm amazed that I now have a jazz CD that I know 
will get played more than once a year. Another set 
of preconceptions taken out back and worked 
over with a length of two by four. Expect glowing 
praise for Carlos Sultana. ..or rather Santana next 
issue. 

WAR ARROW 


Dion McGregor 

Dreams Again 

USA, TZADIK TZ7404 CD (1999) 

Definitely the best Tzadik CD release of 19991 
Imagine a CD of old tape recordings made in the 
1 960s of a man talking out loud in his sleep? Yes. 
snigger all you like - you're welcome to believe 
that there's no way these recordings can be for 
real and someone was faking them all but youH 


still have to admit that the 20 tracks offered by 
this CD are among the funniest and most bizarre 
monologues you'll ever hear in your measly little 
lifetimes. 

For example, consider the bawdy ‘Little Willie 
Song* in which McGregor sings(?) about Willie 
Smite whose distressing encounter with a spider 
causes him to have a couple of accidents involving 
his bladder and bowels. McGregor later decides 
to analyse what he's just sung but the analysis 
proves even more distressing for Willie Smite. 
Anyone know the phone number of the surgeon 
who fixed up John Bobbitt? (Only kidding, folks.) 
Or consider what’s Involved m managing a private 
menagerie of rare and exotic animals in The 
Collection’. In which the owner is planning an 
unusual breeding programme to preserve the 
various species. The unicorn is to be mated with 
the werewolf and the mermaid with the centaur - 
but does a mermaid lay eggs? Other bizarre tracks 
indude Thought for the Day’ with its interesting 
conundrum for school age children, and 'VuMna’ 
which involves a performance that is fortunately 
lacking in teeth. 

You might think that if these recordings are 
authentic, then the subject Dion McGregor must 
have been a tormented and sexually repressed 
soul with an ambivalent attitude towards 
women. However, the booklet that 
accompanies the CD tells us that McGregor 
( 1 922- 1 994) was actually easy-going and 
gregarious, preferring to watch old movies with 
friends than to push his ultimately unsuccessful 
acting and songwriting careers. 

The narrative structure of McGregor’s ‘dreams’ 
are perhaps the most astonishing aspect of 
these recordings. The drama in each 'dream' is 
a fully realised world in itself following its own 
plot and bizarre logic to a usually unhappy or 
frightening conclusion at which point the track 
often ends with McGregor screaming himself 
awake! Many tracks on this CD would work 
well as one-man radio plays though the sexual 
undercurrent would have to be toned down 
drastically for a mainstream audience. On many 
tracks, the sound of city traffic can be heard 
dearly in the background. 

Thi> CD is a sequel to a record called The 
Dream world o f Dion McGregor (He Talks In 
His Sleep) which contained ten of McGregor's 
somniloquies and was released in 1964 by 
Decca Records. The album cover was 
illustrated by the late Edward Gorey. I certainly 
hope that there'll be a follow-up to this CD and its 
out-of -print predecessor, as apparently over 500 
recordings of McGregor’s sleep narratives were 
made over a seven year period in the 1 960s. Put 
Dion McGregor Screams Again - I mean. Dreams 
Again - on your shopping list if you want 
something to amaze all your friends at your next 
party! 

JENNIFER HOR 

Tzadik 61 East Eighth Street. PMB 
126. New York. NY 10003. USA 
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Theme 

On Parallel Shores 
Removed 

UNITED KINGDOM, FOURTH 
DIMENSION / TREMOR RECORDINGS 
FDCD62/TRDMCD02 CD (2000) 

Lots erf things are happening on this CO - things 
like bass undercurrents trying to be dark and 
hypnotic plus trip-hop rhythms, spoken word 
passages, loops and bits of noise here and there - 
but the overall impression I get when all has been 
said and done is of music that's mostly ordinary, 
not at all memorable and lacking in atmosphere. 
Tracks like 'Rirallcl Meaning Now (ftirts I and 2)'. 
‘Touch Lights’ and 'Unfolding Other (Balanced)' 
are dominated by leaden synthetic percussion 
rhythms we must have heard once or more than 
once too often in the past. The ninth track. 

‘Several Terminal Nevers'. I found to be rather 
cheesy with its tedious loop of a woman 
exclaiming 'Oh God!' as though she's forever 
dropping cocktail swizzle-sticks down her dress _. 
yes. this is the kind of fashionable cocktail party 
soundtrack you'd expect to hear at posh 
contemporary art gallery openings where the 
guests turn up in all-black leather or FVC clobber 
and wrap-around shades (though the weather 
outside is overcast) to nibble on adult versions of 
fairy floss and discuss post-post-modem 
architectural styles. Now 
that you've al seen this 
review, I don't expect 111 be 
invited to such groovy 
soirees in the foreseeable 
future. What the heck. 

JENNIFER HOR 

PO Box 63, Heme 

Bey. Kent CT6 6YU 

Various 
Artists 

Mar/ino: The 
Complication 
Series 

USA. MAR/INO 
RECORDINGS, CD 
[CDS2558?], (1999) 

All the artists and tracks 
featured on this 
compilation can be found 
on various discs (some of 
which may still be awaiting 
release) on the Elsie + Jack 
Recordings label. 

Proceedings begin with a 
mighty monster medley of 
excerpts of works by people such as Crawl Unit, 
Rapoon. Shifts, Monera and Brume among others, 
all following one another in a surprisingly seamless 
way despite the range of styles in the passing 
parade: ominously deep drones, dreamy 
up-and-down sound scapes, moaning guitars, 
galloping rhythms, juddering sheets of metal, burst 
of noise and sandblasting textures to name a few, 
not necessarily in the order I’ve given. Those who 
are but mere babies to the world of Elsie + Jack 
Recordings get a tantalising taste of what is to 
come and what other E+J recordings are available. 
Much of what follows on this compilation doesn't 
disappoint. 

A group of four guitar-dominated tracks follows: 
first cab off the rank is Shifts (one of Frans de 
Waard' s many incarnations - I have a CD of his 
under the name Kapotte Muziek which is a more 
tape collage-oriented project) with ‘Raw Uncut', a 
tremulous, vibrating piece punctuated by echoing 
plunks in the background Then we have Tabata's 


space/ and cosmic Viva! Revolutionc!!’. The space 
rock theme continues with Subarachnoid Space 
and Walking Timebombs' 'A Better Feeling' which 
starts a little slowly and messily but quickly settles 
into a flowing rhythm with guitar solo and 
background guitar npples, quite self-indulgent as 
such music is apt to be at times but hypnotic and 
moving all the same. Finally September Plateau's 
pleasant little meandering piece 'Useless 
Diamonds' ensures that our daily listening quota of 
guitar music is fully topped up. Very nice. 

The next group of three tracks involves the use of 
found sounds and random noises: Brume's 
‘Ersatz-SteNungen’ is the most interesting and 
structured of the three though Aube's 'Closed' is 
not bad. If you sneeze at the wrong time, you may 
miss the FM Synthesis track. Bringing up the rear is 
Track 1 2 Monera's ‘Locomotor Structure' (there 
are actually only 9 tracks but between Tracks 8 
and 1 2 there are unnamed filler tracks) featuring 
lots of rumblings and echoes of what must be 
distant and ageing machinery operating in a thick 
haze of Its own making. One may be reminded of 
the bleak industrial landscape with its puddles and 
smoke in David Lynch's famous movie tribute to 
the joys of parenthood and family life, Eraserhead 
After Monera, you can turn the CD off as the rest 
of it is monotonous wafting filler which also 
pervades the spaces between tracks. 

JENNIFER HOR 

www. eisieandjack com/marino 


Radiohead 

Kid A 

UNITED KINGDOM, EMI RECORDS 
CDKIDA 1 (2000) 

The advance word for this album did not bode 
well. Browsing all the reviews in the ‘music and 
lifestyle' magazines that clog up my local WH 
Smiths it seems dear that something was wrong 
The air of anticipation had been palpable as it was 
announced that the Best British Rock Band ™ was 
set to release new material. There was much 
debate and speculation over the traddist and the 
title and it was all very ‘exciting’ for the fans - and 
the media that Mkes to swindle them - alike. But, 
having finally got to hear Kid A each and every 
reviewer seemed bemused, puzzled and in some 
cases 'Let Down*. Barely 45 minutes long. No 


tunes. Shades of (go on, say it) ‘jazz’ and nothing 
you could really p*ay air guitar to. WAf even went 
as far as to suggest that it was the ‘sound of five 
men disappearing up their own arses’. Nobody 
seemed to like the album but didn't want to look 
foolish in front of their (media) peers by being the 
first to suggest that the Emperor was boRocko. So. 
begrudgingly, they all gave it 7/10, 4 stars, ‘Good’ 
when, from the underlying tone of the reviews, it 
seemed obvious to me that they had all hated it. 

So it's time to get off the fence apart from 2 or 3 
tracks this album is fucking awful. Because it's not 
an album. It’s not finished. The majority of the 
songs here are very much works-tn-pr ogress (at 
best!) - incomplete not fully realised and 
absolutely not ready for release at £ 1 2+ a throw 
to the general public. 

Much has been made of Thom Yorke’s sudden 
veer towards an influence from the Warp Records 
back catalogue and it's fuRy evident though it's an 
influence he‘s failed to assimilate into his own 
aesthetic. He wears the experience of listening to 
Boards of Canada, Aphex Twin and Autechre on 
his sleeve and the tracks most influenced by these 
cited artists are such blatant facsimiles that I can't 
quite believe that he thought he could get away 
with It - unless under the guise of some half-arsed 
‘homage’. If he is ashamed of what Radiohead has 
become (‘21st Century Prog- Rock ) and looking to 
‘deconstruct' well, I applaud him for daring to try 
but this is not a good start The best track on this 
album is The National 
Anthem' which, like Primal 
Scream did on XTRMNTR 
looks to meld a driving rock 
'beat' to free jazz histrionics 
and it succeeds. Amidst all 
the bleeps and fuzz this 
track stands out as the one 
point where the band were 
firing on all cylinders. The 
rest of it is just repeats of 
the OK Computer formula 
or non-descript bits of aural 
fluff, the kind of shite you 
get on The Wire Tapper 
CDs these days. 

As for ‘the band* - where 
are they on this album? 
Down the pub most of the 
time, I would suggest, leaving 
Yorke and the studio boys 
to piss about on Sound 
Forge, only coming back in 
occasionally to 'jam' and play 
Resident Evil 2 Considering 
how many new tracks that 
feature the full band playing 
have been aired at recent 
live shows and don’t appear 
on this album it seems dear 
that this is a calculated two’s 
up to their audience and 
their critics. Everything 
about it - the crap title, the 
unfinished sounds, the truly abysmal packaging 
design (which makes OK Computer's execrable 
imagery look like Miles Davis’ Live EvU in 
comparison) and the deliberate obliqueness of the 
whole venture is a huge disappointment and the 
one I think most band members will, in years to 
come, admit was 'a mistake’. 

RIK RAWLING 09/10/2000 


Various Artists 

Touch 00 

UNITED KINGDOM, TOUCH T_ZERO_0 
CD (2000) 

Another chocolate box of goodies from the Touch 
label, which by its title implies some form of 
Millennium Dome-styled showcase for modern 
composers of import. It’s not the best compilation 
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they have realised, however, and contains 
more than a few real clunkers. Part travelogue, 
part documentary, part fiction - these samplers 
are like postcards from overseas. I have found 
these comps moving and effective in the past 
but this one misfires on virtually every other 
track. In the Experimental Electronic area, 
there’s Ryoji Ikeda (monotonal bleeps). Daniel 
Menche (gritty static energy fields), Philip )eck 
(the usual scratchy records). Hazard (more 
gloomy Icelandic Ambient chill), Biosphere 
(avoid like the plague), and Mika Vainlo (the 
usual droning kilohertz) Ftiilip jeck at least is 
never less than moving and nostalgic, but the 
remainder of these, though competent 
enough, arc somehow rather inessential. 

People Like Us turn In a good one. though, 
ioined by The Jet Black Hair People and 
Wobbly, to create the usual hilarious and 
subversive escapade. 

The documentary recordings come from Chris 
Watson (prayer calls in Morocco). AER 
(Salisbury Cathedral tour guide), Chris Watson 
again (North Ethiopia celebratory singing), AER 
(water fountains from some place In France), and 
Tobias Frere-Jones. On his track, titled F-Hz 
(# 1 90736. 1 996)' he makes music from the 
weather, processing measured readings from a 
Meteorological Observatory into a kind of 
systems -based music. Not bad at all - this is the 
kind of surprising revelation which you could 
usually depend upon Touch to bring to your 
attention. Chris Watson's African recordings, 
singing tribes and prayer calls, I find somehow less 
interesting than those of animals - but these still 
remain moving, and alien. 

Bringing the CD’s total of tracks up to 2 1 are the 
linking fragments of found recordings which Touch 
seem to specialise in. One of these is strangely 
compelling (the air traffic control radio noises 
from Moscow), but the rest have a smug 
pretention to Zen-like simplicity that is infuriating 
- as you can surmise from titles like 'Naming a 
Flower' and ‘Relationship Volume'. 

The ideals and aims of this unique British label are 
impeccable. The people involved are intelligent, 
and motivated by a real desire to educate and 
elucidate their audience - and how many labels 
treat their audience like human beings, let alone 
discriminating ones? As is evident from the oddly 
juxtaposed photographs by Jon Wozencroft (of 
which there 1 2 in all. arranged in a clever 
symmetric and eye-catching pattern. Touch 
records are trying to make us see and hear the 
world anew, find surprises in even the most 
familiar things. When they succeed, they do it 
admirably. Touch 00 certainly has its moments, but 
I feel that on balance at least half of it could have 
been left on the shelf. 

ED PINSENT 

13 Osward Road London SW/7 

7SS. vyyvw.couch.demon.co.uk 


After Crying 

Struggle for Life 

HUNGARY, PERIFERIC RECORDS 
BGCD 054-55 2 x CD (2000) 

Once in a while I need a release like this to 
remind me that progressive rock needn’t be about 
poor Genesis or Floyd copyists or. worse. West 
Coast pop with twiddly bits. True, at times this 
double live set from Hungary's top prog combo 
(and how many others spring to mind to challenge 
that?) does approach prog-by-numbers - their 
identikit version of King Crimson's ‘Starless' not 
only boasts a guitar tone that even Fnpp would be 
hard pressed to tell apart from his own. they've 
got former Crimsoid John Wetton guesting on 
bass and vocals: the illusion is complete. 

Elsewhere there’s much that’s After Crying’s own. 
While they wear their Crimson and ELP 
allegiances prominently enough they manage to 


dovetail dark tritones with organ sections that 
wouldn’t be out of place in a Tarkovsky 
soundtrack. They also indulge in some 
frighteningly accurate unison playing - the 
standard timbres of prog are augmented by 
virtuosic trumpet and cello. Entirely absent Is the 
flat, featureless guitar-dominated mush we 
associate with most neo-progressive bands such as 
Maritlion or Twelfth Night. There is a distinct 
stretching-out that dare I say. fulfils the remit of 
progressive rock by actually progressing' musically 
(a rarity in a genre that is most interested in 
remaining static). Overall After Crying 
demonstrate invention, commitment and 
expressiveness where too many of their 
contemporaries in the field of nothing to offer but 
imitation, contrivance and an exhaustion of ideas. 

CHRIS ATTON 

Scereoperoferic@mail.daanet.hu 

Distributed in UK by GFT, 33a 

To/worth Park Road. To/worth. 

Surrey KT6 7RL 

Delphium 

Nobody Sees the Monster 
in the Light of Day... 

MOLOKO+ PLUS 038 CD (2000) 

This looks like one of those albums you see shored 
up in your local Record & Tape Exchange for 
months on end. the edges of the digipack slowly 
becoming more gnarled and frayed as its forlorn 
time on the shelf slowly passes by. Who’s going to 
buy it? Who’s going to even be willing to take a 
£2.90 chance on this thing? Maybe the track titles 
alone will caM out to some gritty-fingered freak - 
‘Bark At Ants’. ‘EEEK!’ and even 'Heavy Fuckin 
Metal' ? Or maybe it will just end up as someone's 
makeshift pizza slicer? 

Which should be a shame because once you get 
past some of the obvious flaws ( a ’thin' production 
that’s even mentioned in the press release?) it's a 
surprising and challenging album that won’t end up 
in the A/AfETop 1 00 anytime soon - not that that 
counts for anything. After 7 years of dabbling with 
different formats for recording and distribution 
this is still only their second album proper and 
does sound like a band in the early throes of 
development but I'll forgive a certain immaturity if 
there’s something fresh and vital brought to the 
table with it. In the case of Delphium there is 
something there, quivering on the plate like the 
dinners served in Eraserhead. 

It starts badly though - with a dub bassline that 
wants to be sinister and a John Carpenter one- 
finger. one-note keyboard riff, backed up by drum 
& bass histrionics that sound like Alec Empire on 
Mogadon. It veers between camp melodrama and 
silliness, like avowed Goth's wanting to dabble 


with the dub scene but pestered by nagging 
doubts that they’d be better to leave it alone. It 
keeps on coming and after a while it really 
starts to annoy. The accompanying mental 
image it brings Is of one of those truly fucking 
awful hip-hop acts that shore up on TOTPfrom 
time to time: a sample of the theme from 
Assau/t on Precinct tX a bit of breakdancing 
and car thief ’attitude’ thrown in for teenies 
and then they go back to their bedrooms to 
scowl. And I’m SURE that wasn't Delphium' s 
intention. 

Track 2 (‘EEEK!’) is more 'sinister' dub. C’mon 
fellas - justify your actions! So far it's all been 
very ‘urban*, all been very ‘Brit’. It’s music for 
shit BBC dramas set in Manchester. You can 
picture the fast edits and blurred shots of neon- 
lit streets, a club full of dry ice and sweaty 
groovers, a sporty-k>oking car cornering fast, a 
facial dose-up of another Brad Pitt done in 
regulation big shades... it’s sad how easy it is to 
reduce the value of his music to a use that’s so 
predictable and ephemeral. Beyond its obvious 
applications it's accomplished enough and loaded 
with potent influences but take away the 
sometimes overly-complex structure and it’s 
nothing that hasn’t been done before and better. 
Intentionally ’dark' it's potentially mind-blowing 
shit to kids who are starting to tire of Limp Brzkrt 
but I have to wonder if those kids wouldn't be 
better off going direct to source? Or perhaps 
those same old influences trotted out again and 
again - CoH. T angerine Dream, Can etc etc - are 
not as appealing to the new breed as old fart 
readers of The kV7ne would like to believe? 

Admittedly, after the weak start Delphium seem 
to get down to business. 'Fluffy Alien' is a Swans 
homage of considerable mass. 'Where The Drifts 
Get Deeper' is fucked-up trance without the 
lightsticks. ‘Heavy Fuckin Metal' is like Fennesz in 
restraints doing Ns own take on Swans, ‘Tangle 
Foot' is a swarm of bees making off with Death In 
Vegas’ sound rig, and ’Bark At Ants' is 8 minutes 
plus of Gene Krupa jamming in the afterlife with 
an out-take from one of Depeche Mode's late 00’s 
albums. Put all that together on one album 
without looking foolish and that’s quite an 
achievement. 

Maybe I’ve been too harsh on them because of 2 
weak early tracks. This album really comes into It’s 
own the more time you spend with it. High on 
drama and atmosphere it’s never fake and bereft 
of all traces of irony. Delphium are ploughing their 
own dark furrow and deserve your attention. If 
you see it on the shelf, going cheap or otherwise, 
and your inclination is towards the Blade Runner- 
esque then you could do so much worse than this. 

RIKRAWUNG 18/09/2000 

raff friel@ferrostaal.com 

SSAB Song 

SSAB Song 

USA, OMPLATTEN RECORDS 
FJORD006 CD (1999) 

It's perhaps just as well this CD fell into my sweaty 
little palms and not those of some of my learned 
colleagues here at TSP who might be more than a 
little perturbed at some of the very bizarre music 
and its fractured presentation in this 27-minute 
opus. I must confess here that I was led to 
investigate this CD by the fact that one of the 
musicians is Harmony Korine who is more usually 
known as the director of Gummo and JuHen 
Donkey Boy and whose so-called novel A Crackup 
at the Race Riots I found underwhelming. Fake 
suicide notes are not exactly my jug of Lavazza 
espresso coffee. Possession of a very keen sense 
of the bizarre and the ridiculous is a very 
necessary prerequisite here if you’re to get past 
the more hokey and embarrassing bits and to 
appreciate what’s happening as Korine and friends 
rumble through their stuff. 
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The one track consists of a string of musical 
fragments (some include radio recordings or 
similar), each of which chugs along for a while for a 
few moments before segueing into the next 
fragment. If there's a vision or a purpose to be 
discerned here, I haven't yet found it. Everyone 
on the CD seems to be having a good time though 
Some of the music is actually quite good - one of 
the best fragments comes about the ninth minute 
into the CD where there's a good guitar run with 
an eerie drone flowing over rt. followed by a very 
droll piece sounding like a weird pseudo-shamanist 
drum ritual with sax and flute accompaniment. 
Parts of the music can be quite unsettling, 
especially towards the end. Mr Korine certainly 
enjoys mixing the banal and the idiotic with the 
serious stuff! Much of the time, we're treated to a 
lot of corny Appalachian hillbilly 
thrashing that lurches perilously 
dose to collapse and which features 
hammy singing that's got aH the 
charm and gliding grace of a tom-cat 
with severe laryngitis. One wonders 
what rural residents in the 
Appalachian region of the US would 
make of SSAB Songs - maybe they’d 
march Mr Korine and pals off to 
their churches one Sunday mom and 
force 'em to handle some 
rattlesnakes as punishment for 
desecrating their musical heritage! 

Well, if you call yourselves 
broad-minded and adventurous and 
you've got room m the CD collection 
for some hokey nonsense for the 
days when you need cheering up and 
there’s not a decent movie on the 
TV set this CD is for you. 

JENNIFER HOR 

PO Box 2307 / Z A mono 

Station, New York. NY 

10023. USA 


Shalabi Effect 

Shalabi Effect 

CANADA, ALIEN8 
RECORDINGS ALIENCD22 2 
X CD (2000) 

That Shalabi Effect are an ambitious 
lot with their eyes set firmly on 
matters interstellar is immediately 
obvious from the two hours of 
mostly Instrumental improv and from 
the glossy sleeve photographs of 
cloud nebulae, courtesy of NASA and other space 
science institutes. The combination of fuzzy 
electric guitar, ambient electronics, various metal 
and bowed Instruments and Middle Eastern 
instruments such as tabla drums and oud is a heady 
mix with which the band, boasting musicians who 
have played with underground Canadian 
ensembles like Molasses and Godspeed You Black 
Emperor!, should have created truly cosmic and 
dynamic music with passion; but after hearing both 
discs several times. I can't quite agree with Alien8's 
hype that this recording is ’a staggering 
psychedelic blowout!' even though I like a lot of 
the music here. It just doesn't seem all that cosmic 
and dynamic 

Many of the tracks feature long and at times 
self-indulgent passages of improvisation, much of it 
on the oud which Sam Shalabi (I presume he's the 
oud player) obviously enjoys strumming. The oud 
is a kite-like instrument which comes in 4-stringcd 
and 6-stringed varieties and is very beautiful to 
listen to. particularly on the last track of Disc 2. 
very melancholy and liquid. The subtle, mostly 
background use of electronics and the static clouds 
of guitar fuzz complement the oud well, though on 
tracks where the oud is not featured, like 
‘Boardwalk at Apollo Beach', the guitar fuzz seems 
too static and the track goes nowhere. If there had 


been some improvisation on the guitar as well on 
the oud, we might have had a more dynamic and 
‘psychedelic set. 

I suppose every CD(?) has at least one Really Bad 
Moment and for Shalabi Effect this is ‘On The 
Bowery’ which features some unbearably lame 
vocals. Having heard some Middle Eastern vocal 
music. I can’t believe Shalabi Effect wouldn't go for 
some mad Greek or Arab singer with vocals that 
can soar to the heavens and float in space forever! 
Well, if Mr Shalabi is interested, I can perhaps 
recommend a mad Greek singer or two! Another 
problem is the production which enhances the oud 
well but brings every other little scrap of noise to 
the fore so that there is scarcely any depth to the 
music. There is also little of the atmosphere or 


sense of dynamism which I think is necessary for 
this kind of music, and the concept of a 
caravanserai in outer space. 

Well, if you can set aside Alien8's hype and some 
of the more overwrought reviews you may have 
come across, you will discover some very lovely 
music that can be enjoyed on its own terms 
without having to resort to overblown 
comparisons. 

JENNIFER HOR 

www.afien8recordingi.com 

Endgame 

Catalyst 

UNITED KINGDOM, ULTIMA 
TRANSMISSIONS UTCD 004/5 2 X CD 
(2000) 

What the fuck is thisf I asked myself when I saw 
this album. The Freeman Brothers, sonic 
alchemists for over 2 decades (it says in the 
sleevenotes) have teamed up with Jim Tetiow to 
create this double CD that features 4 totally 
improvised tracks, employing such instruments 
along the way as Korg, Moog, Bongos, 'toys’, can 


and gadgets. ..which probably makes the venture 
sound more attractive than It actually is. Two 
fucking CD’s worth, chock full of the kind of low- 
rent 'ambient' nonsense that you hear when you 
walk into any of the Merlin-inspired tat parlours 
that line the streets of Glastonbury. 

Track I - “Strange Time for Angels' - is defiantly 
70s keyboard snores that call to mind such self- 
indulgences as SHent Running, Space / 999 and, as 
far as musical references go. the early days of Jean- 
Michel Jarre. Moogs breathe in and out slowty like 
sleeping dinosaurs while digital crickets chirp and a 
cold wind of no change since 1 972 blows across 
this barren landscape. Track 2 - 'Place Your Bets’ 

- starts wrth an blur of tape loops and washing 
machine sounds, like listening to the radio from 
inside the womb. This is intriguing 
dally but fails to build to any kind of 
otional crescendo and simply burps 
>ng in the background, ignored and 
cared for. The first track on Disc 2 
ailed ‘Evaporating Demons from 
s Mind's Eye'. What the fuck are 
5se guys on? I've already sat through 
e full disc of fried-out hippie bullshit 
this is not the best way to inspire 
» to go further. However I dig deep 
* some resolve and load the disc, 
i tan tty I find myself sailing the 
pographic ocean with high-pitched 
listles and the echoing rumble of 
-nlture being moved upstairs. This 
edles into your senses like a cheap 
d lazy piece of tension music from a 
d horror film, only drawn out over 
minutes which is far. far too long. 

»e final track - ‘Six Pathways 
trough the Dark' - wants to be an 
ic of sorts and is broken into 6 
iths’ in the hope that someone will 
ink it is. Each 'path' (one of them is 
en called 'By The Spooky 
•metery') stumbles into the other as 
e boys run the gamut of their 
pertoire - bleep, bloop. squelch, 
uawk. echo, btbble and squeak, 
•mewhere halfway through I felt my 
tird Eye open to reveal the face of 
•iva. weeping tears of blood. ‘Please 
ike it stop’, the Godthing said. 

>ere are much more dynamic 
amples of the kind of 'musical 
•mmunication’ that these guys are 
•ning for. It’s now the year 2000 and 
e time has run out for fucking 
ound with muzak for Earth Crystal 
ops. Readers wanting to hear the 
IAL thing would be better off with 
Alan Lamb's Night Passage, Merzbow’s 1930 or 
Ecobondage Thomas Koner’s Teimo or 
Permafrost 

This may have had some appeal to readers of The 
Wire who like sitting in the dark and smoking 
some 'boo'. Unfortunately the Brothers Freeman 
and their partner in crime Jim Tetiow (who looks 
suspiciously like the tash/mullet guy that every 
town in England now seems to require by law. You 
know who I mean - check shirt. Marillion t-shirt, 
ugly girlfriend, drinks cider to be ‘different’) have 
included pictures of themselves with the discs and. 
despite this venture being ALL about the music 
their images (eg - Steve Freeman knelt over his 
prostrate guitar, wielding a bow!) can't help but 
colour your expectations. They cite influences 
such as Conrad Schnrtzler and mention ‘musique 
concrete’ and ‘industrial’ in their self-revelatory 
sleevenotes. No doubt it’s ALL in there but these 
improvised sessions amount to little more than 
three guys in a room having a wank. Which is fine 
if that's what you want to do - just DON’T record 
it and then try to sell rt There’s enough wankers 
out there already. 

RIK RAWUNG 06/09/2000 

Ultima Transmissions. / Conduit 
Street Leicester LE2 OJN 


Image removed at request 
of the artist 
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Kaffe Matthews and Hayley Newman 

Pointy Stunt 

BELGIUM, AUDIOVIEW AUDIO 006 CD (2000) 

This one’s as much a documentary recording of performance art as it is a sound- 
art statement. Hayley Newman is the woman who chooses to enter the 
auditorium-arena to cavort and stretch, wearing what she calls her ’sound-suit'; 
it's an ungainly looking garment, and she describes it as a ‘full-body suit made of 
velcro with 1 4 mikes sewn inside it'. If s made of stripey material - with this 
bizarre garb, a big pair of leather boots, and 14 cables trailing behind her, she 
looks like a cross between a super-villain and a demented circus down. The 
actions she makes with her body movements - the nature of which one can only 
guess at - agitate the mics into a steaming fury. The resulting chaotic noise is 
then processed, live in the venue, by the redoubtable Kaffe Matthews (who has 
done similar things in a solo context to 
great success). 

Not only do they do it with body-suit, but 
also with special shoes (motors concealed r.. 

in the heels - as befits a super-villain who '* ***“•> »<*• 

. , ,, Ma 

has to make a quick escape!), doing a clog- nmo 

dance on an closcd-miked, amplified box; ASSES'"*"" 

and again, piling shoes onto digital weighing 
scales. Quite apart from the fact that the 
noises they make are simply glorious (my 
favourite being the nagging, insistent grey 
drone of the ‘Shoes' track), I find the 
activity very endearing. The focus on 
clothes and shoes might appear 'gurly'; the 
aggressive textured sounds are anything 
but. The look of the performance is clunky, 
perhaps even a tad outdated - it would not 
have looked out of place at the ‘Events 
Week’ at Coventry which I witnessed more rTZZ. 'T 
than once during my tenure at the Art “ 1 " 

School there in the 1 980s, where many a 
wannabe avant-gardist youngster made a 
fool of themself with costumes, 

microphones and junky paraphernalia. But don't let that put you off - 1 think 
these two women are making a virtue out of simply being themselves, and are 
not In the least perturbed if some unkind souls choose to label them as geeks. 

I would never stoop to such name-calling, I hasten to add. If you want the truth. 
I’m kind of turned on by the photo shot of Hayley bending over and displaying 
her fme, round rump in those tight dungarees of hers, as she clomps about in the 
motorised shoes. I think there’s probably a sexual dimension in much body- 
based performance art, although I doubt if these ladies' Point/ Stunt antics were 
designed to appeal to a vile pervert such as myself! Recorded in Vienna and 
London over three separate performances in 1 998 and 1 999, then remixed in 
Kaffe's Annette Works studio. Good arty fun. 

ED PINSENT 

Lowlands Distribution, Hoomstraat 6, 200 Antwerp. 
iow!ands@inet be 


Janek Schaefer 

Wow 

UNITED KINGDOM. DISKONO 011 7" SINGLE (2000) 

Not a lot to be said about this limited edition curio - it's intended as raw 
material, the basis for an ambitious international remix project (and you all know 
how keen those projects are). It’s a vinyl seven-incher with a monotonous 
electronic drone recorded on both sides; on one side it's pressed eccentrically. 


so that no matter where you position it on your turntable 
it will create a severe wobbling effect. The central spindle 
is removable for added distortion. The artist is excited by 
the idea of exploiting the wow effect, usually perceived as 
an undesirable imperfection in sound recording. 

Apparently Mr Schaefer, a graduate of the Royal College of 
Art, seems to think he’s onto an innovative and significant 
line of enquiry; I assume he has must have read about Boyd 
Rice and his Pagan Muzak record (from well over 1 5 years 
ago) which featured 1 7 lock-grooves on a seven inch slab 
of vinyl, and a multiple choice of spindle holes for the user- 
listener to choose from. But then, this release is only the 
first part of the plan. The purchaser is encouraged to send 
away for their copy of part two, and in the meantime 
experiment freely with this record. ..he wants us to 
‘physically remix' it in the way that he did, intervening with 
the record to cut an extra hole at the 
cutting stage after he'd recorded the 
sound of rising tone which is used to 
test Hi-Fi equipment. 'Remixing' to 
Janek Schaefer even includes throwing 
the record out of the window, letting a 
steamroller run over it and leaving it in 
the gutter for five days, if ‘you think 
that would improve the sound of the 
record'. Hard to deny this guy has a 
sense of humour, at any rate. Of his 
two records to have reached me this 
issue I prefer Recorded Delivery 
(reviewed elsewhere) slightly, but 
somehow as ideas go this one seems a 
bit under-develoj>ed. Maybe the remix 
project, when completed, will yield 
startling results. 

ED PINSENT 

90 Gean Road, Alloa. 

Clackmannanshire, FK 1 0 2]P. 
Janek@audi0h. com 


Raymond Scott 

Manhattan Research Inc 

THE NETHERLANDS, BASTA AUDIO/VISUALS 
90782, 2 x CD (2000) 

'Beware! Warped Genius at Work'. . . with these words, 
you are ushered into the incredible aural universe of the 
electronic music pioneer and inventor Raymond Scott 
( 1 908- 1 994) who, during the 1 950s and 60s, turned away 
from a successful career as a bandleader and composer of 
pop melodies to experiment with and create a completely 
different kind of music on utterly new kinds of musical 
instruments he himself invented and developed. And well 
might you beware of what’s on offer in this double CD set 
as the music is far removed from the peaceful liquid 
minimalism of the Soothing Sounds For Baby series 
released by Basta on CD in 1997; sure, reworked snippets 
of tunes like ‘Sleepy Time' and ‘Toy Typewriter' pop up 
fleeting ly and there are also Kraftwerkian minimalist 
melodies to be found; but jostling for space and attention 
are experiments in musique concrete tape collage, noises, 
sequencing and backwards tapes, plus concepts like 
randomness and improvisation as tools in creating music 
and reworking (or what we'd call remixing) old tunes for 
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new purposes. Much of the 
music here also sounds 
remarkably fresh and invigorating 
despite the fact that it dates back 
at least thirty years and in some 
cases is almost fifty years old - 
and is stored on technology that 
we might well regard as primitive. 

Many of the tracks on these discs 
were recorded for commercial 
advertisements for companies 
such as IBM and Baltimore Gas 
and Electric Company, and serve 
as valuable historical documents 
insofar as they reveal values and 
attitudes towards scientific and 
technological progress,, material 
consumption and (to a lesser 
extent) gender relations that 
were with popular forty to fifty 
years ago or which corporations 
hoped to promote. In particular, 
the advertisements for Bendix 
Aviation Corporation and General Motors’ ‘Futurama’ exhibition reveal the kind 
of boundless and child-like faith in American scientific and technological 
know-how (that was supposed to lead to a highly technologised future of 
push-button ease and laid-back material wealth and consumption) which was 
prevalent in those days of Soviet- American rivalry in space and science. 

With a total of 69 tracks, these discs are bound to offer something to everyone. 
My favourites on disc I include the soundtrack jingles for Lightworks, County 
Fair Bread, the IBM Magnetic Tape Selectric Typewriter, the eerie ‘Backwards 
Overload’ and the surprisingly noisy musique concrete soundtrack for ‘Limbo: 
the Organised Mind’ in which narrator Jim Henson of Muppets fame guides you 
around his brain and explains his filing system for his thoughts and memories. 

The music on disc 2 is more instrumental and the moods evoked seem darker. 
Here the stand-out track for me is ‘The Wild Piece’ which Scott performs on the 
Electronium; at times the music reminds me of a strange musical instrument 
which Scott didn’t invent, the so-called Long String Instrument which is 
associated with American electroacoustic artist Ellen Fullman. Another very 
striking and atmospheric track is the montage piece ‘Space Mystery' which is 
scary in parts and would probably give a baby nightmares instead of sweet 
minimalist dreams. 


Slight addendum by The Editor: 


| IM | * I The story in the booklet here can be 

read as a picture of Raymond Scott’s 
memorable commercial failure in the 
jTlH: H world of music. By rights his devices had 

3 3 enormous potential and could have 
Y developed into an industry standard, but 

L Jr'? J two things held him back - his own 

P arano,a - fearing that others would get 
nc ^ f rom his 'deas. and his inability to 
ever let anything go. None of his 
machines were ever perfected to the 
point of being finished, or mass- 
produceable. He would keep them under 
wraps for years, happily tinkering away 
; ■ with his spanner and screwdrivers. Just 

n T 'HB *°°k at t ^ ,e ana * scnsc °* orc * cr ' n hls 

‘well-equipped’ machine shop! 4 

TI * sense a strange dichotomy in the man’s 

tw 4 life. Courting success at every turn, and 
| yet refusing it. Everything had to be on 
his own terms. Lack of compromise is 
one thing, but stubbornness is something 
else again. His inventions were marvellous, but also very 
inefficient - not an economic use of the resources, they 
achieved their amazing sounds in a very Heath-Robinson 
way. Or Rube Goldberg, for our American readers. Scott 
seemed happier tinkering and adjusting his machines, 
rather than using them efficiently. 

But he did achieve a lot - and the documents on this 
double CD set are quite unlike anything you’ve ever heard. 
As to the music, there is still some of the jauntiness and 
jolliness that characterised his early swing-based records, 
but it has to fight to get past all the mechanical 
paraphernalia. It’s as though all his composing energies had 
gone into constructing the mighty Wurlitzer that would do 
all his composing chores for him. Maybe his dream was 
that he would never have to be creative again - all he had 
to do was flick a switch and an instant composition would 
pop out of the speakers. 

Maybe his remarkable gifts were largely thwarted by his 
own worst enemy, himself. Let this be a warning, readers - 
do not hide your light under a bushel! 


Mw Plirtic 
Soul It 

Hit 

UottiCf*« 

Abrtr«*«n* 


The Scott- invented musical instruments featured in this set include the 

aforementioned Electronium, the spookily whooping Circle Machine, the Bass 

Line Generator, the Rhythm Modulator and two instruments nicknamed Karloff 

(a type of control console for various instruments) and Bandito the Bongo 

Artist. It’s worth noting that with these instruments, Scott wasn’t content in 

merely creating instruments that simply played music and did nothing else; he 

also wanted to create instruments with some capacity for decision-making and 

improvisation, thus introducing an element of unpredictability and anticipating 

concepts in computer intelligence and musical composition. Scott, 

who was otherwise happy to provide advertising jingles to 

corporations, guarded his ideas and inventions jealously and was 

not interested in marketing his inventions; but I’m not sure that if 

he had chosen to promote his inventions to manufacturers, they — 

would have been able to mass produce them to his specifications - j 

it's more likely the manufacturers would have demanded that he 

simplify his inventions for mass production with a resultant loss in 

capability and quality of sound and that he remove the creative 

aspects from the instruments. After all, synthesisers and 

synthesiser- 1 ike instruments have been around since 1 900, 

beginning with Thaddeus Cahill’s monster Telharmonium, with 

mass production starting in the 1 960s, yet it was not until the 

mid -70s (about a decade after they became known widely) that 

people began treating synthesisers as instruments in their own 

right, thanks largely to people like Brian Eno and Kraftwerk. And HUl 

the idea of using the instrument as a composing partner as well as 

an instrument is still very much an avant-garde one. 

A 144 page book containing interviews, old newspaper articles, 
photos and information on the music featured accompanies the 
double CD set. Without doubt, Manhattan Research Institute Inc is 
a very essential item for all you electronic music aficionados and 
boffins out there to collect, treasure, guard with your lives - and 
enjoy! Warped geniuses - beware! 

JENNIFER HOR 


ED PINSENT 
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Maurizio Martusciello 

Unsettled Line 

FRANCE, METAMKINE MKCD027 3" 
CD (2000) 

Subtly violent, as an ice cream cone 
packed with razor blades. This is an 
extremely disjunctive piece, and very 
difficult for the mind to concentrate on. It 
starts with insect rattles, unbearable high- 
pitched trills and alarming backwards 
tapes rushing between the speakers. Metal 
balls clacking together. Suddenly, the 
irruptive sound of a girl giggling, in amidst 
vague crackling and ripping sounds. The 
composer is aiming for ‘lines of escape, 
contractions, spasms, precipitation and 
rupture.’ Calculated to give the listener mental indigestion and stomach cramps. It’s far too bitty for me, but give it a whirl by all means. 
Martusciello is a member of the Italian group Ossatura, who have recorded with Tim Hodgkinson recently. 

ED PINSENT 

SO Passage des Ateliers, 38140 Rives, France, metamkine@compuserve.com 


tape-maschines 

maken 

®®® 



Jean-Francois Laporte 

Mantra 

FRANCE, METAMKINE MKCD028 3" 

CD (2000) 

A lovely mechanical drone from Monsieur 
Laporte. This is derived from the sounds of a 
‘compresseur servant au refroidissement 
d’une patinoire de hockey’, which I believe 
translates as the machinery used to freeze up 
an ice-hockey rink! He did this at an arena in 
France in 1997, and managed to complete 
everything in one take - all the sonic 
transformation work was done ‘live’ with no 
added studio tinkering. I think there’s been a 
short history of people finding soothing 
noises in their household apparatus; La 
Monte Young, famous for codifying this 
common observation and pretentiously 
declaring that he had made a composition for 
his own fridge. Or was it the goldfish tank 
motor? No matter, since it is so 
commonplace you’d think there would be 
more records of it. I would try and record 
my own fridge, a battered secondhand 


Snowcap which I 
secured from an 
Italian family of 
scruffs in Tower 
Bridge Road some 
years ago, but its 
aggressive noises 
are too much even 
for me - is the 
world ready for 
Heavy Metal fridge 
music? Seriously, 
Laporte is quite 
clear in his own 
mind that much 
modem machinery 
produces sounds 
which many of us 
ignore, yet they can 
have value as a 
form of Mantra. A 
Mantra is an 
important part of 
Buddhist and 
Hinduist religion, a 
chant whose 
recitation creates 
an awareness of the spiritual energy of the 
universe. For any other sound to qualify as a 
Mantra, so Laporte says, it need have certain 
core qualities - long duration, cyclical 
repetition, imperceptible progression in the 
sound events, and the potential to influence 
human energy. Like I say, Laporte isn’t the 
first to notice these qualities in say the sound 
of traffic, automobiles, office machinery - but 
he’s made a fine statement musical statement 
out of it. Mantra is somewhat too processed 
to qualify as a simple documentary 
recording, but it is a gorgeous work - 
especially the repeats of the motor suiting 
up at the beginning. One of the most thrilling 
moments in upework you will hear! 

ED PINSENT 

SO Passage des Ateliers, 38140 

Rives, France. 

me tamkine@compu serve com 

®®® 
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Various Artists 

Travels of the Spider: 
Electroacoustic Music from 
Argentina 

USA, POGUS P21015-2 CD (1998) 

In which five contemporary Argentinian 
composers strut their synthetic stuff. Daniel 
Schachter’s ‘Tiempo Quebrado’ deploys 
what appear to be flutters of wine-glass 
harmonics, the rattling of cupboard doors, 
the winding of grotesque clockwork things, 
the devil’s own rulers twanged on hellish 
desks, steam puffing out of sutionary engines 
- nothing you haven’t heard before, basically, 
and extremely charming, I find. It’s well 
known that much of this music is 
constructed in sophisticated, exceedingly 
well-equipped studios, and most often 
according to arcane scoring and arrangement 
practices, using software programmes like 
SYTER. Ricardo del Farra's ‘Due Gkxni 
Dopo’ even uses linear predictive 
programming, it says here, to synthesise its 
vocal sounds. Too many times, though, the 
results are strikingly homogeneous - there is 
little ‘edge’ or even convincing evidence of 
expcrimementation, compared to, say, 

Anton Bruhin’s InOut on Alga Marghen, with 
its fractured, indulgent improvisations re- 
assembled by primitive home cassette 
technology. Farra’s voices chatter pleasantly 
enough and Tcodoro Cromberg’s dissonant 
marimba set in gaseous synthetic clouds is 
jolly enough in its own ascetic way, but 
ultimately there’s too much dryness here - 
all the joy seems squeezed out in the studio 
for the sake of formal innovation and rather 
sterile avant-gardism. After Pogus’s fine 
Pauline Oliveros release {Alien Bog) this 
disappoints. 

CHRIS ATTON 

SO Ayr Road, Chester, NY 

10918. New York, USA 
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Randall Smith 

Sondes 

CANADA, EMPREINTES 
DIGITALES I MED 9948 CD 
(1999) 

To be perfectly honest I normally 
avoid these Empreintes Digitales 
releases like the Hounds of Hell - 
they seem a tad too tasteful and 
nowhere near radical enough for 
me, but this one by Toronto 
composer Randall Smith is 
commendable. On this showcase 
of his works realised between 
1995 and 1999, he works 
extensively with acoustic 
instruments. ‘Liquid Fragments’ is 
one interesting hybrid. ..half of it 
was composed for double-bass 
and flute, and the other half of it 
is tapework - studio 
manipulations of his own 
recordings. The sensual way he 
mixed the two together, 

'pouring' the sounds into 
different channels of the studio 
mixer, makes the prospect for 
the listener as delicious as the 
preparation of a chocolate cake. 

Smith enjoys his work as much as 
a fat chef enjoys doling out the 
cake batter into his awaiting 
baking trays. The later work 
'Insideout' also uses familiar 
instruments from the orchestra, 
but he's reprocessed them to 
such an Intensive degree that very little trace 
of their original acoustic qualities remain. Yet 
the music he makes out of it is still somehow 
very ‘tuneful’, and certainly won’t set your 
alarm bells ringing If you mistrust modern 
composition because you think it’s a 
discordant, shapeless din. By the time we get 
to ‘Continental Rift’, he’s concentrating on a 
single instrument - Paul Widner's cello. This 
virtuoso cellist is required to play short 
pastiches of classical music signatures, 
borrowings from Bach and Beethoven, in 
snippets composed by Randall Smith - only 
to have his work melted in the crucible of 
the electro-acoustic studio. Smith deploys 
one of his trademark sounds here, the 
exhilarating rush like a helicopter ascending 
which he probably achieves by turning his 
ring-modulator dial up to II. This work is 
nothing less than a philosophical meditation 
on the evolution of the earth’s geographical 
outlines; but despite its metaphysical 
ambitions it’s still rather lightweight and 
somehow falls short of the profundity of La 
Creation du Monde, Parmegiani’s take on the 
same subject. 

ED PINSENT 

4580, Avenue de Lorimier, 

Montreal. Quebec H2H 2BS, 

Canada, www.cam.org/~dim/ 

Hans Tutschku 

Moment 

CANADA, EMPREINTES DIGITALES 
IMED 9947 CD (1999) 

An insufferable indigestible and stodgy mix of 
pompous electro-acoustic music from this 


German composer. Most of these 
abominations are treated poetry readings, 
disrupted with interminable stretches of 
clanging metal, reverb, white noise and 
treated tapes. I can't think of any reason why 
anybody should be forced to endure such 
formless indulgence. The composer is yet 
another 'careerist' in the field of electro- 
acoustic music, having pestered Stockhausen 
on tour, taking courses at Dresden and The 
Hague, IRCAM, and the Lizst Conservatory 
in Weimar. Through this process, one 
assumes, he has learned to ignore the 
derision and indifference that presumably 
greets his awful work throughout the 
concert halls of Europe. Either that or he is 
so monstrously arrogant that he thinks he’s 
doing the world a favour by inflicting such 
bombastic noise upon us. Avoid! 

ED PINSENT 

4580. Avenue de Lorimier, 

Montreal, Quebec H2H 2BS, 

Canada, www.cam.org/~dim/ 

®®® 

Brume 

Krieg 

USA, INTRANSITIVE RECORDINGS CD 
INT006 CD (1999) 

An interesting mixture of noise, 
electroacoustics, musique concrete, musical 
samples and spoken pieces is this work by 
French tape composer Christian 
Renou/Brume. Krieg is German for ‘war’ 


and this CD is a remembrance of 
D-Day in five tracks. One can 
listen to this CD as one long 
continuous work (it’s just over an 
hour) or as five separate tracks. 

You might think that a CD called 
War would feature lots of stirring 
martial music that gets the heart 
pumping to the call of battle, and 
would have lots of explosions all 
the way through to let us know 
that there’s a lot of fighting and 
killing going on. There’d be sound 
sequences of jackbooted soldiers 
marching down broad boulevards 
and recordings of Adolf Hitler or 
other famous politicians of his 
time making speeches in case we 
forget exactly which war is going 
on. You might expect the music 
to take you soaring to 
stratospheric heights of intense 
emotion as planes crash, sirens 
howl, and bombs go off, and you 
might expect the music to drop 
you into long, sombre passages of 
dirges for soldiers being buried in 
makeshift graves and for civilians 
bewailing the loss of loved ones. 
Well, you won't get any of that 
emotionally manipulative and 
stereotypical war music stuff on 
this CD. Certainly, the title track 
contains snippets of 
martial-sounding music and lots of 
radio recordings that suggest war 
or which may even date back to 
6th June, 1 944, which of course 
was D-Day. (I say may, as all the spoken 
word recordings here are in French and I've 
forgotten all my high school French.) The 
music instead takes you into its own world 
of moods and feelings; any discourse 
between you and the music takes place on 
the music's own terms. The attentive and 
open-minded listener will find much to 
appreciate here after repeated listenings (as 
if you had to get everything out of the music 
in one sitting). The tracks I particularly 
enjoy are ‘Mass-Matic’ which blends 
electroacoustic and noise elements so well 
and ‘Annie aime les Sucettes’ which has 
some very arresting noise and found sound 
segments. 

A lot of very hard work must have gone into 
the construction of the music. Silence and 
space are very important elements Brume 
has used in the entire work. The musk also 
shows a lot of control and the approach is 
very restrained. Other people might have 
used a splatter-gun approach in using the 
noise and musique concrete fragments. The 
production gives the music excellent clarity. 

In all, the entire work does justice to those 
people who carried out the Allied invasion of 
Normandy in France and I recommend this 
CD very highly to those interested in tape 
collage music. 

JENNIFER HOR 

PO Box 39115/, Cambridge, 

MA 02/39. USA 

®®® 


143 



The Sound Projector 8ighth Issue 2000 


The Stooges 

1970: The Complete 
Fun House 
Sessions 

USA, RHINO RHM2 7707 
7XCD BOX SET 
(INDIVIDUALLY NUMBERED 
- LTD EDITION OF 3000) 
(1999) 

THE OBVIOUS QUESTION IS 
•WHY BOTHER ' Boxed sets are 
for the jazz crowd and the 
anally -retentive completists - not 
for the wild eyed and rabid 
Stooges fan, bouncing round 
their bedrooms, arms flailing 
spastically, frothing at the mouth and howling out a Tourette's-fuelled 
litany of porn prayers and heroin hymns. What the fuck would they 
do with a Stooges box-set anyway - eat it, maybe - or try to fuck it? 
Hunched over on filthy sheets, trying to stuff their coke-shrivelled 
cocks through the holes in the middle, gnawing on the cardboard 
slipcase with gravestone teeth and sweating out pure nitroglycerin in 
a room already primed to blow with volatile psychic charge. 

Except that none of that is quite true. The Stooges never really had 
that kind of fan - those easily launched into Pavlovian ecstasy by a few 
grunts and fuzzed out riffs from a cheap slab of vinyl. If you believe 
some of the self-appointed hagiographers of the alleged ‘Golden 
Years’ of the late 60s/early 70s then The Stooges didn’t have much in 
the way of fans at all - albeit the small, devoted cult following who 
would crawl out from under their dumpsters to fill out their live 
audiences, stood alongside sneering critics and defiantly unimpressed 
bikers who’d like nothing better than to stomp the ass of that skinny 
little queer with the mike and the scars. In 1 970 The Stooges were 
caught up in the chaos that came with the fall from innocence of the 
hippies; America was stuck in Viet Nam, it's politicians were looking 
more and more like evil clowns and the best artistic response anyone 
could offer up was a load of wigged-out shit with sitars everywhere. 
The Stooges had already got their eponymous 1969 debut album 
under their belts, which didn’t sell and only garnered some 
begrudging critical attention because John Cale was the producer. 
From the staging of the album cover shot and pseudo-mystical 
indulgences like ‘We Will Fair it seemed the suits at Elektra records 
were trying to line up another Doors. They clearly saw promise in 
the bluesy drive of their sound and in the onstage antics of their wild 
front man and I guess they hoped for one of their tracks (' 1 969’ , ‘I 
Wanna Be Your Dog’, ‘Little Doll’ ?) to take off like ‘Light My Fire’ 
had. The only problem was that The Doors, right from the get-go, 
were fairly adept musicians, whereas The Stooges had by their own 
admission barely learnt how to use their instruments by the time it 
came to record the first album. In an era that saw the rise of the 
‘supergroup’ and the critical emphasis placed upon ‘musicianship’ that 
type of approach was just not good enough: too sloppy, too amateur, 
too ‘punk’. 

It was that same alleged ‘sloppiness’ that saved them. It helped 
preserve the essence of what they were really about for a time when 
they could be properly appreciated. They still went and fucked up like 
every rock band is supposed to do. Booze, drugs, rampant egos, 
madness - it’s now a well-established formula just like e=mc2 - and 
that's why these modem rock bands fail to ignite any passion in their 
audience: they try to bend the laws of physics by concentrating on the 
marketing of their particular ‘brand’, getting the right haircuts, 
wearing the right face paint not even daring to dare when they 
should really be driving full-tilt pedal to the metal towards the brick 
wall of their own inevitable and necessary oblivion. Real rock music, 
the absolutely one and only stark bollock naked true definition of the 
term, cannot and should not allow for such ephemeral and passionless 
concerns as considering one’s long term future in ‘the business’. Mick 
Jagger and Robbie Williams might beg to differ (and they’ve got their 
bank balances to prove that they’re right) but once you start 
considering the whole mad game as some kind of job, some kind of 
‘career’ then you are fucked beyond redemption. ‘There’s no art 
without commerce’, some say but if your sole motivation is to make 
money then you’re a fucking monkey. You’re a performing chimp, 
dressed in your costume, skipping along in carefully choreographed 


time while the handle gets cranked on the music box, over and over, 
the same shit for a few pennies. It’s fucking pathetic - especially when 
those same monkeys a few years down the line start whining about 
their ‘art’ and how they’ve lost touch with what originally inspired 
them. They were never inspired by anything other than a need for 
attention and the money that comes with fame and their ‘inspiration’ 
is now safely tucked away in off-shore accounts and investment 
portfolios. 

Rock is supposed to be something wild and protean that can’t be 
defined or contained. Something that can't be moulded into wax 
figures or reduced to a subject with all the vim and passion of 
Heraldic tapestries - the way the likes of Q and Mojo prefer it to be. 
Its purpose is to be a mad and un-selfconcious response to the daily 
fucking grind, a channel that hearkens back to the rituals of the 
shaman and drums beaten to ward off the encroaching night. 

And that’s why we’ve got a Funhouse Box Set - because there are 
some of us out there (and I would argue there’s a damn sight more 
than 3000 of us. Hail Satan for the invention of CD-R) that grew up 
during a period when none of this shit had become ridiculous. When 
there were no dich£d punk histrionics and childish shock tactics. 
When there was no ‘global teen’ to appeal to. When the situation 
was fucked up but the possibilities were still there for something bom 
of pure spirit and raw orgone energy to seep out through the cracks 
and spill across the sidewalks. 

So while no-one was looking and no-one was listening the Fun House 
was opened. 

And only now, 30 years later, are we able to fully understand what 
was going on. 

Between 11-25 May 1 970 the band recorded 1 2 full reels, here 
spread over 6 discs (the 7th being a ‘bonus’ CD featuring their 
fucked-up chart- intended remix of ‘Down On The Street’ - worth 
inclusion for the completists out there but otherwise abominable). 

Disc One catches their first day in the studio. They kick off with a 
raucous version of the title track and it's at this point that the wimps 
are advised to get out while there is still time because it is clear that 
even at this early stage that the guys are primed, wired and ready to 
blow. The sound is catgut tight and claustrophobic but not so 
restrictive that Ron Asheton can’t let loose, free-forming around the 
riff, chasing Iggy’s howler monkey vocals through the trees. 

The first few takes are a stutter through the other intended album 
tracks, a warm-up basically, as the guys familiarise themselves with 
their surroundings and with their aims for the album because at this 
stage things were, pardon the pun, Moose’. Tracks had different 
working titles and there were 2 extra songs slated for inclusion that 
fortunately never made it to the final cut. I say “fortunately’ because 
they could have spoiled the unique potency of the final album which, 
intentionally or otherwise, has gone on to influence thousands of 
punk, metal and hardcore bands in its wake. 

Disc 2 starts with one of the Most’ tracks - ‘Lost In The Future’ - a 
chiming riff that actually has a few key changes to it and a tune beaten 
out of stone with Iggy growling like a dog and rising to the occasional 
soulful note more noticeable on his late 80’s & 90 ’s albums. M’m 
standing on the edge of the world...’ where he’s backed by Steve 
Mackay on sax, free associating, always with a nod to the tune but 
given to sudden bursts of skronk that add to the jarring and unsettling 
tone of the song. It’s a good song that suited the times but it wouldn’t 
have worked on Funhouse. 

From then on the sessions start in earnest with almost 30 takes of 
‘Loose’ that full up Disc 2 and spill over onto Disc 3. In fact it* s the 
first 3 songs on Funhouse - ‘Down On The Streets’, ‘Loose’ and ‘TV 
Eye’ - 3 songs often dismissed as the dumbest ever made, that took 
the longest time and most effort to get a master of. It’s a clear sign of 
how intent they were on catching that lightning charged effect that 
they knew they had live but doubted that they could ever pull down 
onto vinyl. 

The recording of ‘Loose’ is probably the major event of the entire 
sessions. 28 takes in all. plenty of false starts and along the way and 
along the way lyrics that transmogrified into what we know today. In 
the early takes it’s M’m flyin’ on a red hot weiner, Yeah I’m flyin’ on a 
big hot dog, It’s a thing that’s thick and greasy. It’s a thing that’s slick 
and long, I stick it deep inside, stick it deep inside, ‘Cos I’m loose’ ! 

Part of me wishes Iggy had stuck with this version which perfectly 
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suits the sleazy crotch grind riff and amphetamine burn of the music. 
By track 20 it’s dear that even the band are beginning to wonder if 
they’re ever going to get this fucking song down but they keep at it, 
roaring from the pit of their souls, men caught up in a maelstrom of 
their own making. The belief in themselves and their music is what 
carries them through in the end and they got the cut of ‘Loose’ that 
they wanted. 

‘TV Eye’ goes through a similar evolutionary process, though perhaps 
a regressive gene is passed down through each take as the song grows 
increasingly wilder and more deranged with each play. Iggy howls and 
snarls his mad poetry over the sound of a street battle, perhaps 
singing about the inversion of the pornographic gaze, perhaps just 
spewing out the first thing that came into his head. Does it matter 
which? This song rocks like all holy fuck and ends on a bestial scream 
of pain that cuts through all the shit. After a decade of obsessively 
nostalgic flashbacks to the rose-tinted view of the 60’s and 70’s it’s 
worth reminding people that records like Funhouse say more about 
what was really going on than any number of high-brow books. 

Flower Power was down the toilet, cops were shooting students and 
a seething underclass of urban youth - all colours, all creeds, were 
righteously pissed off and wanting to stick it to The Man. And here 
were The Stooges, Detroit kids like their brothers in arms the MC5, 
raised with the pound of the steelplants and the car factories as the 
backbeat to their lives, responding to what they saw around them 
with a mutilated grace and an inspired fusion of the dominant 
American musical forms - rock n roll and jazz - both taken to their 
logical extremes. 

By Disc 4 we are down in the ‘Dirt’ - a slow grind, a self-loathing hate 
wank drawn taut over broken glass by Ron Asheton with his raked 
guitar work and Dave Alexander’s Mustang-engine bass rumble. Iggy 
feels his disease, burning him up, scarring his 
DNA and he wants you to feel it too, to 
press your palms against his sweaty flesh as 
the poison’s ooze out of his pores and into 
the charred ether. 

‘Dirt’ was at the end of Side I on the original 
vinyl version and on the CD it marks a clear 
break between the 2 intense ‘suites’. During 
the Sessions it seems the recording of ‘Dirt’ 
marked the point of no return for The 
Stooges. If. up until that point, it was intended 
for Funhouse to be a conventional ‘rock’ 
album then it's clear all such notions are 
forcibly jettisoned as they rip into multiple 
versions of ‘ 1 970’. The backbeat is deranged 
and barely sustainable as Iggy reverts to his 
bestial state screaming ‘I feel alright, I feel 
alright’ - when he obviously isn’t anything like 
alright. The take they eventually settled on is 
quite restrained compared to some of those 
featured here on the Sessions where Iggy is 
spitting venom. After that ‘Funhouse’ and 
‘LA.BIues’ (originally titled ‘Freak’) seemed 
almost easy to capture, requiring only a 
handful of takes each. Perhaps their wholly 
unstructured nature, totally at odds with the 
taut hot rod engines of the first 3 songs, 
meant that they were willing to settle for the 
version that ‘felt right’? Whatever the case 
‘Funhouse’ - Iggy’s warped and predatory 
anthem of love - catches the band at their 
rawest thumping along with Mackay blasting 
at the sax. Before they cut the take they 
settled on the band performs a 1 0 minute 
version of ‘Funhouse’ that blows off all the 
doors. They just don’t know when to quit 
with Iggy, Ron and Steve trading aural blows 
throughout horromoises in the Fun House of 
horror that is America’s streets, America’s 
bedrooms, America’s heart 

'LA. Blues’ ends the sessions. It dispenses 
with all attempts at higher mammalian 
communication and decides that a cacophonic 
wall of refusal is the only sane response to a 
world gone mad. They go through 4 takes for 
it and only those with sufficient bottle could 


make it through this part of the Sessions. When I first heard this 
album I fucking hated ‘L.A. Blues’ but now I can see that it’s the only 
‘logical’ conclusion to that album. The point has been made with the 
preceding tracks that at least try to function from recognisable 
sources but just in case you didn’t get it - cop for this - an endless 
wailing dirge that draws the walls in around you as you listen to it 
Aside from Merzbow it stands as the best realisation of crushing 
urban paranoia I’ve ever heard. 

The Funhouse Sessions comes exquisitely packaged in card sleeves 
designed to look like the original boxes the reels were kept in, 
complete with tom and scrawled labels. There’s also extensive liner 
notes from each disc, full of quotes from many famous fans of the 
album, and some great photos of the band during the recording of 
Funhouse . The four guys look wide-eyed and hungry, like soldiers 
ready for battle, and the Funhouse Sessions is the sound of their war 
against misery and joyless acquiescence to the hive mind. The album 
they created stands as testament to the fact that they did care and 
they did know what the fuck they were doing. It’s rare to see such 
passion in these sanitised and soulless days which is why this release is 
so vital. There's been too much shit written over the years about 
‘Classic’ albums that it could almost be used as a derogatory term so 
let’s call Funhouse significant, seminal, seismic and let’s hear no more 
about it. 

RIK RAWUNG 31/10/2000 


The Rhino Handmade Institute of Petromusicology 
Only available via the Internet 
www. rhinohandmade. com 
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OF THE REALLY GREAT BANDS Who 
were on the Blast First label in the 
late 80 's, the least is known about 
Big Stick. Draq-racing obsessed duo 
John Gill and Yanna Trance made a 
name for themselves briefly with 
their Indispensible Crack'n'Draq 
compilation but have kept a 
relatively low profile ever since, 
neither going on to mainstream 
success like Sonic Youth or MOR 
self-parody like the Butthole 
Surfers. 

Crack'n’Draq s production values were lo-fi 
but this didn't mean Big Stick were a sloppy or 
incompetent outfit. They were thinking Big 
from the word go. creating ambitious and 
tightly constructed songs using their strange 
approach to writing. Listen closely, there's 
just loads going on within those warm fuzzy 
layers of sound? The tracks on C’n’D appeared 
to be built out of samples looped over 
infectious rhythms, just like hip hop records. But instead of raiding their James Brown collection for riffs and beats to pilfer. Big 
Stick were true originals, creating all the constituent parts from scratch: In-your-face fuzz guitar riffs, vocals, heavy distorted 
electronic percussion, plus a bunch of unearthly sounds made by unidentifiable means. And if that sounds like the typical musical 
armoury of your average run-of-the-mill avant rock outfit circa 1968 think again. Big Stick were packing a knife! Or at least a big 
pair of children's scissors and a pot of UHU. with which they sliced up their master tapes and pasted them back together in a 
super-improved form. (By the way I'm guessing here at their methodology - John Gill's comments below suggest I'm at least partly 
off beam). 

We may be able to take guickfire musical genre-hopping in our stride these days having been exposed to the likes of Otomo 
Yoshihide and The Boredoms but Crock n Drag is something else altogether. The sudden jump cuts which infest Shoot The 
President' and Drag Racing' preserve the forward motion of the songs whilst adding urgency and uncertainty - you just don't know 
when the track Is going to take a sudden hopskip back or forward. In fact their editing rationale baffles me to this day. all the more 
because it makes total music sense - why has no one else cottoned on to this approach? The fact is over a decade after it appeared 
Crack'n'Draq still sounds like nothing else - no one has been able to imitate it. 

John and Yanna didn't do much In the way of singing back then. Instead, they used vocals as a medium for intense mini-dramas, 
recording brief spoken phrases in a variety of different voices and accents, speeding them up and otherwise treating them and 
looping them into the songs in order to sketch out basic (and usually extreme) situations and characters: social malcontents (*l look 
like shit ), hicks peddling alternate religious histories ( Jesus was born on an Indian reservation ), sleazeballs picking up women at 
the races ( Drag Racing ), and Inbred cousins of Travis Bickle ( Shoot the President ). Intentionally or otherwise these were often 

overed in ambient noise which just added 
to the illusion that they were verity 
recordings captured during Tom 
Wolfe-style social research. Alternatively 
they could have been soundbites from 
weird low-budget American underground 
movies. 

Two revealing late-60s NME interviews by 
fan Edwin Pouncey showed that despite 
the larger-than-life feel, their subject 
matter was often inspired by events 
around them, sometimes very close to 
home. ‘Crack Attack' was a reaction to the 
tragic overdose and death of John Gill's 
young daughter: Friends and Cars' to the 
auto accident which killed original Big 
Stick member Trevor White. If a bizarre 
news report in a local paper caught Big 
Stick s attention, chances are it would be 
filtered through their weird brains and 
boiled down Into something remarkable 
like I Liberace or Devil’s Jukebox'. 

Things were looking good for Big Stick at 
the time of these Interviews. They had a 
great and distinctive visual presence - a 
glorious, shambling and ever-changing 
mess of big hair, big gloves, face masks, 
plastic jewellery, children's tattoos, 
antlers, and mean grimaces, looking 
increasingly like a mutant mix of human 
and wildlife as time went on. As 
burgeoning film makers, they were 
indulging their passion for drag racing, 
documenting races ignored by mainstream 
television, a move which would evolve into 
the Drag Racing Underground video 
empire. They had also split the band into 
two separate but related operations - one 
version would continue making the 
low-budget avant-garde material on which 
they'd made their name, the other would 
make more commercial records with the 
support of major labels. With this in mind 
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a FON-Foree remix of 'Crack Attack' paid for by EMI was bound for the dancefloor. 

But then it all went quiet. The 'Crack Attack' remix appeared but spawned no follow ups. The occasional new Blq Stick track would 
seep out on a Blast First compilation. A record released for leqal reasons under the Draq Racinq Underqround moniker was In the 
shops for all of five days and disappeared. 

That was it until 1995’s Pro Draq. Anyone who was unsure as to whether the band could still hack it was put in their place in the 
openinq moments by the vocoded voice of Yanna Trance announcinq in no uncertain terms that Blq Stick were back with a 
venqeance: When Jesus rode in on his cloaky horse / He came from miles and miles down to Nazarath'. Blq Stick had developed 
Into a whole different entity. Sonqs were more stralqhtforwardly structured, with verses and choruses played usinq qlam rock-style 
qultar riffs. The sudden edits were qone. althouqh it seemed In places that the band had learned to Incorporate them at the 
sonqwrltinq staqe. dispenslnq with the need for post-production Interference. Vocal duties were shared out between the duo. Sill 
tellinq tall tales in his deep qravel voice and Yanna's scarinq the pants off the listener with her sliqhtly off-key qirly sinqtnq. 

If the form and construction of their music was more conventional, the Blq Stick spirit was still alive and well and fllterlnq into their 
material in other ways. The sonqs were as carefully put toqether as ever, only this time with a clear studio sound. Humour was 
more to the fore, some of ft extremely black ('Do not rape at the municipal pool ). Sonqs like Daddy Lonq Laps' were packed with 
funny throwaway lines that filter throuqh Into the listener's consciousness over repeated listens. In 'Yea I know’ CHI Intones 
plaintively Somebody told me... about my baby’ In what I wronqly took to be a spot-on piss take of Nick Cave (see below). 

Pro Dr eq made one thinq abundantly clear - Blq Stick's love of the visceral thrills of draq racinq Is only one part of a wider outlook. 
The record is shot throuqh with optimism and a thirst for life's pleasures, be they food. cars, beauty, sex. art. music, friendship or 
alcohol. If it sounds stupid to Include cars and food in the same equation, take a look at the bubblequm pink coloured hot rod on the 
cover... it looks luscious enouqh to eat! 'Bumblebee' makes their outlook explicit... ‘The maqlc of a baby's face / quickness of the 
leopard's pace / crack of the thunderclap / all the beer we want on tap', as does Free Woman, a stralqht-to-the-point rlpost to the 
modern-day Victorian values (Tm a free woman and God knows I love qreat sex'). 

Great thouqh it was. Pro Draq unfortunately didn't siqnel the beqinninq of a era of productivity for the band - five years on and a 
follow-up has yet to appear. What's a tan to do but qet on the Web and find out if Blq Stick still exist? Lo and behold, via a Sparks 
website we picked up a trail which led to John Gill and the email Interview (October 2000) you see below... 



HARLEY One of the most striking things 
about your music are the sudden jump-cuts 
In strange places, in your early records you 
were achieving this with tape edits. Were 
these conceived from the outset or during 
post production f How important are 
accident and chance in your working 
method ! I'm interested that by Pro Drag 
you'd worked the cuts into the songwriting 
(I'm thinking of ‘Free Woman ' in particular). 

JOHN Hmmm... The ‘sudden jump-cuts in 
strange places' were sort of written into the 
music during the recording of it all. We 
don't really do too much of a ‘post 
production' thing besides actually mixing the 
music. Though 'accident' and 'chance' DOES 


rear itself and often results in sprucin' up 
the music a bit. One can never 
underestimate the value of good ole' 
fashioned spontaneity... All the ‘sampled 
voices' in 'FREE WOMAN’ were lifted off 
of 'talk radio'... The sampled bits were 
added after Yanna recorded her vocal 
tracks. 

HARLEY How is a typical Big Stick record 
created ! Do you spend a lot of time on 
preparation before you go to the studio! 
What are the advantages of being a duo! 

JOHN The whole process usually begins 
with Yanna laying down a solid percussion 
track(s), then she also does a bass/rhythm 
track, then I usually put down a guitar 
track(s) and then set out to write lyrics 
and record 'em... The ‘advantages of being 
a duo’ are that there are usually less 
chances of fights breaking out. We usually 
get-along musically for the most part, 
though when we do get in a squabble over 
the music it can be slightly intense at times. 
ALL artists go through that kinda stuff. It’s 
a healthy thing as long as ffyin’ pans or 
guitars don't start flyin' through the air! 

HARLEY On Crack'n'Drag you rapped 
and used heavy electronic beats - elements 
which were at the time mostly associated 
with hip hop. Are you interested in 
current day dance music! What do you 
think of the way it has developed! 

JOHN Well, we don't go out every night 
to the dance clubs and do hundreds of hits of 
'ecstacy' and 'designer drugs', but we 
certainly listen to our share of ‘current day 
dance music’... I think it has developed in a 
pretty decent manner... Some of it sounds 
good, though I am a little disturbed by much 
of the 'stealing' that goes on between many 
of the writers, musicians and performers. 
Basically, nothing still beats hearing 
something that sounds somewhat original in 
its creation. 

HARLEY Am / correct to surmise that most 
of the stories in your songs, however 
strange, have their origins in real life events! 

JOHN Yes, you would be correct in 


surmising that... You don't have to look very 
far in this 'hurly burly' world of ours to find 
inspiration. 

HARLEY Your songs seem to me to be 
obsessed with the ‘dark underbelly of 
society ' (forgive the cliche) as well as shot 
through with warmth and generosity 
towards your characters. Do you have hope 
for the human race or are we heading for 
ecological and spiritual doom! 
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JOHN I try to be optimistic about the path 
we are all travelin' these days. I realize that 
this may also sound like a 'cliche', but I think 
if anything serves to be the doom of us all, it 
will be GREED... That seems to be the 
biggest damn monkey on our backs. And no 
matter how much "press' and ballyhoo is 
made of the Tibetan Monks, or "new age 
thinking", we certainly ARE NOT becoming 
more spiritual as a whole society by any 
means. At least not from what I see. 

HARLEY "Yeah / Know' is 3 riposte to the 
music of Nick Cave - correct/ 

JOHN Ummm, I have the utmost respect 
for Nick Cave, but to be quite honest, 

"YEAH I KNOW" just sort of happened 
because a friend tended me some sort of 
Roland "anglorhythmn" effects box that I put 
the musk tracks through, then I just started 
singing the way I did on top of the music. 

HARLEY Us fans would love to hear a new 
Big Stick LP every year. What defines the 
rate of your output - creative or economic 
considerations f 

JOHN Good question... It seems like all 
kinds of variables come into play.. .Record 
Company politics have often got messy with 
us, we have often had to really 'wrestle' with 
the business end of making music... Lots of 
things for our attorneys (God Bless 'em) to 
clean up... Plus, this past year we did a movie 
score for a film titled BESOTTED L The film 
is a full length feature from NY Filmaker. 
Holly Angell Hardman. She’s a real talented 
woman and the film is good. Though we 
really enjoyed doing the film score (this was 
our first), it did make it next to impossible to 
record new Big Stkk stuff... And now we are 
currently editing four videos for our DRAG 
RACING UNDERGROUND business, this 
work should also keep us busy for the next 
couple of months, but hopefully we'll get 
down to recording some new Big Stick in the 
late Winter/early Spring. 

HARLEY For a time there were plans for 
Big Stick to split into alternative and 
commercial arms. What came of this/ 

What's your perspective now on the 
practicalities of being unusual musicians 
working in a commercial world / 


JOHN Well, when you are slightly 'unusual', 
the record business people are always trying 
to get ya to spit up some 'commercial' stuff... 
'Commercial' isn't necessarily a bad thing 
sometimes, though sometimes it is a horrific 
art form... Actually, even our more 'unusual' 
stuff sort of did make its way into the 
mainstream on occasion... Our original 
'DRAG RACING’ song got more college 
radioplay when it was released than anything 
else at the time... 'CRACK ATTACK' 
actually got played on WBLS-FM, an 
extremely huge and 'commercial' New York 
R&B radiostation... And even SUMMERDAY' 
from the PRO DRAG CD got some 
commercial play here in The States. It’s a 
rough juggle In the 'commerclar world, but 
sometimes (though not too often) a sweet 
smellin’ rose can emerge among the mulch. 

HARLEY I’ve heard that you went under the 
name Drag Racing Underground for a while 
for legal reasons. Can you tell us what 
happened (if you ’re in a position to and if 
you want to)/ 

JOHN That was such a mess that I think it 
best that we don't 'go there’ ...Wouldn't want 
to raise any skeltons Ya know what they 
say, let steepin' dogs lie or somethin' like 
that. 


HARLEY Are you still involved in Drag 
Racing Underground the video enterprise/ 
Do you consider the drag racing films an 
extension of your musical activities! How 
does one get to see them / 

JOHN Oh yea, like I said earlier, we are 
currently producing some NEW Drag Racing 
Underground videos right now. They aren’t 
quite as much fun as doing music, but they 
can be rewarding. We have a huge 
fan/customer base who buy every video we 
make. For those interested in the drag racing 
videos, visit our website 
http://www.d ragracmgunderground.com 

HARLEY I know you're Sparks fans. What 
other musk gets you going at the moment! 

JOHN Yes, we’re both Sparks fans... Both 
Yanna and myself often listen to the 
PLAGIARISM cd they released awhile back... 
We actually like all kinds of stuff. From ZZ 
TOP to VENOM to ok) SWEET to MY UFE 
WITH THE THRILL KILL KULT to ROB 
ZOMBIE to POISON IDEA to 
ULTRAMAGNETIC MCs to the FAT BOYS 
to LEE FIELDS and THE SOUL PROVIDERS, 
hell, we’ve even been listening to an old 
BLACKMORE’s RAINBOW RAINBOW 
RISING cassette, WE MUST BE NUTS!!!... ha 
ha. 
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HARLEY Can you explain 
how the Big Stick look came 
about / How important is it to 
what the band does ! 

JOHN ‘The Look’ came 
about because we felt that we 
wanted to be sort of ‘showy’... 
We got nothin’ against jean & 
t-shirt bands, it’s just that we 
felt just a wee bit more 
’creative' than that for some 
reason... I’m not even sure 
how we’re gonna appear for 
what ever we do next. 

HARLEY Please describe a 
Big Stick live show. Are you 
able to perform as a duo or 
do you require extra 
personnel? Any plans to visit 
these shores in the near 
future ? 

JOHN Just like any band, 
some shows are definately 
better than others... A couple 
years ago when we went on 
tour with The Thrill Kill Kult 
it was just Yanna playing live 
drums and me playin' live 
guitar with backing tracks, 
although we also had a girl 
named Bree who was kinda 
doing a semi-erotic fire eating 
and S&M show accompanying 
us... We have used other 
musicians in the past as well... 
Sometimes when the 
chemistry is right we can pull 
off a good show with just 
Yanna and myself. It’s always 
fun to play for folks. 



DISCOGRAPHY 

(Courtesy of the Big Stick website 
http://big-stick.org ) 
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Drag Racing BLAST FIRST/ROUGH 
TRADE 12” EP (1986) 

Live in London RECESS cassette 
(1986) 

‘Jesus Was Bom on an Indian 
Reservation' Target You 
compilation cassette on WALLY 
AND THE BEAVER (1986) 

'Drag Racing 1 / 'Hell on Earth' 
RECESS 7” (1986) 

'Drag Racing’ / 'Hell on Earth’ / ’I 
Look Like Shit' RECESS 7" ( 1 986) 

Crack Attack BUY OUR 
RECORDS 12” EP (1987) 

Crack Attack’ EMI 12” single 
(1988) 

Crack hr Drag BLAST 
FIRST/MUTE 12” LP (1988) 

'Joe Turner Blues' and ’Black Cov/ 
7” split with Dinosaur Jr. SONIC 
LIFE magazine (March 1 989) 

‘Devil's Jukebox' Nothing Short of 
Total War compilation LP featuring 
Sonic Youth, Butthole Surfers, 
Dinosaur Jr. BLAST FIRST/MUTE 
(1989) 

‘Drag Racing' and 'Devil's Jukebox’ 
Devil's Jukebox box set of 7” 
records by Blast First bands BLAST 
FIRST/MUTE (1990) 



All illustrations © Copyright 
2000 by John Gill 


HARLEY Tell us about your 
current activities. You mentioned you'd 
completed a film soundtrack and are working 
on a new CD... 


JOHN Yes, well, like I said, we did the film 
score for the BESOTTED 
movie. That was a 
MAJOR task, but we 
loved doing it... And as 
soon as we are done 
producing our upcoming 
Drag Racing 
Underground video 
releases we plan to 
record new Big Stick... 

We are also gonna do a 
side project with 
'Groovie Mann' of The 
Thrill Kill Kult called 
SLOBBERTOr, that 
should be a definate 
hoot. Plus folks might be 
interested to know that 
we've developed a 
character for Yanna 
called The Doc 
(Celebrity Drag Racing 
Authority & Visionary)', 
this character will be 
appearing on our 
upcoming Drag Racing 
Underground video 
releases.. She interviews 
drag racers and is a 
pretty cool entity. 


Drag Racing Underground featuring 
‘Broadcast Booth' and 'Hellfire' SNAKESKIN 
UK 7’ (1990) 


'Drag Racing’ Chrome Smoke & Fire Robert 
Williams double LP picture disc compilation 
BLAST FIRST/MUTE (1991) 


Hooch ie Koo Time BLAST 
FIRST/MUTE 10” EP (1992) 


'Hellfire' / 'Broadcast Booth’ 
SNAKESKIN 7” (1992) - Big 
Stick release under identity 
'Drag Racing Underground' 
due to legal difficulties 


Hedonist Chariot 
ALBERTINE LP (1993) - Big 
Stick release under identity 
'Drag Racing Underground’ 
due to legal difficulties 


‘Freddie and Me' Manhattan 
on the Rocks compilation LP 
POW WOW (1994) 


'Summerday' POW WOW 
CD single (1996) 


Pro Drag POW WOW LP 
(1996) 


Panther' POW WOW CD 
single (1996) 


4444444444 
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David Toop 

Rap Attack # 3: 
African Rap to 
Global Hip Hop 
(Expanded Third 
Edition) 

SERPENT'S TAIL 
2000, ISBN 
1-85242-627-6, 
229 PP, €14 99 


VOLUME CONTROL CORNER 

Di sposabl e 
Hip-Hop Histories 

Reviewed by WAR ARROW 


Which is. Pm told, the 
book. The one. The 

bible. The stone-cold monolith that everybody has 


make, which I suggest you glean by borrowing Rap 


been telling me to read. Sure enough, one can’t 
help but be impressed by the depths of Toop’s 
research. Obscure facts concerning the history of 
doo wop. amongst other Afro-American traditions, 
all of which have had some influence on the 
formative years of hip-hop. are detailed and 
ordered with a thoroughness and efficiency that 
threatens to make Richard Dawkins’ science 
writing look hke David Icke’s shopping lists. Toop’s 
coverage of the years through Kool Here to Run 
DMC are painstaking. But. as the saying goes. I 
ain’t feeling it. 

Worthwhile though the whole endeavour is. It has 
the cadence of an academic paper. There’s a 
certain dry tone throughout and while we get the 
odd insight into how great or important certain 
events or records might be. it’s anyone's guess as 
to whether the author is really that involved or 
excited by any of it. I would say this approach 
might be okay for some subject demanding intense 
objectivity, but then again, Robert Bakker's The 
Dinosaur Heresies which deals with palaeontology 
and biology, manages to deal dearly with a fairly 
complex subject while conveying the sense that 
the ZZ Top lookalike author is barely able to 
control his excitement about theories he slaps on 
the table like a proud fisherman after a good day 
at the lake. The same can be said for Stephen Jay 
Gould and Carl Sagan (RIP), both of whom write in 
a clear objective fashion with a sense of 
irrepressible enthusiasm that leaves the reader in a 
cold sweat. And that's when writing about mollusc 
classification and quasars. So it’s a little weird 
reading about bizarre turntable antics, b-boys, and 
graffiti, in tones that are as grey and poorly defined 
as the muddily reproduced photographs. I 
should've expected this I know, My suspicions 
were aroused with some vigour when flicking 
through this in a book shop, and coming across 
several William Burroughs quotes. Yeah. Yeah. 
Yeah. We all love Burroughs but for fuck's sake - it 
just puts me in mind of all those tedious books 
about punk which waste time, paper and brain 
cells on Situationism. Ruxus, Dada. and other 
completely unrelated subjects. In addition, the 
length at which precedents like doo wop are 
discussed seems entirely disproportionate, and 
would probably be better served expanded upon 
in an entirely different book. Precedents can only 
be of relevance up to a certain point and I would 
not think worthy of becoming a whole subject in 
themselves in the context of a book that purports 
to be about hip-hop. Otherwise, why not just go 
to the extreme and claim that for example, the 
evolution of mammal-like reptiles (therapsids) in 
the late Permian period has lead directly to the 
career of Puff Daddy? After all, it is true. 
Furthermore, it kind of peters out round about 
1 992. But for me, the final straw is the claim that 
amongst KRS ONE'S lyrical subject matter is 
eating beef. I think he means beef as in when MC 
Jammy releases 'DJ Smoov Is A Bit Of A Pratt’ on 
twelve inch, and Smoov answers with his 
controversial 'MC Jammy Can Kiss My Ass' platter. 
It just comes across like that Pete and Dud sketch 
where the latter howls ‘Get down, baby' and then 
explains that this is the call of the Harlem mother 
whose infant is suspended from the ceiling by 
virtue of gecko-like suction pads. 

It's not all bad, but neither is it all good. David 
Toop certainly has some interesting points to 


Attack from your local library, thus saving your 
money for... 


Nelson George 

Hip Hop America 

PENGUIN BOOKS 1998, ISBN 
0-14-028022-7, 226 PP, £7.99 

This is more like it. Nelson George grew up with 
hip-hop and has documented its twists and turns 
from day one within the pages of Billboard 
Essence, and The Village Voice amongst others. 
Coincidentally, he also wrote the screenplay for 
Chris Rock's underrated and spectacularly absurd 
CB4 movie. Much of his narrative is pinned around 
an anecdotal frame work - a meeting with the 
censorious C. Dolores T ucker. or delivering a 
poorly received lecture on the outrageous sexism 
of 2 Live Crew - which he expands into a senes of 
very broad canvases. As a nuts and bolts history 
this is as thorough as you could want. What 
renders Hip Hop America essential reading is how 
it's author demonstrates that a list of names and 
places can only be a small part of the story. He 
scrutinises and analyses the big picture of 
Afro-American culture as a whole, taking in 
everything from economics, politics, marketing, 
magazine publishing, social conditions, and fashion, 
up to and including the kitchen sink. And not only 
does this approach recognise that of any musical 
genre, this is one that is so much broader than can 
be viewed in purely musical terms, but the story is 
told with a warmth and humour that keeps one 
reading, not least because the conversational 
thrust is so jam-packed with well-directed insight 
that it never descends to the level of rambling. 

Carl Sagan woukTve been proud Who would have 
thought that passages on the marketing of St Ides 
beer, for example, could prove so interesting, or 
surprisingly salient to an understanding of this 
subject? 

Nelson George dearly has a lot of love for 
hip-hop. and coupled with his analytical mind, this 
makes for a truly enervating read where not even 
his most revered heroes get the sacred cow 
treatment just as those he finds a little distasteful 
are spared the demonisation they might receive 
elsewhere. I'd actually recommend this book to 
anyone, irrespective of their interest in the subject 
carried by the tide, its scope is so much broader 
than a simple musical bestiary and as an 
examination of multicultural society, and brain 
food-wise, this is a banquet. 


Alan Light (editor) 

The Vibe History of Hip Hop 

PLEXUS PUBLISHING 1999, ISBN 
0-85965-290-4, 418 PP, £16 99 

Vibe is a sort of er.. lifestyle magazine. Published in 
New York, it covers various topics of 
Afro- American interest not all of them musical, 
and not always in an engaging manner. Often a 
name that appears on the cover will turn out to be 
the subject of an intensive fifty word article 
somewhere around page 270, which, taking into 
account the assorted adverts for jeans, trainers 


and suchlike, is actually 
pretty close to the 
beginning of an issue. 

SciN, in its favour, Vibe 
has some fine writers, 
and when they do get 
something right, it is just 
about worth the two 
day voyage through a 
hinterland of brand 
names and glossy 
spreads of Method Man 
sporting Bongo label 
mittens. 

This gigantic tract is 
impressive not only in terms of size and scope, but 
particularly because each subject is tackled by an 
individual writer, usually one with some sort of 
feel for the subject in question. Thus we are 
spared the mildly irritating manner in which the 
author of a single full length book will tend to 
regard only the names he happens to like as being 
of significance. Despite the scarcity of references 
to William Burroughs, this shits all over certain 
other hip-hop histories. Not only do we get all the 
details and pertinent morsels of historical 
background, but also the names and places that are 
commonly ignored because they are either too 
recent to be considered significant or are not so 
easily slotted into a simplistically linear account of 
the Kool Herc-Rash-Run DMC variety. So, names 
generally ignored by the white media, despite US 
sales figures proving them to be anything but 
obscure, are, as should be the case, given equal 
standing with the bods that NME readers will 
know. On the subject of folks like Grandmaster 
Flash or LL Cool J. this book is as informed as 
anything I've read, but in addition major players 
like Scarface, Jermaine Dupri and Master P also get 
their due props, as we say. Even lesser names like 
The Dayton Family, MC Breed, and CMW are 
accounted for, complete with handy discographies. 
However, it is the enthusiasm which makes this 
more than just a collation of lists and dates. These 
writers clearly love their subjects. There's nothing 
of such a depth that it requires William Burroughs 
quotations, but then that is hardly what one 
expects from Vibe. As an unashamedly enthusiastic 
reference work, its sheer range, thoroughness, and 
readability make it hard to beat. It is probably 
unfair to judge a book on the grounds of details 
like whether The Dayton Family's What’s On My 
Mind?( Relativity Records. 1995) is recognised as 
the absolute f ragmentation grenade classic that it 
undoubtedly is, but as hip-hop histories go. I'm 
definitely feeling this one. As we say. 

Sacha Jankins, Elliot Wilson, 
Chairman Mao, Gabriel 
Alvarez and Brent Rollins 

Ego Trip’s Book of Rap Lists 

ST. MARTIN'S GRIFFIN 1999, ISBN 
0-312-24298-0, 352 PP 

This is one of those books best left in the priwy 
for random amusement during lengthy sessions. 

The final word must go to the list of ’ 1 0 Reasons 
Why Rap Wdl Never Die' which includes “keeps 
Latinos on the dance floor and away from stealing 
our hubcaps', ‘niggas got things to say’, and with 
sarcasm that impressed even your humble 
narrator: ‘It's a postmodern continuum of the 
African gnot culture cultivated for thousands of 
years through ancient civilisations and manifested 
within such other magnificent oral and musical 
traditions as African American folk songs and 
spirituals, gospel hymns, the Mississippi Delta 
blues, ragtime, big band swing, be- bop jazz, beatnik 
poetry... (several Ikies later) ...techno-samba, gay 
German disco. Aboriginal freestyle. Tourette's 
Syndrome, snoring, conversations with God and 
armpit fart noises' - my quotation of which has just 
saved you the trouble of going all the way to the 
library for David Toop's book. 
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WAR ARROW WRITES: OLDER READERS may remember 
I reviewed a CD by The Ceramic Hobs last Issue, and took 
the opportunity to vent my spleen on the subject of Pumf 
flyers. Pumf being the label run by Hobs chap Stan Batcow. 

At one point in my life a thousand tiny photocopies 
advertising Pumf clobber would fell from every envelope or 
parcel I opened. Anyway, shortly after that issue of Sound 
Projector hit the streets, or at least those with weirdy 
record shops, a parcel turned up from Stan containing a 
letter which opened with the entirely accurate prediction 
‘bet you fuckin' SHIT your pants when you saw the return 
address on the back of the envelope.' No truer words. After 
a bath and change of underwear, I waded through quite a lot 
of Pumf flyers, and read the rest of the missive. Despite a few 
pretty disparaging remarks on my part, Stan, much to my 
relief, recognised the fact that I'd actually enjoyed the CD, 
which is nice: some people seem to expect nothing less than 
Kamikaze pilot levels of unquestioning devotion for their 
mighty works. Within the ocean of flyers now over a foot 
deep throughout the flat, I came across a Pumf catalogue 
offering cassettes that were not only dirt cheap, but sounded 
kind of intriguing. 

Pumf has been going for quite some time and so it seems, has 
stuck to its commendable DIY ethic of doing one's utmost to 
not rip people off. The cassettes are cheap, recorded on good quality tape, with readable informative covers. The actual music depends entirely 
on your taste, but of the 38 listed Pumfworks comprising cassettes, a few records, one CD and a VHS video, there seems to be a pretty eclectic 
range of stuff, and while the recording quality isn't always of the kind that might satisfy Pink Floyd, it's dear that every effort is made to produce 
something which is as good as it can be... and frankly, of the following, I've heard a hell of a lot worse. I should mention that Pumf also produce 
numerous oddly shaped zines (one of them is round!) collecting Stan's thoughts on just about anything from the internet (of which he's deeply 
suspicious) to dentists (he approves) or even Toilet Humour For Dogs, as one particularly weird piece of shit is entitled. Like with the tapes, it 
may not be up everyone's street, but there's usually something that'll get you going hidden away in there, and you can't help but admire the spirit 
in which it's done, remaining underground without being wilfully obscure or succumbing to that vile self-important cliqueiness which seems to 
have killed off independent comics. I'm sort of regretting that I didn't investigate this geezer first time round, but never mind. Don't be a twat like 
me, check it out y'all. No-one ever died or lost their job through sending off for Pumf stuff. 


Skipload 

\Y\\\\\\ Of 

►► Tapes 

Commendable DIY ethics 


Howl In The 
Typewriter 

The Book Of Ptath 

PUMF RECORDS PUMF196 
C60 (1993) 

A whole hour of keyboard 
instrumentals based around a 
pulp science fiction novel, from 
which the tape takes its title, by 
A. E. van Vogt. This could be a 
recipe for disaster, but not so. 
Although clearly not recorded in 
Abbey Road studios with 
Kraftwerk members standing by, 
ready to lend HITT another 
truckload of electronic wotnots, 
it ain't hard to tell that a lot of 
effort has gone into The Book 
Of Path. As the sleeve states, 
each track is intended to 
provide musical accompaniment 
to a chapter of the book, and it's 
recommended that you read 
said tome whilst listening to this 
cassette. An intriguing idea, 
which I may one day try to 
make some time for. Anyway, 
there’s some fantastic wee 
fragments of ditties here, 
betraying an ear finely tuned to 
the rigours of melody, harmony, 
chord progression, and all that 
sort of thing. Even ignoring the 
sleeve notes, this really does 
sound like a partially completed 
film score. Much of it is visually 
evocative without any 
prompting from individual titles 
like The River Of Boiling Mud’ 
or er.. The Zard Of 


Accadistran’, whatever de fuck 
dat am be. Oddly, perhaps the 
tape's only failing is the 
inevitable result of its success - 
being a soundtrack album of 
sorts, it sometimes comes 
across as being a little jumpy. In 
its home environment 
soundtrack music is generally 
punctuated by quiet passages of 
speech or whatever (unless 
you're watching pom classic Just 
Married or Sylvester McCoy era 
Doctor Who, both of which 
suffer from inappropriate and 
continuous musical 
accompaniment) but of course 
here, these aren’t provided 
unless a conscious effort is made 
by the listener. But as criticisms 
go, the fact that I've been fooled 
into treating this like a 
soundtrack rather than simply as 
a tape of music, must say a lot 
about its ample charms. 

Howl In The 
Typewriter 

Going Down The 
Cat And Trifle 

PUMF RECORDS PUMF98 
C60 (1987) 

Which I was drawn to by virtue 
of these being the first HITT 
studio recordings - the first 
album is often the best, it being 
produced before Lionel 
Bioplasma (or whoever) has had 
the chance to descend into a rut 


of tired cliches trading on 
former glories - and the title 
which recalls the days when the 
Sounds obscurist chart provided 
safe haven to works like Dickie 
Davies Eyes by The Boiled Eggs 
or One On The Ctapometer, or 
whoever it was. 

The first time around. Going 
Down The Cat And Trifle is 
initially unimpressive, comprising 
mainly home studio songs built 
around guitar, bass and drum 
machine, with the odd bit of 
synth here and there. There may 
be a few raised eyebrows during 
moments like the chorus of one 
punkier tune that seems to be 
saying: ‘Blood, death, 
devastation, war, horror... 
cheese.!', like this is a list which 
should make obvious and 
immediate sense to everyone. 
Two or three plays in however, 
things do start to happen. It's 
well recorded if a little flat 
sounding, but I'm beginning to 
wonder if this is due just to my 
own prejudices regarding the 
instrumentation. Were the 
recording even worse, with a 
dustbin lid drum kit and a few 
blues standards chucked in, 
doubtlessly it would've been 
hailed as a lo-fi classic by now. 

So on closer inspection the 
realisation dawns that the 
Batcow has a nose for some 
serious tunes, hooks, riffs, and 
all those other things that serve 
to negate the relevance of a 
lavish production sound. The 


tape is clearly a child of its time, 
when the term punky didn't 
automatically mean spikes, studs 
and a howling wall of fuzz guitar 
urging us to smash up the local 
branch of Dixons. For a start, 
it’s musically inventive without 
going too haywire, well-played, 
nicely timed, not too loud, you 
can hear the words etcetera 
etcetera. It's enough to make me 
wonder what some of this 
would sound like re-recorded 
for a fancy-pants studio 
produced CD, and enough to 
induce a certain disillusionment 
with a cassette scene that seems 
almost exclusively dominated by 
shit-dull badly recorded 
improvisation, or folks 
disappearing up their own 
laptops in the name of random 
squeaky noises. A little more 
eclecticism would be nice, and a 
little less fear at the prospect of 
producing something that 
someone somewhere might 
actually enjoy. Good stuff. 
Perhaps a few more of you lot 
would benefit from a stroll 
down the Cat and T rifle. 

SWANC 

Mouldy Roll 

PUMF RECORDS PUMF168 
C90 (1992) 

It’s an acronym for Stewart 
Walden and Neil Campbell, the 
pair that, when God descends to 
earth on judgement day. 
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demanding to know ‘who did 
that fucking stupid tape?*, will 
either hang their heads in 
shame, or at least look a little 
sheepish. Stewart Walden's 
name has turned up on Smell & 
Quim releases, and probably 
loads of other places. Neil 
Campbell, as fans of small print 
will know, has appeared on 
every album ever made, or so it 
would seem. Oddly enough, 
although I've only recently 
become familiar with his name, 
an interview in Opprobrium 
alerted me to the fact that he 
used to be plain Neil C of the 
group ESP Kinetic - a sort of mid 
'80s cassette Vii-gin Prunes. 
Blimey! I used to write to this 
bloke, and those old ESP Kinetic 
tapes still sound pretty good 
despite the Opprobrium piece 
suggesting their author 
now finds them a bit 
embarrassing. 

Any road, this is a cassette 
of two blokes who should 
probably know better, 
making a noise in the 
general direction of a gas 
powered tape recorder. 

Quality- wise it's either 
ropey, or predates Enter 
The Wu-Tangby at least a 
year depending on how 
you’d prefer to look at it. 

Not that this matters, the 
songs bashed out on 
cardboard box, guitar, and 
Casio keyboard (in a way 
that has since been 
popularised by 
groundbreaking New 
York producer Swizz 
Beats) are just so 
majestically stupid that 
you're forced to listen 
closely, through the hiss and 
distortion, in order to fully 
appreciate the shoddy 
magnificence of this badly drawn 
monolith. Titles like ’How To 
Tell Kids About Pee- Wee', 
'Mankin' Mr Big Tits' and 
Working Men's Feet’ will 
probably give you a few clues as 
to where SWANC are coming 
from. There’s a few cover 
versions, which generally take 
the form of an unholy noise with 
the original lyrics to *Sound Of 
Silence’ or Teenage Lobotomy’ 
howled and squealed over the 
din. There’s even some fairly 
useful stuff here, like the 
self-explanatory 'Here’s What 
To Do When The Bleeding 
Jehovah's Witnesses Come 
Knocking On Your Door' - 
sound advice that knocks Baz 
Lurman and Will Powers into a 
neglected urinal. The 
outstanding song is 'Morons’ 
with its catchy chorus of 'It's 
easy to have fun when you're a 
moron’, unwittingly reiterating 


the central theme of my own 
scientific paper which states that 
the volume and fun-quotient of 
ladies’ bosoms is essentially 
empirical and so, is unrelated to 
the perception of the individual 
as governed by their relative 
intelligence, therefore the 
booby-enjoyment-ratio is fixed 
irrespective of whether one is a 
particle physicist or a dam 
digger. ’Morons' could, with the 
right promotion, be the next big 
Ibiza anthem. It wouldn't even 
need much studio tweaking, just 
a big sound system in the right 
time and place. For something 
that mostly sounds like a tramp 
rolling dustbins down a fire 
escape. Mouldy Roll is a pretty 
astonishing collection. 


Various Artists 

In The Beginning 
There Was Shite 

PUMF RECORDS PUMF280 
C90 (1997) 

In 1 997 Stan Batcow stepped 
back and noticed that the first 
few releases on his Pumf label 
were far below the standard of 
more recent works, reflected 
perhaps in the fact that people 
had stopped ordering them. 
Thus he decided to remove 
these tapes from the catalogue 
and, in case anyone was still 
curious, compile this 'best of 
collection featuring the 
highlights from those early 
works by A void, Of Sound 
Mind, The Howl In The 
Typewriter, and others. Perhaps 
with a certain sense of shame, 
he christened the release in a 
way that might at least inform 
the unwary of what they were 
getting. 

Actually, I wouldn't call any of it 


shite, or at least not by my own 
definition of the term. It's 
certainly a step back in time, 
being from the mid '80s, a 
period which is now receiving 
the dcmonisation that was 
meted out to the 70s by a fickle 
public only fifteen years ago, 
when of course any fool knows 
that the real enemy is the '60s. 
Sun seems to have been in most 
of the bands here in one 
capacity or another, and despite 
a few metal bashing oddities, 
there’s a certain uniformity of 
sound. Most of the tracks are 
fairly respecuble recordings of 
the sort of groups I always 
ended up seeing in pubs around 
the time: Joy Division basslines 
and a fine array of effects pedals 
being stamped upon randomly 
by a spiky guitarist, before the 


word 'gothic' came into wide 
usage and took up its rightful 
place as an insult of a strength 
which placed it somewhere 
between 'slack-jawed arsehole’ 
and 'Chelsea supporter'. This 
was when there seemed to be 
bands in pubs everywhere, none 
of which were 

covers-orienuted, and most of 
which had some ambition 
beyond just sounding like a 
fusion of their favourite records. 
A lot of that stuff was great, so 
it’s nice that Sun's chosen to 
preserve a few snapshots of his 
own little comer of that 
universe in this fashion. Being a 
compilation, there are ups and 
downs, but generally speaking, 
it's good to hear this sort of 
thing again reaching out from 
beyond the great airbrush of 
history. Give it another ten 
years and a new generation of 
tediously ironic little turds will 
probably be bending over 
backwards to breath new 
commercially viable life into this 


sort of stuff. Therefore a more 
appropriate title would probably 
be. In The End There Will Be 
Shite, because there’s nothing 
wrong with this lot. 

Cyclic Amp 

Deviations Of The 
Impulse 

PUMF RECORDS PUMF84 
C60(1986) 

Cyclic Amp is a fine name for a 
band, suggesting some sort of 
unstoppable force and as such, 
being right up there with 
Pitchshifter (whatever they 
sound like), Skullflower, SLAB!, 
and Everything But The Girl. I'm 
certain I've heard something by 
them before, and seem to recall 
some wall of My Bloody 
Valentine style guiurs. 

In practice they actually 
sound, or sounded, a little 
like Killing Joke minus 
Geordie Walker’s 
stomach -chum ing ly 
malevolent guiur, and 
with a more pressing need 
for effective throat 
pastilles on the part of the 
vocalist The songs 
certainly strive for, and 
sometimes succeed in 
atuining, that wide-screen 
feel of ugly jubilation 
evident on Killing Joke's 
albums (except that Fire 
Dances shit and the 
recent rather 
disappointing Democracy) 
without simply 
photocopying the format 
Half of these tracks are 
live, the rest being from 
some fairly rudimentary studio 
session. For once, the quality 
thing is a bit of an obstacle. 
While most of this has a 
reasonable sound, it’s evident 
that there's some seriously 
vicious energy in songs like 
'Manipulator', 'Dance' and 'Ugly 
Thoughts’, which could've easily 
been given the Godzilla 
momentum they deserved with 
the right producer on hand. The 
quality is certainly enough to 
make one realise how much 
potential was there and how 
much better, bigger, and nastier 
it could have sounded. Of 
course as it turned out, fate 
probably chose the sodding 
Blow Monkeys on which to 
bestow studio time and vinyl, 
but this is a tantalising glimpse at 
what could have been. 

\\\\\\\\ 

\\\\\\\\ 



152 




The Sound Projector 8ighth Issue 2000 


Howl In The 
Typewriter 

The Very Worst Of 
Howl In The 
Typewriter 

PUMF RECORDS PUMF140 
C60 (1989) 

And I quote ‘All tracks are... 
guaranteed Crap in one way or 
another and therefore suitable 
for inclusion on this... 
compilation'. Fucking hell, Stan! 
Have some self-respect! Wipe 
your nose! Pull your socks up! 
Repeat to yourself 'I am British... 
I am British.. ' I’m sure it can't 
be as bad as the unnecessarily 
self-deprecating title implies. 

Okay, so it's not a patch on The 
Book Of Path, or even Going 
Down The Cat And Trifle from 
which half of the tracks here are 
taken albeit in remixed or 
otherwise alternate form. The 
only real problem that I can 
discern is that some of this 
sounds like it was rendered 
before Hr Batcow saw the folly 
of recording his ditties inside a 
diving bell 500 metres below sea 
level, with the porta stud k> 
bolted onto the outside of the 
structure. But then again, the 
more familiar I become with 
some of these songs, the more 
their finer qualities shine 
through the bronze-age studio 
murk. It's largely guitar, bass and 
drum machine again, but I'm 
beginning to notice a certain 
'greater than the sum of the 
parts' factor. Certain guitarists, 
irrespective of technical 
prowess, are notable for 
having a distinct individual 
style, like their own musical 
language. I'm not even 
referring to the obvious 
examples like Snakefinger or 
whoever. Killing Joke, The 
Cravats, Devo - all 
benefited from guitarists 
with a subtly distinctive 
sense of timing and notation 
that proved difficult to 
confuse with anyone else's 
playing. It isn't just the 
notes, it's where they go 
and so on, but not really 
being qualified, or even 
sufficiently interested in the 
technicalities, 111 leave it there 
before I embarrass myself. 
Anyway, to get to the point, 

Stan Batcow seems to have his 
own distinctive musical language 
particuarly on numbers like the 
hopelessly catchy ‘Close’ - one 
of those rare examples of 
something that can be described 
as 'chirpy* and 'good'. 

I'm glad I heard those other two 
tapes before this. The 


occasionally muddy quality kind 
of marks it out as being strictly 
for the hardcore fan, a 
description which, much to my 
surprise I seem to be gravitating 
towards. The Very Worst Of 
How 1 In The Typewriter is in 
hindsight, probably a reasonable 
title given that even this offal 
tastes better than the finest 
banquet you'll get at many other 
overrated musical tables. Will 
no-one throw an expensive 
recording studio at this man and 
surround him with guitar-shaped 
swimming pools and buckets of 
cocaine? 

Judge Mental & 
The Heavy Dread 
Beat 

Talbot Road 

PUMF RECORDS PUMF154 
C60 (1990) 

This could be Stan under an 
assumed name, but I couldn't say 
for certain. It's hip-hop of sorts, 
although purists would 
doubtlessly sneer, which isn't to 
say it is without merits of its 
own. The musk is pretty sparse: 
a drum machine and the odd 
sample, or bit of guitar, or bass 
riff added as garnish. The voice 
of judge Menu I. which is kind of 
reedy and northern, isn't 
ginormously well suited to 
rapping, but I don't think its 
owner is too bothered. More 
than any other musical genre, 
excepting possibly avant-garde 
field recordings of firearms. 


hip-hop lends itself well to 
expressing one's belief in the 
twattiness of others. Which is 
perhaps why the author, 
possessed by a desire to point 
fingers, name names, and speak 
out against arseholes, was drawn 
to the genre. The rhyming owes 
more to those old punk rock 
songs that follow something 
ending in ’it’ with 'but I think it's 
a load of shit.’ For all this, it's 
fairly entertaining stuff. 


Whoever did Talbot Road has 
clearly encountered a lot of 
numbskulls in his time, and the 
majority of them seem to get a 
mention here. Most will only 
seem familiar if you've 
encountered someone similar, 
but a few better known journo 
types like Karen Ablaze and John 
Robb get called out. Okay so 
‘My name is John Robb, I’m a 
total fucking nob, I Ulk a lot of 
rubbish with my big bloody gob, 

I laugh a lot because I like to 
think I'm funny, And I’ll do 
nearly anything for the money’ - 
Canibus and Ras Kass are 
probably not shitting 
themselves, but it still does its 
job, and after sixty minutes of 
the same, the cumulative effect 
is more impressive than you 
might initially think. Imagine a 
less fluent, more sweary nephew 
of Mark E. Smith who's just been 
weaned off Hellbastard and onto 
the first Beasties album, and is 
so pissed off with the large 
quantity of fuckwits in his life 
that he can't wait for the studio 
time and has just gone ahead 
and done it all on a home 
stereo. Although it isn't all one 
big long beef-raising session, 
most of it is, punctuated by the 
odd spot of weirdness like 
‘Fifteen minutes at gas mark 
seven. You take them out and 
the taste is heaven, I like a nice 
hard dkk between my lips, But 
even better is some oven chips.' 
Probably the oddest track is a 
straight cover of Psychk TV's 
The Orchids', which, ignoring 
the fact that it’s rough-arsed 
DIY, improves greatly on the 


original, not least because of its 
being one stage removed from 
the involvement of old 
boiled-egg eyes. 

Talbot Road should be 
unlistenable crap, but somehow 
it isn't. In fact it is entirely 
without dull moments. I doubt 
any hip-hop addicts are really 
going to warm to this stuff, but 
then as someone who even 
wonders about buying the odd 


ja Rule or Drag On elpcc just in 
case there's a nke Swizz Beats 
or DMX guest spot on there - 
which probably qualifies me as 
an addict - I'd still listen to this 
before Noreaga, Arrested 
Development Lauryn Hill, or 
any of those other useless 
arseholes that claim to be the 
real thing. 

AH of the above 
are available from 
Pumf Records, 25 
Ivy Avenue, 

Blackpool, 

Lancashire, FY4 
3QF, UK 

\\\\\Y\\ 

Tony Rialto's 

Wonderful 

Testicle 

Why Do Fools Fall 
In Love? 

RAMPANT ROGER 
RECORDS ROGER666 C90 

( 2000 ) 

The title and label name I've 
made up in the absence of any 
information accompanying this 
work other than an address and 
the admission that it is ‘a crap 
tape’. The case and the cassette 
shell are painted matt black, 
which is quite nke, but beyond 
that, as I listened to side one, I 
became aware of a nagging 
suspkion that someone’s taking 
the piss out of my column, as it 
were. I mean fair enough, if I 
wasn't writing this thing I’d 
probably be tempted to 
send myself a tape of farm 
machinery or whatever, just 
to sec if I could catch 
myself out by the same 
means that causes some 
people to stand in art 
galleries admiring the fire 
extinguishers. Apart from a 
few extraneous distorted 
electronic noises, it just 
sounds like someone's 
taped a fireworks display, 
and mixed it in with the 
sound of furniture being 
shifted around upstairs 
whilst listening to old 
Whitehouse records. I 
suppose some of the textures 
are enjoyable in a gritty sort of 
way, and we get a spot of what 
you lot probably call 
environmental sound, but I call 
someone walking across gravel 
with a tape recorder. I've 
enjoyed this sort of thing in a 
live setting. I'll admit, mainly for 
the adrenaline buzz that is 
sometimes provoked by 
ear-splitting noise, but on tape it 
just doesn’t go anywhere. I 
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mean, I'd rather watch Ally 
fucking McBeal than sit through 
this again. 

Anyway, I turned the cassette 
over for more of the same, 
which is what I got, but at least 
mixed in with some more 
overtly crafted subdued 
electronic sounds. Okay. 
Obviously, there is an aesthetic 
at work here, so perhaps it isn't 
an elaborate wind-up after all. 
The ringing harmonics of some 
big metal object work nicely 
while they last. If this individual 
really does, as I suspect, only 
have access to wax cylinder 
recording technology, then I 
suppose the fucking awful quality 
can be forgiven. Tony Rialto's 
Wonderful Testicle (whatever) 
has its moments, but they're too 
few and far between to merit 
any unrestrained thumbs up. 
With regards to the unlistenable 
lion’s share of this tape - I know 
hissy, distorted, and poorly 
recorded cacophony can be an 
aesthetic in and of itself, but 
there’s no reason to go stark 
raving mad. I suppose the 
presence of a few moments that 
just about squeeze the work up 
into the ranks of the not 
completely shite, should be 
applauded, or at least waved at 
in a nonchalant fashion, but let's 
face it - there's tons and tons of 
this sort of stuff out there, and 
none of it’s exactly new or 
groundbreaking. Tony Rialto's 
Wonderful Testicle are going to 
have to do a bit better than 
overdriven tapes of hoovers, 
lawn mowers and fireworks 
displays. 

J. Whading. 38 

Glencoe Road, 

Ipswich, Suffolk, IP4 

3PP, UK 

Smell & Quim 

Pushy Gothic 
Gnome Versus 
Charity Techno 
Gnome 

USA, SPITE SPITE36 C60 
(1999) 

Accidentally conned by my own 
gullibility into perusing a copy of 
NME, I am left feeling cheapened 
and with a certain degree of soul 
reversal due to brief exposure 
to news about unmitigated wank 
like Toploader, Radiohead, Big 
Star, and The Cure. That anyone 
actually listens to these tossers, 
let alone purports to enjoy 
them, is a mystery which taxes 
me to such a degree that it 
makes even the question of why 
the Permian era amphibian 
Platyhystrix should evolve a 


dorsal fin so strongly resembling 
that of its distant reptilian 
cousins, seem like a ten-piece 
Bob The Builder tray jigsaw. 
Subsequently I find I am 
compelled to cleanse and purge 
myself. 

This tape does the trick pretty 
well. An hour of horrible 
distorted noise comprising 
feedback, loops, overdriven 
beatbox and suchlike over which 
we get occasional helium-voiced 
squeaky interjections along the 
lines of (Yorkshire accent) ‘I'm 
the Pushy fookin' Gothic 
Techno Gnome. I’m from 
fookin' Bradford.’ and so on and 
so forth. To the best of my 
knowledge this may be the first 
time anyone has tried to 
combine hard power electronics 
with Pinky & Perky style novelty. 
There seems to be some sort of 
story here reflecting the 
dualistic morality play of the 
Apollonian and Dionysian 
streams of culture, if the 
squeaky voiced announcement 
of Tm the Charity Techno 
Gnome - Fook off. Gothic!’ is 
any indication. 

Everything about this cassette is 
almost perfect, from the 
headache-inducing badly 
recorded racket, to the tension 
of the interplay between Charity 
Techno Gnome and Pushy 
Gothic Gnome (when you can 
hear what they’re saying), to the 
mildly lavish box it comes in 
adorned with what has to be the 
greatest cassette cover of all 
time. What will these 
dangerously twisted fuckers do 
next? I really don't see how they 
can top this vile tag-nut of 
wailing insanity. By Christ, I feel 
GOOD! 

Spice, PO Box 

51653, Kalamazoo 

Ml, 49005 1653, 

USA 



Sof Tillin's And 
& Lode Runner 

Holiday On Empty 

RACING ROOM OUTHOUSE 
SERIES 0H07 C24 (2000) 

A collaboration between 
persons of whom both have had 
tapes reviewed in these pages 
before, to generally favourable 
notice. The Outhouse Series 
consists of seven simultaneously 
released cassettes, all C24s, 
others being by those two 
named above in individual 
capacities, Wil Web, War 
Drum, S. Isabella, and [Minmae], 
assuming I've read that last one 
correctly. 


I've heard these two on their 
own, but it's still pretty hard to 
tell who contributed what on 
here. Still, the important thing is 
that it works. It opens with a 
sort of musique concret 
lap topped into something that 
might resemble drum and bass if 
you'd taken enough cough 
mixture to floor a rhinoceros, 
then vaguely celestial tinkly shit 
happens and as per bloody usual 
my analogy generator breaks 
down and I’m left scrabbling 
through the Delia Smith for 
some recipe that might provide 
literary stimulus for a way in 
which I might describe the rest 
of the tape. Holiday On Empty is 
maybe a little like randomly 
tuning your way from one end 
of the FM waveband to the 
other, and by 

chimps-write-Much Ado About 
Nothing accident finding that 
the result is musical in all senses 
but those which apply to 
anything composed before 2050. 
If you see what I mean... then 
please write in and explain it for 
me. I firmly believe that 
innovation, executed for It’s 
own sake, can be something of a 
dead end. Pardon my luddite 
tendencies, but although that 
pile of bricks In the Tate was 
new and original... who cares? 

It’s just a pile of bricks, and as 
the mighty Billy Childish said, it 
may be art while it's in a gallery, 
but in a skip outside it's just a 
pile of stuff in a skip. Poussin is 
still Poussin whether it’s on a 
wall or a rubbish tip. Newness 
in itself, just isn’t enough. So, it's 
good to hear something like this 
tape which not only goes where 
no music has quite gone before, 
and doesn't seem to have any 
overpowering set of direct 
precedents, but also sounds a 
thousand times more exciting 
than many of the innovative but 
otherwise dull sound-art bores 
currently getting their dicks 
sucked in the pages of The Wire 
and suchlike. 

Racing Room, 37 

Egmont Road, New 

Malden, Surrey 

KT3 4AT, UK 

The Skip 
reviewed by 
WAR ARROW 

iiiiiiii 
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Skipload Of 
Tapes 

Competition! 

We have a winner, hard to 
believe though that may seem. 
Richard Faith of Leeds proudly 
supplied the correct answers 
*Shend' and 'dog'. He gives 
' 1 600 AD, after a decline starting 
around 1 300 AD', as the third 
answer. Hmmm. I actually 
believed it was more like 
900 AD, but according to Robert 
& Florence Lister, and tree-ring 
dating, there were Anasazi 
related sites going up as fate as 
1 295AD. So given the possibility 
that I might not be clued up on 
the very latest findings, and Mr 
Faith could be right - we have, 
as I say, a winner, as soon as I 
can find the tapes and CDs and 
stuff that are to make up this 
wonderful prize. 

This issue, due to massed 
walk-outs at the Royal Mail 
because of the unfeasible 
workload placed upon postal 
workers by entries to the 
Skip load Of Tapes Competition, 
not to mention the fact that the 
Monopolies and Mergers 
Commission is rather concerned 
at how much business we are 
inadvertently drawing away from 
the National Lottery, we have 
elected to slightly alter the 
nature of this 

big-crap-tape-payout-prize-draw 
thing. Obviously, our setting of 
devilishly hard questions like 
‘four legged canine mammal that 
barks - three letters beginning 
with 'd" was asking a little too 
much of our readers. Plus, I 
rather fancy I shall be hanging 
onto some of this issue's tapes, if 
all y'all don’t mind. So, instead, 
all that is now required is a 
postcard with your name and 
address and, if you can be 
bothered, some brief statement 
about why you think you 
deserve to win. The first, or 
more likely only, entry we 
receive will then be the lucky 
recipient of any tapes, CDs or 
similar review material we have 
lying around and up for grabs. 

So once again, in case it was too 
hard to understand: Entry/ics on 
a postcard, with your address, 
to this magazine and marked 
Skipload Of Tapes 
Competition. If you feel like a 
winner, and want to send us 
photographs of yourself, naked 
or otherwise, for inclusion so 
that the admiration of your 
friends and colleagues will be 
forthcoming as they whisper 
amongst themselves ‘say, that's 
the lucky sap who won all that 
fine stuff,’ then that's okay too. 
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